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To 



EDMUND W- GOSSE, Esq., 

LONDON, 

AUTHOR OF *ON VIOL AND FLUTE; ETC. ETC. 

JKlCH-DOWERED FRIEND, WORTHY RICH-DOWERED I BRINCl 

TO THEE. IN BRETON ; AND I HAVE NO FEAR 

OF CHILLY WELCOME, OR PRAISE INSINCERE. 
WHEN THUS I ASK THEE LIST HIM LOWLY SINC;. 
TRUE AS A WOOD-BIRD'S IS HIS CAROLLING, 

AND WITH ITS PATHOS TOO, 'MID BRANCHES SERE : 

AND A SOFT LIGHT OF HOPE. THAT SHINETH CLEAR. 
AS WHEN THE SUN GILDS THE LARKS SOARING WING. 
NOR WILL IT IRK THEE, NOW AND THEN TO LOOK 

ON OLD-WORLD PICTURES OF HIS WARBLED PROSE— 
gUAINT TALKS IN GREEN LANES AND BY FIRE-SIDE NOOK : 

FOR THOU ART ONE. WHO 'MID ALL CULTURE KNOWS 
'TIS WELL TO LINGER IN THE GREAT DAYS OLDEN 
WHEN ENGLAND'S SPEECH AND ACT ALIKE WERE GOLDEN. 

ALRXASDRR B. GROSART. 
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OUR present Worthy is careful to de- 
scribe himself in various of his title- 
pages and epistles-dedicatory, and other- 
wise, as 

Nicholas Breton, Gentleman 

(abbreviated *Gent' in a number).* There 
is touch of pathos in the continuance of 
the claim to the end and through long years 
of sorest straits and consequent humilia- 
tions. It seems to have been the mode of 
the Elizabethan period {e,g. Churchyard, 
Howell) ; but in his case it was warranted. 
For however he sunk to the level of the 
lowliest commonalty, he was of 'gentle 
blood.' 

Bretons are found in Leicestershire and 
Warwickshire, Wilts and elsewhere, in Eng- 
land; but their chief seat was in Essex.' 
Turning accordingly to Morant's 'History and 
Antiquities of the County of Essex,' we find 
— ^besides incidental occurrences of the 
name — a somewhat full account of both 
themselves and their possessions. It is un- 
accoimtable that Biographers and Biblio- 
graphers alike, seem never to have consulted 
Morant; and so have needlessly perplexed 



1 In 'Will of Wit' title-page, and epistle-dedicatory and 
genend epistle, and in the after-epistle and at the dose, and in 
the * Longing of a Blessed Heart' and ' Wit's Trenchmour,' it is 
* Gentleman ' in full : in ' Floorish of Fancy,' ' Courtier and 
CcNintryinan,' 'a Dialogue,' etc etc., it is 'Gent' 

* In Appendix A will be found genealogical facts from the 
•Visitatioa of Leicestershire,' 1619, which Colonel Chester 
food enough to forward me. 
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themselves and confoimded our Nicholas 
Breton with another contemporary Captain 
Nicholas Breton. Even Mr. J. Payne Collier 
and the late Rev. Thomas Corser, M.A., of 
Stand, missed the right biographic lines — as 
will appear in the sequel 

It will prepare the way for more direct 
details to give at this point the notices from 
Morant, as follows : — 

"Layer-Breton is east of Layer-Mamey. 
In records it is written Layer Braeton, or 
Britton, ^d also Layer Barley alias Breton ; 
which names it received from its ancient 
possessors. The owner of the lands in this 
parish, in Edward the Confessor's reign, was 
Ailmar; Ralph Piperell, and his imder- 
tenant Turold, held them at the time of the 
Survey.* Here is only one Maner, and 
the mansion-house stands at a little distance 
west from the Church. 

" The name of Breton occurs in the List 
of those that came over with William the 
Conqueror:' and the adventurer so called 
might be one of those who attended Alan 
Fargent, Earl of Bretagne, at the Battle of 
Hastings, where he then commanded the 
rear of William's army. 

"However, the surname of Breton, le 
Breton, and Brito, is of great antiquity in 
this County. 



1 Those demesnes were about aao acres, 
s Lib. Domesd. fol. 73. b. Tit. 34 
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" Lewis Brito granted to the Church and 
Monks of St. John's in Colchester, his 
messuage, with appertances, in Herchestede. 
His son, Ralph Brito, confirmed the 
same; and moreover, granted to them two 
parts of the tithes of all his demesnes in 
Leyre-Breton,^ to hold by the service of 8d. 
a year. His widow Adeliza granted them 
I OS. 8d. a year in Legra, in perpetual alms, for 
the good of her husband's soul. Their son, 
Robert le Bretun, gave to the same 
Monks 1 1 acres in Legra, for the souls of his 
father and mother, who were buried in that 
Abbey.2 

" In the reign of K. Richard i. Robert 
D£ Bretton held lands in and about Ardley, 
and was a benefactor to St. Botolph's Priory 
in Colchester.5 In the reign of K. John 
and K. Henry iii., William le Bretun 
held two knights fees in Lehere in Essex ; 
and Sir John le Bretoune was a Knight 
banneret in this County in the time of K. 
Edward i.* 

" In 1325, a Fine passed between William 
Bretounn, plaintiff, and John Breton, 

Parson of and Robert, son of Hamon 

de Bryche, deforc' of the maner of Layer- 
Breton and the Church, by which they were 
settled on William for life, and after his 
death on Nicolas his son, and Isabell his 
wife, and the heirs of the said Nicolas.' 
William le Bretton presented to the 
Living in 1329.* Nicolas Britton suc- 
ceeded his father, and presented to the 

^ Tlwre having been great disputes about these Tithes, be- 
tween the Abbey and the Rector of Layer-Breton, Simon 
Bishop of London, 13 November 1364, decreed, that the rector 
and his successors shotild receive these tithes, paying the Abbot 
and Convent the yearly sum of two marks, at two terms, viz., 
November i, and February 3. Minus Reg. Abb. D. Johis. fol. 
147. X70. 

> Registr. Abbatie D. Johin. Cole. fol. 93, 94. penes Com. de 

Hardwick. 

S Monast. Angl., vol. iL p. 45. 

4 Nomina Nobil. sub Edw. i. militantium. 

• Fine 19 Edw. 11. 

< Thomas Sampson presented to the Living from 1365 to 1373 
by the title of Domicellus, i.r. inferior lord of the maner, 
Newcourt, vol ii. pp. 374i 375* 



Church in 1395, and 1397. Alice his wife, 
dyed 6 May 1392, and was buried in this 
Church, with an epitaph. Richard de 
Bretton held half a knight's fee in Leyr 
Breton, near Colchester, and was taxed los. 
for his reasonable relief for the marrying of 
Blanch, the eldest daughter of K. Henry 
IV. with Lewis, afterwards Duke of Bavaria, 
in 1402." The further account we have of 
this family, is : That William Bretton mar- 
ried daughter of Haynes, Gent 

And had by her William, and Grace, wife 

of Ratcliff. William married Anne, 

daughter of Denham, by whom he had 

Henry, Francis, William, John, and Thomas ; 
which two last dyed without issue. We 
hear no more of this family here : They 
removed to Monckton-Farley in Wiltshire, 
and seem to have had no concern here after 
the year 1420.^ 

Further : — "In 1 242, a fine passed between 
William le Bretton, plaintiff^ and Mat- 
thew DE Leyham, and Nesta his wife, 
tenants, for the maner of Bellamont, in 
Essex, which Rohesia de Cockfield, mother 
of Nesta, held for her life, remainder to the 
said William after her decease.*'^ 

There was also a Maner of Bretton or 
Barton Hall in Essex, which took its name 
from '< Hugh Brito, that held a fourth part 
of a knight's fee of the House of Henry de 
Essex of his Honor of Raley."' 

Again in Lexden Hundred the estate of 
Rivers Hall (also in Essex) was held by 
successive Bretons. Morant thus gives an 
account of them : — 'Robert de Hastinges was 
owner of it in the reign of K. Henry iii. 
(Carta 49 Hen. in.). Under him it was 
holden by a family sumamed le Breton, 
or DE Bretton. William de Bretton, 
who dyed in the 45"* of K. Henry in. held 



1 The History and Antiquities of the County of Essex . . . 
By Philip Morant, M.A., 1768, a vols, folio : vol. i. pp. 409-10. 
* Ibid. p. 485 : Fine 27, Hen. in. 
S IHd. p. 319 : Liber ruber. 
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of Robert de Hastinges a capital messuage, 
I canicate of land, and 40s. yearly rent in 
Boxted for a pair of gilt spurs every year, 
and by the 5 th part of a knighfs fee ; and 
of Walter de Horkeley, a water mill, and 2 
parts of one canicate, and aos. per annum 
by the 4th part of a fee : and of Hugh de 
Nevyll, 7 acres of land, for the yearly rent 
of i8d. John de Breton was his son 
(Inquis. 45 Hen. iii.). John, son of this 
latter, dyed 4 Edw. 11. 13 10 or 13 11, and 
held them of the heirs of Roger de Tany a 
capital messuage, with a close and a fishery, 
and 49 acres of arable, a pasture, and 10 
acres of wood : and of William de Horkesley, 
by the same service as above, a water mill, 
90 acres of arable, 42 acres of mowable 
meadow, 2 acres of pasture, 13 acres of 
wood, 16 acres of alder, and 52 s. rent of 
assize: and of Hugh de Nevill, 3 acres of 
arable (Inquis. 4 Ed. 11.). Maud, his daughter, 
then aged 2 1 years and a half, was the wife 
of Sir Richard de la Rivere (Inquis. 4 Ekiw. 
II.) a family of note in this county, that were 
lords of Stamford-Rivers, and other con- 
siderable estates. He had by her 

Thomas, who dyed without issue ; and 
Margaret, married to Sir Roger Sellers; 
who had by her Margaret, that became the 
wife of Robert Swillington. He dyed 
nth July 1 39 1, holding in right of the said 
Margaret then surviving him, the maner of 
Boxted, called Ryvershall, of the King as of 
the Hundred of Lexden. Roger, his son, was 
aged upwards of 22 years (Inquis. 15 Ric. 
II.). John Swillington, Esq., succeeded. 
Then it came by purchase to Thomas 
Morsted, Esq."^ 

There are names and things in these ac- 
counts that will fall to be noticed hereafter — 
recurring as they do in our Breton's books ; 
but a glance reveals that the family was an 
ancient one, and entitled to rank among the 



'blue blood ' of England. Researches among 
the Visitationsand Wills of the 14th, 15 th, and 
1 6th centuries confirm the data of the His- 
torian, albeit it needeth not that our Memoir 
should be encumbered with such merely 
antiquarian lore. Two John Bretons' Wills 
prior to 1499 ^^^ several recorded in the 
Calendars of the Archdeaconry Courts of Col- 
chester and of f^sex and Herts, are unhappily 
not to be found. The volumes containing 
them have long since disappeared. They 
should probably have helped us to link on the 
several names to each other. The * Visitation 
of Wilts, 1565 ' (College of Arms, G. 8. fo. 50), 
enables us to connect our Breton with the 
Layer Breton family of Morant, as thus : — 

Arms : Quarterly or and gules, a bordure 

azure. 

William Breton of Layer Breton in the 
countie of Essex Esquire maried the doughter 
of [blank] in the countie of Essex gent and 
by her had yssue Willim Breton his eldeste 
Sonne [and] Grace, maried to [blank] Rat- 
clyffe of [blank] in Coun. Essex gent 

William Breton of Layer Breton in the 
saide countie Esquire eldeste sonne and 
heire to William Breton aforesaide maryed 
Anne doughter of Denham of the Northe and 
by her had yssue Henrye Breton, his eldeste 
Sonne and heire : John seconde sonne dyed 
sanz yssue : Fraunces, thirde sonne : Thomas, 
fourthe sonne, dyed sanz yssue and Willim 
Breton fifte sonne. 

Henrye Breton of Moncton farley in coun. 
Wiltes Esquire, eldeste sonne and heire to 
Willim Breton aforesaide maried Anne 
doughter to George Cowlte of Candish in 
coun. Sufif. Esquire, and by her had yssue 
George Breton his eldeste sonne and heire 
aparant : William Breton, seconde sonne : 
Margarett, maried to [blank] Hamonde of 
Naylond in Com. Suff. gent Elizabeth 
vnmaried.^ I note that in the copies of this 



1 Ibid, vol. ii. pp. 240-1. 



1 From Colonel Chester, as before ; and so throughout, except 
when otherwise notified 
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Visitation by Philpot and Vincent in the 
College of Arms, the blank for the name of 
th^ first William Breton's wife is filled in 
with the name of Haynes, and as will im- 
mediately emerge, her Christian name was 
Isabell or Isabella. 

The Will of the above first William 
Breton, introduces a number of the family 
names. I therefore give an abstract of it 
He is designated William Breton of Col- 
chester CO. Essex, Gentleman (14th August 
1499). He was to be buried in the monastery 
of St. John beside Colchester *near the 
pillar where the body of my father lieth 
buried.' Besides the usual religious bequests 
he leaves the following : — * to high altar of 
parish church of St Giles where I was late 
parishioner 3/4': to the Master of Higham 
Ferrers co. Northampton * to pray for me, 5 
marks': to churches of Great Birch and 
Lower de la Haye 6/8 : ' my wife Isabell to 
have for life my tenement called Fyncher in 
Layer de la Hay, and after her death, same 
to William my son and heirs of his body, 
with remainder to Grace my daughter : my 
lands in Wyvenhoe called Marthill 'to be 
feoffed and the profits thereof to go to the 
church of St Giles aforesaid for a yearly 
anniversary for my grandfather Nicholas 
Breton, my father John Breton, Joane my 
mother, my aunt Alice Bodford [and] David 
Mortymer, and for me and my wife the day 
of my decease * : to my daughter Grace when 
2 1 or married * my lands etc. in Fyngringhoe 
CO. Essex, and if she die, same to William 
my son, when 21, and if both die before 21, 
then same to my brother John Breton*: 
all residue to Isabell my wife, * and appoint 
her executrix': proved at Lambeth 27** 
November 1499 by the relict Isabell exec. 
(39 Home). 

This William Breton was father of William 
Breton, father of our Nicholas Breton. It is 
therefore with no common satisfaction that I 
am enabled to print for the first time^ the long 



and extremely noticeable Will of our Worthjr's 
father, which opens up various points of 
interest. His provision of * prayers ' for him- 
self and others (notwithstanding his Protes- 
tant reliance on the Lord Jesus done) reveals 
a leaven of the old religion. It runs thus, 
verbatim et literatim^ : — 

In the most holy and blyssed name of the Eternall 
eQlyving and lasting god the father the sonne and 
the holly goost thre ^sonnes and one god the zij^^ 
day of ffebmary in the yere of our Salvacion by the 
deathe and passion of our most blissed Savionr and 
Redemer Jhu Christ a thousaund fyve hunderthe Ivij^, 
and in the foorthe and fyveth yeres of the reignes of 
our soOaign Lord and Lady Philip and Mary by the 
grace of god King and Quene of England Spajme 
firaunce bothe Cicilles Jrlfi and Ireland defendors of the 
faithe Archdukes of Austrige {sic) Dukes of Burgundy 
Myllajm and Brabant Counties of Haspurge fflaunders 
and Tiroll I Willm Breton of London of the parryshe 
of saynt Gyles wk)ut creplegate of London gentilman 
being of hole mynd and ^fitt remembraunce, and 
thankes be vnto god, of good and ^fitt healthe ot 
body remembring and thinking I shall dye as from 
this world and therw^ Trusting and beleving 
assuredly to ryse agajme in this fflesshe vnto Eternall 
and ^petuall lif, and herew^ also calling and most 
hartely desyring and praying thaide helpe grace and 
Assistence of Almightie god do ordeyn and make 
this my last will and Testament in mafi and fourme 
following, ffirst I com3rtt and bequeth and yeld my 
soule to the inestimable and Incomprehensible heape 
and Abundance of Christes infinite ficy most hartely 



1 Joseph Hunter, in his Chorus Vatum mss. in the British 
Museum, mentions a post-mortem inquisition in 1568-9. It was 
on STth October 1567. William Breton, of London, Esq., had 
died so far bock as lath January 1558-9, and the Inquisition 
ought to have been taken immediately after, but was not, and so 
a mandamus was directed to Sir Christopher Draper, then 
Escheator for London, and he took it on the day mentioned. 
It is in the usual form, and is of no consequence, seeing that, 
nr/ra, I am able to give the Will itself, which the Inquisition 
merely recites. Parts of it are quite gone, and others illegible. 
Mr. Hunter's mistake led both Colonel Chester and myself into 
much fruitless searching. My experience of the Chonu VtUum 
is, that whilst these mss. contain a vast amount of rough materials 
for the biography of our English Poets, everything needs to be 
verified. Colonel Chester has also followed up his sutements, 
and he writes me : — ' Never trust Joseph Hunter for either dates 
or facts. Although a capable general antiquary in matters 
purely genealogical, his statements are not to be accepted with- 
out verification.' From one so judicial in his verdicts, this will 
carry warning to every conscientious consulter of the Hunter 
MSS. Nevertheless it were ingrate not to acknowledge his 
untiring research and zeal. 
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beseching hym to sett his deathe and passion betwene 
my synnes and his iust iudgement. And as con- 
oemyng my body my soules contynuall Enemye I 
comjrtt the same to the Earthe from whence yt came 
to be buiyed in sache place as shall Seme most mete 
and conyenyent to vajn executors. Item I giye and 
bequethe vnto Elizabethe my wif my chieff capital! 
mansion house in Redcrostrete in the foresaid 
parrysshe of saynt Gyles wH>ut Creplegate of London 
Wherein I nowe inhabitt and dwell together w^ the 
gardeyn Tentes and all other thappurtennces to the 
soied capitall'mansion belonging or other w* vsed or 
occupied. And also all my Tefites and heriditamentes 
wyth Thappurtefinces in Barbycan and Redcrosse 
strete in the saied parryshe of saynt Giles w^ I had 
and purchased to me and myn heires of Willfii Dixe 
gent. Item I further give and bequeth vnto the 
same Elizabeth my wif all that my key and wharffe 
called dyse key w^ all the Tefites and other thappur- 
tennces thervppon buylded or thereunto belonging 
situat nere billinges gate and in the parryshe of saynt 
Dunstayne in the est wHn the Citie of London w^ I 
lately purchased of Thomas Bacon and nowe by me 
lettyfi vnto the same Thofiis and to James Bacon his 
brother, To haue and to hold all and singuler the 
^misses to the saied Elizabethe my wif during her 
naturall lif, The remaynder therof after her deceasse 
to Ridiard Breton myn eldest sonne and heire and to 
the heires of his body laufiilly begottyn. And for 
lacke of suche yssue to Nicholas Breton my secunde 
Sonne and to the heires of his body laufuUy begottyn. 
And for lacke of suche yssue to my doughters Thamar 
Anne and Maiy and to the heires of their bodies 
laufully begottyn, And for lacke of suche yssue to my 
right heires for eO. Item I give and bequethe vnto 
the saied Elizabeth my wif one hunderth poundes in 
money and thone half of all my plajrt howshold stuf 
and ymplementes hereafter nott bequethed and all 
her apparrell and all such Jewelles as she hath in 
her custody or vsed to ware and Tenne Kyen nowe 
remayning and being at Walcomstowe in the countie 
of Essex. Item I give and bequeth vnto the saied 
Richard Breton mjn eldest sonne and to hl<$ heires 
for efi all my other Tefites in London or in the 
subnrbes of the same w^ all and singuler their appur- 
tefinces aboue not bequethed to my saied wif amount- 
ing togither to the yerely value of xxxix^^ or their 
aboutes that is to saye one Tefite in Eastcheape called 
the bell in the Tenure of Nicholas Wjratt Bochier of 
the yerely value of ix** xx*, Two Tenements in Towre- 
strete in the parryshe of saynt Dunstajme in the east 
in the holding of the wif of Willffi Austed wax 
channdler deceassed, one Shopp in newe ffisshestrete 
in the holding of Willm Davys ffisshmonger, one 



Tefite in the parryshe of saynt John Walbroke in the 
holding of Thomas Hewes Skynner, one tenement in 
ffynckes lane nere the pultrey in tholding of Thomas 
Sares, one Tenement in the parr3rshe of saynt Androwe 
next Ba3mardes Castell in the houldiog of Sir flfraunces 
Jobson Knight, one Tenement in the parrishe of 
sajmt James at Garlike hithe in the holding of the 
wif of Xpofer Machsun Tayllo' deceassed, one vaulte 
or Seller in the same parryshe of Saynt James at Gar- 
lickhith in tholding of the wydow Gardyfi and the 
Tefite brewe howse and Inne called the George in 
Aldersgate strete in the parrishe of saynt bntulphe 
w^>ut Aldersgate and all the Tentes thereunto belong- 
ing in tholding of Cuthebert Hope, And one Tene- 
ment in the parryshe of sa3mt Butulphe in the holding 
of Chrofer Teringtfi carpenter, To haue and to hold 
vnto my saied sonne Richard and to his heires for efi. 
Item I give and bequeth vnto my sonne Richard 
threscore poundes in money and thother half of my 
plate and houshold stuf hereafter not bequethed to 
be delyOed vnto hym at his age of xxij^* yeres. The 
Rentes and Revenewes of w«** saied Tenementes and 
the saied threscore poundes plate and houshold stuf 
so bequethed to my saied sonne Richard I will my 
saied wif shall haue the recept order Rule and custody 
of vntill my saied sonne shall Accomplyshe his saied 
age of xxij yeres yf my saied wif do lyve so longe, for 
and towardes the majmtenaunce fiynding and bringing 
vpp of my childem and for the rea^pacions of the 
same Tefites, So that and vppon condidon that my 
saied wif kepe her self sole and do not marye after 
my deceasse. And if she shall happyn to marry or dye 
before the saied age of my saied sonne, Then I will 
and orde3m that my father in Lawe John Bacon and 
lawrence Eresbye gentilman or the longer lyver of 
theym shall then jrmedeatly haue the recept and order 
of the rentes of the saied Tefites aboue bequethed to 
my saied sonne vntill my saied sonne shall accom- 
plishe the saied age of xxij yeres. To be Imployed 
and bestowed vppon the bringing vp of my saied 
sonne and the rest of my childem. And the remaynder 
thereof to be bestowed yerely vppon the reapadons 
of suche of the same Tenementes as I am charged to 
beare, And vppon the Reapacions of the saied Tene- 
ment called the George in Aldersgate strete, And yf 
3rt shall happyn the saied John Bacon and Lawrence 
Eresbie and either of theym to dye before the saied 
age of my saied sonne, and after the death or manage 
of my saied wif, then I will and ordejm that the 
chamber of London shalhaue the recept order Rule 
of all suche Rentes and revenewes of the saied Tefites 
in the saied Citie as bene aboue bequethed or 
appoynted in possession or reQsion to my saied 
sonne, vntill the same my sonne shall Accomplishe 
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the taied age of xxij^ yeres, of the profittes and 
renteH whereof I will the saied chamber of London 
fhalhaue fyve poundes yerely vntill the saied age 
of my Mud xonne, And the rest of the same Rentes 
ami profittes to be ymployed and bestowed to thuse 
fynding and 1>ringing vpp of my saied sonne and of 
the rest of my chiklern, And to be kept to their vses, 
yf any shall remayn to be equally distributed emonges 
theym at their foresaicrl ages, And also I will and 
ordcyn that my saie<l wif ymedeatly vppon her 
manage and her executors ymedeatly after her death 
yf she do not marye shall delyQ into thandes and 
custody of my saied father in lawe John Bacon and 
lawrence Krcabie or to the longer lyver of theym the 
taied threscore poundes plate and houshold stuf 
abotte l)equcthed to my saied sonne to be kept and 
Saifly dclytied to my saied sonne at his saied age of 
xxij yeres. Item I give and bequeth vnto Nicholas 
Breton my sonne all that my mafi of Burgh in the 
Marshe w^ thappurtennces in the Countie of L3mcoln, 
And all the landes Tcntes KeOsions s^'uyces and 
hereditamcntcs to the same belonging or in any wise 
ap^rteyning. And all those my landes and Tentes 
in Wykes in the Countie of Essex called nelmes w<* I 
purchased of Henry Breton my brother. Item I give 
and bequeth to my saied sonne Nicholas Breton fortye 
pounds in money one salte all gilte w^ a cover and 
fiked w^ W K and vj siluer Spones and the gilte 
bedsted and bedd that I lye in at London w^ the 
Tester and curtcyns of blewe and yellowe sarcenett 
and all other thapparrell of the same bedd to be 
delyQed vnto hym when he shall Accomplishe thage 
of xxiiij yercs, Thissuys and profittes of w<* saied 
mafl Ijindes and Tentes so bequethed to my saied 
lonne Nicholas I will my saied wif shalhaue for the 
maytenaunce and fynding of my saied sonne Nicholas 
vntill he shall Accomplishe his saied age of xxiiij^* 
yeres, yf she so long shall lyve, And also that my 
saied wif shalhaue the custody of the saied fortie 
poundes salte and spones l>edding and other thinges 
al)0ue l)e<iuethed to my saied sonne Nicholas vntill 
the same Nicholas shall accomplishe his saied age of 
xxiiij^ yercs yf she so long do lyve, prouyded alwayes 
and vp]>on condicion that my saied wif do not mary 
after my deccasse, and yf she shall happjm to mary 
or dy l>cforc the saied age of my saied sonne Nicholas, 
Than I will and ordcyn that the saied John Bacon 
and I-Awrence Eresbie or the longer lyver of theym, 
shall then yme<leatlv v]>pon her saied manage or 
death haue the reccpt and onler of thissues Rentes 
and i^fittes of the saicil xmM. of Burghes to be ymploed 
and bestowed vp)>on the fynding and bringing vp of 
the laicd Nicholas and to his vse. And also I will 
that my taieil wif ymedeatly vppon suche her saied 



manage or her executon vppon her death shall delj8 
into thandes and custody of the saied John Baoon 
and lawrence Erisbie or the longer lyver of theym, 
the saied fortie poundes in money and the saied Salt 
Spones bedding and other thinges aboue gyen and 
bequethed vnto my saied son Nicholas to be by theym 
or the longer l3rver of theym kept and saffely ^s^ed 
to thuse of the same Nicholas vntill he shall accom* 
plishe his saied age of xxiiij yeres and to be then 
saifly delyQed vnto hym. Item I give and bequeth 
vnto Thamar Breton my doughter the Sume of two 
hunderth fikes in money to be delyuered vnto her at 
the day of her fiiage yf she shal happyn to marye 
before she shall accomplishe the age of xxij yeres, 
And if she the same Thamar be not maried before 
that age. Than I will that the said C C fikes shal- 
be paied and delyQed vnto the saied Thamar at suche 
tyme as she shall accomplishe the saied age of xxij 
yeres. Item I give and bequethe vnto my saied 
doughter Thamar my gilt salt w^>ut a cover w^ was 
Mr. Doctor Capons and vj siluer Spones. Item I 
give and bequethe vnto the same Thamar a bedsted 
w^ a Tester of waynescott a fetherbed a boulster two 
pillowes two blankettes a paier of shetes a coQlett 
curteyns and all other thinges apparteyning to a bedd. 
Item I give and bequeth vnto Anne Breton my dough- 
ter two hunderthe markes in money to be del3r6ed 
and paied vnto her at the day of her manage, yf she 
the same Anne shall happyn to be maryed before 
she shall Accomplishe the age of xxij yeres. And yf 
she be not maryed before that age than I will that 
the same two hunderthe markes in money shalbe 
paied and delyQed vnto the same Anne at suche tyme 
as she shall accomplishe her saied age of xxij yeres. 
Item I give and bequethe vnto the saied Anne my 
doughter one Round salt all gilt w^ a cover w^ my 
Suster Gray did give at the Christnyng of Mary my 
fyrst daughter. Item I give and bequethe vnto the 
same Anne my daughter syx silQ spones a bedsted 
w^ a Testo' of wa3mscote a fetherbed a boulster two 
pylloughes two blankettes a payer of Shetes a coQlett 
curteyns and all thinges belonging to the bedd. Item 
I give and bequethe vnto Mary my daughter two 
hundred markes in money to be deliuered and payed 
vnto her at the daye of her manage if she the same 
Mary shall happen to mary before she shall accom- 
pljrshe the age of xxij^ yeres and if she be not maryed 
before that age then I will the same two hundred 
markes shalbe payed and deliQed vnto her the same 
Mary at suche tyme as she shall accomplyshe the 
saied age of xxij yeres. Item I give and bequethe 
vnto the saied Mary my daughter my silQ salte 
pounced that is dayly occupied and vj silQ spones a 
bedsted w^ a Testor of waynscote a fetherbed a boul- 
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itor two pyllooghes two blankettes a payer of Shetes 
a coBlett cQtens of Saye and all thinges perteyning 
to a bedd. All w<^ saied money plate bedsteds bed- 
ding and all other thinges aboue bequethed to my 
saied daughters Thamar Anne and Mary or to any 
of them I will my saied wif shall haue the cnstodye 
order and rule of vntill the foresaied mariages or ages 
of my saied daughters if my saied wif shall so long 
live So that and vppon condicon that my saied wife 
do kepe herself sole and do not mary after my decease 
or dye before the saied mariages or ages of my saied 
daughters. And if my saied wif shall happen to 
marye or dye before the saied ages or mariages of my 
saied daughters, Then I will and ordeyne that the 
sued John Bacon and Lawrence Eresbie or the longer 
liver of them shall then Immediatly vppon her saied 
manage or deathe haue the Custody order and Rule of 
the saied money plate bedding and other thinges 
aboue given and bequethed vnto my saied daughters 
and eQy of them vntill the foresaied mariages or ages 
And also I will that my saied wif Immediatly vppon 
suche her saied mariage and her executors imme- 
diatly after her deathe shall deliQ into thands and 
Custodie of my saied Qather in lawe John Bacon and 
Laurence Eresbie or the lenger liver of them the 
saied syx hundred markes of money plate bedding 
and all other thinges aboue given and bequethed vnto 
my saied daughters or any of them to be by the same 
John and Lawrence or the lenger liver of them kepte 
and saffly pfermed to the vse of my saied daughters 
vntill their foresaied mariages or ages and to be then 
saffly deliQed vnto them and the profyttes thereof in 
the meane tyme to be Imployed towardes ther fynding 
if any profytt shalbe made therof, Morouer I will 
and ordeyne that if my saied children or any of them 
shall happen to dye before foresaied mariages or ages 
by reason wherof they or any of them shall not haue 
nor in3roy his her or their foresaied legacies aboue 
bequethtfl, Than I will and ordeine that the money 
plate and stuff aboue bequethed to hyme or her that 
shall so happen to dye shall remayne and be equally 
djrstributed amongest the Rest of my saied Children 
w^ shall then survive and be livinge, And so lyck- 
wise to remayne wholly to the Survivo' of them 
although it shall happen but one of them to survive. 
Also I farther will and ordeine by this my Last will 
and Testament that the saied Elizabethe my wife 
wHn the space of thre monethes next after my deathe 
shall stand and be bounde to the rest of myfi Exe- 
cutors in the some of two Thousand fikes for the 
trewe payment and delivery of the foresaied scverall 
somes of money plate and stuff aboue bequethed to 
my saied Children and appoynted to remayn in her 
ocder and Custodie in forme aforesaied, And also for 



the trewe performaunce of this my psent Last will and 
Testament and if my said wif shall refuce to be so 
bounde or be not so bounde then I wrill and ordeine 
that my saied father in Lawe John bacon and Lau- 
rence Eresbie or the longer liver of them shall haue 
and take into their handes custody and order all the 
saied money plate Stuff and other thinges aboue 
bequethed to my saied Children or to any of them and 
shall haue the order and rule therof vntill the saied 
ages or mariages of my saied children, provided 
alwayes and I will and orde3nie that then my saied 
father in Lawe John bacon and the saied Laurence 
Eresbie or the longer liver of them shall then stand 
and be bounde to my saied wife in the some of two 
Thousand markes of Laufiill money for the trewe 
payment and performaunce of the foresaied Legacies 
made and bequethed to my foresaied Children or any 
of them provided lykwise and I further will and 
ordeine that my saied daughters or eQy of them shal- 
be ordred and Ruled in their mariages by my saied ' 
wif ther mother during the lyf of my saied wife And 
after her deathe by my saied Executo'* and the longer 
liver of them, And If it shall happen any of my saied 
daughters to mary wV)Ut the consent and agrement 
of my saied wif ther mother during her lyf and before 
suche my daughter shall accomplishe thage of xxx^* 
yeres Then I will and ordeyne that suche of my saied 
daughters as shall so fortune to marye wV)ut thassent 
of my saied wif shall forfeit and lose the some 
of money and Legacies a boue by this my psent 
Testament to her given and bequethed. And that 
than my foresaied legacies and bequestes aboue 
made to suche of my saied doughters as shall so 
marry wk)ut tassent of my saied wife shalbe vtterlye 
voyde and of none effecte, And that the same 
Legacie shalbe then given and equally parted and 
distributed amongest the rest of my saied daughters 
then lyvinge or the reste of my Children if all my 
saied daughters be then deade. Item I give and 
bequethe to Henry Berton {sic) my Brother fortie 
poundes in money and to eOy of his daughters figret 
& Elizabethe twentie poundes a pece towardes 
their mariages. Item I give and bequethe vnto 
Willm breton my saied brothers sonne twenti poundes 
in money to heipe to fynd hyme to Skoole all w^ 
saied somes of money so given and bequethed to my 
saied brother Henry Breton and his saied children I 
will shalbe payed and delivered into thandes of my 
saied brother to his and their vses withe in the space 
of sjx monethes next after my decease. Item I give 
and bequethe vnto ffraunces Breton my brother all 
that my parte and moitie of the lease for terme of 
yeres that I haue or ought to haue in the psonage of 
Hotoste in the Countie of Lyncoln l)eing vj^ yerly 
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Clere a boue the rent or there a boute And all that 
my enterest parte and mojtie of the Lease w^ I 
hane or ought to haue in the Ayshe ground in the 
saied countie of Lyncoln being xx* yerly a boue the 
rent or ther a boutes. Item I give and bequethe 
vnto the said ffraunces my brother syx pounds in 
money 08 and besydes the iiij^ w^ I owe vnto hym 
for the Legade of the foresaied Willia Capon. 
Item I give and bequethe vnto John Re]mold my 
s^tut thre pounds vi* viij** To thorns beamont my 
s'unt iij^ vj" viij* to Richard Dobby fortie shillinges 
to Maigret my s^^mt twenti Shillinges to meiigery 
my s'unt twentie shillinges, to Lame Jone fortie 
shillinges, to King the gardner and his wif x", to 
Wilson the hosyer and his wif Tenne Shillinges To 
the widowe Bruett tenn shillinges and to the Widowe 
Sparrowe and other thre of the poorest creatures in 
beche laynes x*. Item I giue and bequethe to one 
hundrethe of the most Impotent and porest persones 
in the foresaied parjrshe of saint gyles wWt Cripell- 
gate of London fyve poundes in money thai is to 
saye to eOy of them xij<^ a pece Item I will and 
ordeyn that my Executo" shall bye and provyde in 
the somer yerly during iiij yeres next after my deathe 
fyve lods of Cooles and also shall provyd an house to 
laye them in in the Somer to begiven and dystributed 
in the wynter amongest the poorest inhabitauntes of 
the saied paryshe of Saint Gyles Item I give and 
bequethe to and amongest twentie of the moste 
poorest and impotent ^rsones in Walthamstowe xx" 
that is to saye xij<^ a pece to eQy of them. Item I 
give and bequethe vnto Audre my dayrye woman xx« 
Item I give and bequethe to Alice chaundler that 
was my s''unt fortie shillinges Item I give and 
bequethe vnto Thospitall of saint Bathilmewes in 
smithefield in London twentie poundes in money 
vppon condicon that aswell the poo' in the same 
hospitall as the Children in bothe the Skooles there 
do praye eQy morning and eQy evening vnto allmightie 
god for Nf^ Willm Capon and me as benefactors of 
the saied hospitall that his mightifull and incom- 
phensible mercy maye stand betwne {sk) his iust 
Judgement and o^ synnes And that we w* them and 
they w* us maye aryse at the Later daye vnto Etemall 
lyfe. Item I will and ordeyn that therbe given and 
djTstributed to and amongest the poorest people in 
the towne of Salcote in the Countie of Essex wher 
the foresaied Willm Capon was borne fyve poundes 
to praye for the saied Willin Capon. Item I will 
and ordeine that ther be bestowed vppon the re- 
payringe the hyghe wayes brydges and other most 
nedfiill and necessary thinges in and about the said 
towne of Salcote and Lyer Breton in Essex for the 
saied Willm Capon and in the Remembraunce of me 



twentie poundes And also I will and ordeync that 
ther be dystributed and given for the taied Willffi 
Capon to and amongest the poo' of his Late paryshe 
and benefyce in Southam in the coontie of Sontfae- 
hampton fyve pounds and to and amongest the poo^ 
of the paryshe of saint maryes in Southampton fyve 
pounds and to and emongest the poo** of his Late 
benefyce and paryshe of Sjrmond broughton in the 
countie of Dorsett fyve pounds and to and emongest 
the poo' of his Late benefyce and parysc {sic) of 
Barkeley herons in the Countie of Glou8 fyve pounds 
and to and emongest the poo' of his Late benefyce 
and paryshe of Duxford in the Countie of Cambrydge 
fyve pounds And to and emonges the poo' of his 
Late p'bend of Lanvere in wales fyve pounds And 
to and em5gest the poo' of His Late ^bend of 
Torleton in the Countie of Gloucester belonging to 
the Churche of Sarum fyve pounds And to and 
emongest the poo' of the Towne of Barkewaye in the 
Countie of Cambrydge fyve poundes And to and 
emonges the poo' of the Citie of Sarum tenne pounds 
And to and emonges the poo' Lame and impotent 
people of the Towne of Cambrydge f3rve pounds 
And to and emongest the poorest bkooUers of the 
vniQsitie of Cambrydge tenn pounds And to and 
emongest the poorest of the paryshe of Saint Gyles 
in Colchester Fortie Shillinges And to myifcres 
CaQley dwelling w^ Mystres Toye in powles chnrdie 
yard xx* And to and emongest the pore of thospitall 
in Southwerk Fortie Shillinges to thintent that all 
thaiforsaied poo' people shall praye for the sayed M' 
docto' Capon All w^ somes of money so bequethed 
and appoynted to be dystributed for the saied Master 
doct' Capon I will shalbe performed and donne 
withe all possible sped ImmedisUly after my deathe. 
Item I will and ordeyn that fore and in full per- 
formaunce and dyschardge of all and singler Legacies 
made by the saied Willm Capon to Henry Knighte 
that The same Henry shall haue tenne pounds yerly 
to Studye the Lawe for the Space and terme of vij 
3reres so that he conlinew study at the Lawe or vse 
any other honest exercyse of Lyvinge. Item I give 
and bequethe vnto Thomas Sackford of Gvzjts Inne 
my beste Gowne of Clothe furred w* Skjrwrrell and 
faced w^ martens Item I give and bequethe vnto 
the same Thonks Sackford my dublet of Crynsen {sic) 
Satten. Item I give and bequethe vnto Laurence 
Eresbye of Louthe to take paynes in thexecucon of 
this my psent Testament tenn pounds in money 
Item I give and bequethe vnto my Father in Lawe 
John Bacon my Spanyshe Cappe of Clothe and so 
muche F3me clothe as shall msice hyme a Cote to the 
same Item I give and bequethe vnto my brother 
Henry Berton {sic) my daxnaske gowne welted w^ 
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velvet and faced w^ budge (^ lamb's fur) . Item I give 
and bequethe vnto Mr. Edward Waldegrave my 
Shorte gowne of Sattyn. Item I give and bequethe 
vnto £fraunces Berton {sic,) my brother my gowne 
of clothe Furred w^ Budge and my night Gowne 
of Sackdothe my beste blacke cote of clothe and 
my crynsyn (sic) TafTata dublett and my Russett 
dublet and my satten Jackett. Item I give and 
bequethe vnto Richard my Sonne my best damaske 
gowne w^ the Imbroderd garde and my two velvet 
Jackettes Imbrodered and a dublett of Crynsen satten 
that is vnmade and my dublet of purple satten my 
two best Shurtes and my best velvet hose my ringe 
of gold that I vse to weare w**» Thonycle [qu. — 
Th* onyx?] and my scale of sylQ Item I give and 
bequethe vnto my sonne Nicholas my dublett of 
black Satten styched and my dublett of black satten 
w^ whypped Lace my whit Hanger and my Sword 
and my buckler And to my sonne Richard my 
gylte Skayne my Corselett and my preuy cote 
All w^ apparell and other thinges a bone be- 
quethed to my saied Sonnes or either of them I 
will my saied wif shall haue the custody and order 
of vntUl they shall accompl3rshe the foresaied ages 
of xxiiij^ [sic] And then to be delyvered vnto them 
and if either of them do dye before their saied ages 
then I will that the supuivo' of them shall haue and 
enioye the parte of the other that shall so happen to 
dye before his saied age Provided allwaye that if my 
saied wif shall happen to marry or dye before the 
saied ages of my saied sonnes That then my saied 
father in Lawe and Laurence Eresbye or the longer 
lyver of them shall immediatly after her deathe or 
manage haue the custodjre of all the ^misses bequethed 
to my saied sonnes or eyther of them vntill their fore- 
saied ages The Residue of all my goodes not be- 
quethed my funeralles and debtes being dyschardged 
and payed I give and bequethe vnto the saied 
Elizabethe my wif Item I ordeyn constitute and make 
Executo** of this my psent will and Testament my 
saied father in Law John Bacon the saied Elizabethe 
my wyfe And the sayed Laurence Eresbye And also 
I ordeyn and make Supervisors of the same my will 
and testament the saied Edward Waldegram {sic) 
and the saied Thorns Sacford All w<^ my saied Exe- 
cutor and superuisors I most intirely an^ most hartely 
desyre and beseche in the Bowelles and bytter deathe 
and passion of Christe Jesus our only savio^ and 
redemer not to neglecle this my present will and 
Testament as comonly Executors done But ffrendly 
and faythefully to regarde the same and so se yt per- 
formed fiillfylled and accomplyshed in every behalf 
as my assured and faythfull truste is left in them 
desiring them also to Rememb[e]r and regarde the 
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Releffe of the poo*" the bringing vpp of my Children 
in Leming and vertue and the ayde and helpe of my 
poo*^ brother ffraunces Breton for the mayntennce and 
continuance of his lyvinge. Thus frome and w^ my 
whole herte desiring and beseching mercy and for- 
givenese of allmightie god and of my bretheren in 
xplste whom I haue offended, And clerely forgiving 
all persones frome the botom of my harte and be- 
s[ee]ching them all to praye for me I bydd all fare- 
well in our Lord Jesus Christe And so my soule to 
heaven and my body to the yerthe w<* I trust and 
beleave shall ryse agayne at the later dayc and lyve 
w^ my soule ^petually w^ I comitt and comend into 
thandes of [my] allmightie creato' Redemer and only 
sauio' therof to whome w*^ the holly goste be all 
hono>^ glory and prajrse eQlastingly world w^>ut end 
Amen. 

Quod Redemptor meus viuit et quod in nonissimo 
die de terra surrecsurus sum et in ea Came mea videbo 
deimi saluatorem meum In manus tuas Domine 
comendo spiritum meu ac animam meam viventem 
in sempitema secula Dne Jesu Christe accipe spum 
med Laus deo pax viuis et reqiiies etema defunctis, 
per me Wiltm Bretonn manu et voce proprijs. Pub- 
lished and declared in the presens of me Raufe 
Waddington and John Reynolds being wittnesses of 
all thinges menconed and spoken of in this will and 
Testament. 

Probatum fuit hmoi Testamenta coram Magro 
Waltero Haddon Legum doctore Curie Prerogative 
veneiabitm virord Decani et Capitt £kx:tie xpi Cant 
Sede Archiepali Cant cam vacan comissario xiij<> die 
mens^ marcij anno dni milhno qulgen<> lviij<> Jura- 
mento Thome Vpton procuratoris Elizabethe Breton 
et Johis Bacon Executortl in hmoi Testamento 
noiatora Ac probata &c. Et commissa fuit adminis- 
tracb pfat^ executorib3 &c. de bene ad sancta dei 
EungHa in psona tfci procuratoris inratt: Res'uata 
ptate Laurentio Eresby Executori etiam in hmoi 
Testo noiato ctl venerit: — Prerog. Court of CantJ 
Somerset House (51 Welles.) 

Before passing on, there are certain things 
in this Will, that call for brief notice in 
their order : — 

(a) Unfortunately the Parish Registers of 
St Giles, Cripplegate, do not commence until 
26th March ; 561, or more than two yean 
too late for William Breton's burial; and 
Stowe gives no monument for him. But 
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there can be little doubt that he was buried 
there, as it was his parish church. 

{b) * Redcross Street/ wherein his * capitall 
mansion house ' was situated, was the direct 
road from the North to St Giles's church, 
and thus was an important one. Until 
recent years the famous Dr. Williams' Library 
was located in this street ; which is another 
indication that even far onward it retained 
its respectable character. 

(c) *Dyse' quay — another property — is 
not named in Aggas*s map of London, nor 
in any topographical account of the neigh- 
bourhood that I have consulted. It was 
probably one of the smaller quays near 
Billingsgate. 

{d) ' Walcomstowe ' — the seat of other 
tenements and property, was = Waltham- 
stowe. 

{e) The ' Bell ' in Eastcheap, I do not find 
in any work on the subject It may have 
been a small tradesman's sign. 

(/) With reference to the 'George,' on 
May 15th, 1634, Richard Lawley, innkeeper, 
at the George without Aldersgate, was buried 
(Richard Smith's Obituary : Camden Societ}', 
p. 9). John Mynn, citizen and grocer of 
London, appears to have occupied it later. 
He issued a token circa 1660-70 bearing St. 
George and the Dragon. This inn was in 
Aldersgate Street, without the Gate. 

(^) * Burgh-on-the-Marsh,' is a small but 
very old market-town in Lincolnshire, near 
Wainfleet The following extract from Old- 
field's History of Wainfleet connects a Breton 
(spelled Brittayne) very early with Burgh-on- 
the-Marsh :—* His [Sir William Braytoft's] 
son and heir Henry married Nichola, daugh- 
ter of Sir Ralph Rochford, Knight, by whom 
he had issue William, who at his death in 
1306 possessed an estate in this parish 
[Bratoft] held of the manor of Steeping. 
His wife was Grissell or Cecily, daughter to 
Wiliam Arden of Theddlethorpe, by whom 
he had a son William, who succeeded him, 



and a daughter married to William Bkit* 

TAYNE.'* 

{h) * Nelmes ' was certainly not one of the 
four manors in the parish of Wickes. It is 
not mentioned in any history of the parish* 
It was doubtless a local name for some small 
lands, with house property. 

(/) *Hotoste' or Hotoft is the modem 
Huttoft, a parish 4} miles east of Alford in 
Lincolnshire. Breton may have bought half 
the advowson, or with some one else lent 
money on it. He nowhere appears as the 
patron. 

(y) 'Salcott' is a well-known parish in 
E^sex. 

From these unchallengeable authorities, it 
is found that William Breton, father of our 
Nicholas, was the fifth son of another William 
(by Anne Denham), who was son of another 
William, whose wife was Isabell or Isabella 
Haynes. This William must have been 
living in the latter part of the fifteenth 
century ; which seems a respectable antiquity 
for Nicholas to boast of. Nor was it antiquity 
alone. For with the ofilcial testimony that 
his grandfather and great-grandfather were 
certainly of Layer Breton (expressly named 
in his father's will as well), he is seen to 
descend directly from the Bretons of that 
place recounted by Morant ; and so he 
partakes of their lustre. There are com- 
paratively few English families who can so 
certainly trace their descent from the year 
1450, and beyond. 

It is evident that William Breton, father 
of Nicholas, being the youngest son, did as 
most younger sons of the gentry did— came 
up to Ix)ndon and engaged in trade, becom- 
ing very much the architect of his own 
fortune. 

I suppose we cannot greatly err if we 
assume that for birthplace, our Nicholas 



1 Communicated by my bookish and excellent friend Mr. 
Robert Roberts of Boston. Eh«u ! thai hiii printing-press b 
nowdoaed. 
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had the 'capitall mansion' in Red-cross 
Street with its 'garden ' — so extensive that a 
'gardener' was kept He was the second 
son — Richard having been the eldest — ^and 
probably the addition of two years to his age 
over his elder brother (xxiv. for xxii.) ere 
he was to inherit, denotes the interval between 
their respective births. Richard must have 
been a number of years short of twenty-two 
at the date of his father's will and death in 
1558-9; for his ' mayntenaunce fynding and 
bringing vpp' are appointed as for a boy. 
So too with the *preuy cote' left him. He 
was still too young to wear either it or 
the *gylte skayne* or *corselett' We can 
scarcely suppose him older than fifteen. 
Nicholas accordingly in 1558-9 would be 
thirteen. This carries us back approximately 
to 1542-3 as his birth-date. 

The numerous properties and moneys be- 
queathed — even each of the three daughters 
receiving 200 marks =;^ 133, 6s. 8d.= to-day 
;^75o at least — and the retinue of house- 
hold servants^ remembered, with the mention 
of fJEunily-plate, and jewels, and velvet and 
satten dresses, and gilt bed-steads, warrant us 
in thinking that the widow and her two sons 
and three daughters (Thamar, Anne, and 
Mary) were well provided for.^ It is also 
pleasant to find that it was a special charge 
that all the children were to be carefully 
educated in ' learning and virtue.' It speaks 
loudly in favour of the widow, that if any 



1 A mark was s 1 3s. 4d., two-thirds of a pound, as a nobk 
was one-thifd or 6s. 8d. Two hundred marks therefore was 
jCi33> 6s. 8d. as sn/ra. But money was seven or eight times as 
modi value then as it is now. 

s With Richard Breton, the eldest son, we hare 00 great 
concern; but it may be stated that he was living on a/th 
October 1567, the date of his father's Inquisition, p.m. On the 
4th ICay 1579 he had a Ikrense as a 'gentleman' from the 
Bishop of London, to marry Katherine Geste, spinster, of 
Walthamstow, Essex, where they were to many. His death- 
date does not appear ; but on 6Ch May 1585 his relict Catharine 
(then wife of Richard Wright of Sutton, near Uroughton Astley 
in Leicester, yeoman), administered to the estate of his mother, 
Elisabeth Gascoine (of whom more onward). They iqipear to 
have had only one son, Robert, who was living 19th June 1596, 
of full age. Of the sisters of Nicholat I know nothing. 



one of her daughters married without her 
consent, her legacies were to be absolutely 
void. Equally does it argue utmost goodwill 
and confidence, that the children were not 
to come to their * fortune ' until they were 
respectively 22 and 24. This was a not 
uncommon thing. There are even con- 
temporary instances of extension of the age 
to 30. The intention was apparently that 
the widow should thus have a longer interest 
in the revenues. 

We are therefore free to picture a home of 
comfort and refinement for these fatherless 
children, and so for our Nicholas Breton. 
I like to think of them as housed — like young 
Andrew Marvell later — within a garden- 
enclosed town residence, and paying visits to 
Essex and Lincolnshire, where the family- 
possessions lay. The * Kyen * (Kine) left 
Mrs. Breton away down in Essex, suggest 
the coming up to town of all rural plenty. I 
can picture Master Nicholas eager-eyed when 
a hamper was being opened, and its butter 
and cheese, eggs and honey, and perchance 
'fair flowers' and some handfuls of milky 
nuts, displayed. 

Of the father-in-law — father of Mrs. William 
Breton, n^ Elizabeth Bacon — ^John Bacon, 
Esquire, I am imable to tell anything worth 
telling. 

It may, however, be well to recall that in 
after-years our Nicholas Breton dedicated his 
'Characters vpon Essaies' (161 5) to Lord 
Bacon. Perchance there was in that a tacit 
claim to kinship through his mother, just as 
in the like dedication to Sir Mark Ive of 
' Fantasticks ' (1626), there was the link of 
the Ives holding ' possessions ' of or from the 
Bretons. 

At this late day, in the absence of docu- 
ments, it were idle to conjecture what edu- 
cational advantages MasterNicholas enjoyed. 
I suspect that he went little beyond the 
alderman's famous three R's — reading, 'riting, 
and 'rithmetic. For as will elsewhere appear. 
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he disavowed all claim to be a Scholar. No 
doubt this is so far to be placed to his modest 
self-estimate; still, throughout his Writings 
there is a notable absence of classical quota- 
tion and allusion. 

The only academic glimpse that we get of 
him is a casual notice in the Diary of the 
Rev. Richard Madox (Sloane MS. 5008) 
under 14th March 1582 : — *I dyned w* M^ 
Carlil at his brother Hudson's who is gover- 
nowr of An[t]werp. He offered me x** to 
take a boy w* me [cipher]. 

*Ther was M^ Brytten, once of Oriel 
CoUedge, w*^ made wyts wyl. He speaketh 
the Italian wel [cipher].' 

This entry yields three facts : — 

{a,) That our Nicholas Breton was ' once 
of Oriel College/ Oxford. 

{b,) That he was now [1582] abroad, 
though the context of the diary does 
not show where [qu. — Antwerp ?]. 

(a) That the * Will of Wit ' was familiarly 
known so early as 1582. 

It is deeply to be regretted that the 
Registers of renowned Oriel give no trace 
of Breton — as alas ! similarly with others, and 
as in all too many Colleges, we have no 
record of other celebrities known to have 
been in attendance at them. Of the other 
two points I shall have after-occasion to 
speak. 

How long or how short he was at the 
University we cannot now tell ; neither, 
which of the learned professions he had 
set before himself on going thither. 

Our next noticeable point is a somewhat 
sorrowful one. For it tells that the confidence 
which William Breton had in his wife, was 
falsified, or at least, that the interests of the 
children had to be guarded legally. It will 
be remembered that in the Will the widow 
is again and again reminded that her 
bequests and interest in her husband's pro- 
perty and moneys were almost wholly con- 
tingent on her remaining 'sole.' If she married 



('happened to marry'), her ^Either and his 
co-executor Eresbie, were to take possession 
of ever3rthiug in the interests of the family. 
She did marry; and the inquisition and 
mandamus of 1568-69 inform us, that her 
second husband was no other than Gkorgs 
Gascoigne, the once celebrated Poet How 
soon after the death of William Breton his 
widow remarried does not appear; but it 
was prior to the mandamus (October 12th, 
1568). What became of the * suit ' — if it is 
to be so called — we are uninformed ; but all 
the likelihoods are that matters were com- 
promised and arranged privately. Gascoigne 
enjoyed to the last the * property^ of William 
Breton at Walthamstow. He died on 
October 7th, 1577. His widow survived 
until 1585 ; in which year (as ante) the 
widow of her eldest son Richard is found 
administering to her estate.^ Two little 
facts I am willing to interpret as indicative of 
restoration of good feeling between Nicholas 
at any-rate and his step-father. The first is 
— as I shall show onward (II. Critical)^^=^tiiat 
Breton copies after Gascoigne in several 
places of his poems. The second is — that 
in his 'Packet of Mad Letters,' he dates 
one from 'Gawthorpe.' I am inclined to 
think that it was — ^like others — a mere fancy 
date- place. Still even if it were so, it 
showed kindly regard for the deceased old 
poet, inasmuch as Sir William Gascoigne (ob. 
1 41 3), founder of the family, was of Gaw- 
thorpe, county York. I for one am pleased 
to meet with such a personal trait, just as I 
prize Bewick's introduction of dates and life- 
memories into his charming wood-cuts. 

Another epochal event in our Worthjr's 
life was his own marriage. The following 
entry in the Register of St. Giles, Cripple- 
gate, London, in all probability refers to our 
Worthy : — 

1592/3, Jan. 14. Nicholas Biytten and Ann Sutton. 
1 C£ Hulitt'ft Gaicoigne» yoL L pp. zvi xrUL'Suu 
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If this be our Nicholas Breton, then these 
further entries are baptisms of his chil- 
dren : — 

1603, May 14. Henry, son of Nicholas Brytten, 

Gent. 
1605/6, Mch. 16. Edward, son of Nicholas Brit- 

taine, Gent. 
1607, May 7, Matilda, daa of Nicholas Brittaine, 

Gent. 

There come also these burials : — 

1603, July 15. a servant of Nicholas Britten, 
Gent 

1603, Oct. 2. Mary, dan. of Nicholas Brittaine, 
Gent. 

1625, July 27. Matilda, dau. of Nicholas Brit- 
taine, Gent. 

Seeing that (i) St Giles, Cripplegate, is 
shown by our Poet's father's Will to have 
been the family parish and church ; that (2) 
these spellings of * Brytten ' and * Brittaine ' 
and ' Britten ' are found contemporarily, and 
in one instance in one of his own books, e,g,^ 
' Brytten ' is Madox*s spelling in his Diary 
(as quoted ante) ; * Britten * rhymes with 
* written ' in verses Ad Authorem by W. D., 
prefixed to * Characters vpon Essaies ' (1615); 
' Britten' is the spelling at end of 1598 edn. 
of ' A Solemne Passion,' and ' Brittaine ' is 
frequent ; that (3) the spelling may be set 
down to the Scribe, while * Gent ' was his own 
studiously-used designation, and hence most 
probably was dictated to the Scribe; that 
(4) the dates fit in with others, and as we 
shall find the last entry answers to the time 
of his disappearance as an author, and there- 
for his death-date ; and that (5) there is little 
probability in two contemporaries of the 
same name in the same parish — I cannot 
doubt that this was our Nicholas Breton. 
I would add that the whole tone and allusions 
of our Worthy's books go to witness that he 
was a married man with a family.^ 



1 For these entries I am agmin indebted to my good friend 
Colonel Chester (as before). Mr. J. P. Collier (Uibl. Account, 
vol L p. 83) first gave the marriage entry, but incorrectly 
' Brittaine ' for * Brytten.' 



The publication of his numerous books 
are the chief remaining way-marks in his life. 

For various reasons it is important to 
take heed to their dates. This, the Sta- 
tioners' Register— so inestimably and 
admirably transcribed and published by Mr. 
Edward Arber, and only waiting vol. v. to 
make the work useable— enables us to do for 
the great majority of them. Accordingly I 
shall here extract the successive entries, 
arranged chronologically : — 

Secundo Die April is 1577. 

Receaued of him for his licence to printe a booke (^^nj^im^j^jii^g. 
intituled a fflorishe vpon fancie as gallante a giose of 
suche a trifiinge a Texte as euer was written com- 
piled by N. B. gent to which are annexed manU 
pretU pamphUtes for pleasaunte heades to passe 
awaU idell time withaU compiled by the same 
aucthor, ..... iiij<^ and a copie. 
(Vol. iu p. 310.) 

Primo Die Junij 1577. 

Receaued of him for his licence to printe a booke ^^v y,„^ ^m, 
intituled the woorkes of a yonge witte truste vp with kini. Memoraa- 
afardell of pretU ffantasUs profitable to yonge poetes tSJSe^a^Iotd 
compiled by N. B. gent, . . iiij<^ and a copie. ouer to Thomai 
{ibid. p. 312). li^^mm. 

Nono die Septembris [1578]. 

Item Lyccnced vnto him a booke intitled the payne (^) kjcc Jones. 
ofpleasur\e\ compiled by N. Britten, . viij*. 
{ibid. p. 337). 

Septimo die Septembris [1580]. 

ToUerated vnto him but not vnder the wardens u) Winiun 
handes a booke intituleil, William Witte, wrighie. 
wittes will, or wills wilt Ch use you whether ^ . x^. 
{ibid. p. 377). 

Vicesimo secundo die Januarij [1584]. 

Licenced vnto him vnder th[e hjandes of bothe the /^) H«itfTe Den. 
wardens, A booke intituled, A handfull ofholesome o^* 
hearbes. By Bretton [or ? Dretton], . . yj*. 
{ibid, p. 430). 

280. Novembris [1586]. 

Receaued of him for printinge Sir Phi UP Sy]>NEYS, (/)CeoM Robin- 
Epytaphe that was of late Lord Governour of^ 
Fjiushynge, aucthorised and allowed vnder the 
Lord Archbishop of Canterburye and bothe the 
wardens hands, ...... yj'. 

{ibid. p. 460). [See onward, quotation from epistle 
to ' Pilgrimage to Paradise ']. 
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23 Januarij [1591]. 
Entred for his copie, vnder th[e h]andes of master 
Hart well and the wardens TA€ Pilgrimagito Para- 



id 



{h) Ric. Jon«s. 



(0 John Wolf. 



dise, V] 

(ibid, p. 573). 

3 Maij [1591 J 
Entred for his Copie in full Court, Brytons Bowrs 
of DdigkUs beinge vnder th[e h]and of Master 

Mathew Heiton, vj*. 

{ihid. p. 581). 

j dies Octobris [1591]. 
Entred for his copie, the honorable entertaynement 
gyven to the quenes maiestie in progresse at Elvet- 
ham in Hampshire by the righU honorohU the Erie 



^ 



;d 



of Hertford^ 

{ibid, p. 596). 

vijo Januarij [1594]. 
CORichard Jones. Entred for his Copie vnder th[e hjandes of Master 

Warden Woodcock, 71u Arbour of Amorus 



delightes, by N.B, Gent, 
{ibid, p. 643). 



V 



id 



xxo die Septembris [1595]- 
(^) John Danter. Entred for his Copie vnder th[e h]ande8 of Master 

Jackson and both the wardens a booke entituled 
a tolempne passion of the soules loue^ 
(VoL iii. p. 48). 



\\\ 



jp die Octobris [or rather Novembris 1597]. 
(/) NicolM Lyng. Entred for his Copie vnder master Warden mans 

hande a booke called the figure offfoure, . yj*. 
{ibid. p. 96). [Again under 19 Nov. 1607 : Vol. 
iiL p. 365], 



(iir)ThoiBM 
Bimhell 



'») Ric Jooea. 



20 Marchij [1600]. 

Entred for his copie vnder the hand of master 
Harsenet and master man the warden. A booke 
called Pasquill^j Madcap and his message^ vj<^. 
{ibid, p. 158). [Again under 29^ July 1605 : Vol. 
iii. p. 297]. 

10 Maij [1600]. 

Entred for his copie vnder the handes of master 
Sonnybank and ye wardens The second part of 
Pasquiluit madcap. Intituled, the fooles Cappe, 



begunne by him and finished by Maphorius 
{ibid. p. 161). 



V] 



id 



29 Maij [1600]. 
(#) John Saithick. Entred for his copie vnder the handes of the wardens, 

a booke called Pasquiluv passe and passe not, 



tett downe in Threed p p p., 
{Und, p. 161). 



rid 



22 August! [i6oo]« 
Entred for his copie vnder the handes of master (p^ johz 
Jackson and master White warden. A booke **^*^ 
called Pasquill^j, Sumllen humours, . . yj*. 
{ibid, p. 170). 

II Septembris [1601]. 

Entred for their Copyes vnder the handes of master {^) John 
Zachariah Pasfield and the wardens A booke -I''*^" 
called the Ravished soule. A Devine poeme 
Devided into Twoo partes * The Ravished soule ' 
and ' the blessed weeper.' 

Item Another booke Called ' Brytaynes longinge^ an (r) ihid. 
excellent poeme vppon the longinge of a blessed harte 
which lothingi the world doth bmge to be with 

Christ, xij*. 

(VoL iiL p. 191). 

16 Septembris [1601]. 

Entred for their copye vnder the handes of master («) John 
Zachariah Pasfeild and the wardens. A booke "^J«* 
Called no whippinge nor trippinge but a kind 



frendly n3rppinge, 
{ibid, p. 192). 



rid 



xviijo Maij [1 602]. 

Entred for his Copie vnder th[e h]andes of master //) johz 
Pasfeild and master Seton warden. A booke Smyth* 
called A paste with a mad packet of letters, , vj*. 
{ibid^ p. 206). 

4*® Junij [1602]. 

Entred for his copie vnder th[e hjandes of master (ar.Ricii 
Pasfeild : and master Seton Warden : Olde Mad- 



CAP/ newe Gallimcnvfrye : by Ni. Breton, 
{ibid. p. 206). 



y} 



id 



21 Augusti [1602]. 
Entred for his copie vnder th[e h]andes of master fp) Ran 
Pasfeild and the wardens A booke called the B<^kes. 



soules Harmony wrytten by Nye Breton, vj* 

(iaft/.)p. 215. • 

vltimo Septembris [1602]. 

Entred for his copie vnder th[e h]andes of master («*) Wil 
Harsnett and the wardens A booke called Betweene ^o"**- 
Ethnike philosophers Anthonio Meandro and 
DiNAEESCO vppon the equitie or ituUgnitii of $nan, 

etc, vjd 

{ibid, p. 218). 

xxvij^ of October [1602]. 

Entred for his copie vnder tb[e h]andes, as before, A (jr) Jan 
booke called A merry Dialouge betwixte Twoo 
T^auellers Lorenzo and Dorindo by Nicholas 

Britton, yj<*. 

{ibid, p. 219). 



(/)j«h>T«|>w 









(M)J«k* 



]A 



' «^Jok> 



t 



Uvard White. 



It 
it, mOtoSry 

Charlton 
! Franca Bortoo. 



HJotuiTappe. 



^^ (^JohnWrigfac 



^Walter 

■wic 

DnarEdgmr. 



EntvBd lor fais Copie wads- iiil« H>»ilr%. s banib. a £axnc ir Iv anoas w»off hk \KmbB rf 

msimr^i^, ^. *aJML?.5^.. 

Iited. T.Trw te te Clone waair ihe ^iBdrs of ^n 

{im. PL 255). .Mc ^ 551 - 

Entred ior kis oopr mder ^e k^aAes» jb Woie. A F-n't^-* iir is Cognr vmae- ^le \iMifs dL HUm 

bcx)k caDed ik£ fmniimtrtr zktjikgf^, . 1^. Tirvsmnnr an£ luciis ^k »iu uaii Cr^adeT mmrm 

{ihU. p. 2641. CBC arramr T^ Xizboii&i Bmnr., . ^. 

EatRd for liis csopte mjcr ^e l}nida s lidos, ^ Osnftci^ ific 

A booke called vurietit wf i^xmSitms mji 1 \i^m' Exccf far Is C^iigae Tiiae :^ 1ibb5s rf MsBcr JA 

y&r Letten. Or &e Kooad padkea itf^ waAt Txvcsar tsf nuser LiC>iraa lanar avraca m 

(A;£p.269^ i^c ^- 

7 wrcBini f 1604). owt ?. 574^- _ 

Enticd for his oopf mJcr t^e kjndos B iKfae^ A aefjurieifi. 

Z^,. .'"!". . . Tj*. T««ii:arzaibcii^axrtkas*Irftebcr^aLedW.^ 

<tW.p.274y. Craar -.«>:> arta.Cr««i-rir?™TAes ^. 

8 Julij [arrmO^Jim^ 1605]. ^ ^ Kv-nrir p»n of OoBace die 

Entrcd for tbcir copy Tnder 6a{e l>ade&. s bdoBc; br B. X - Vai. i£. -. ccal 

A booke calkd. A Ptrme r^fm tit ^tnht ^ _!" 

sistimgt 0fvij ^mimu grmca. 1. Venae. 2. Ws. Eacred ior bzs C^pie vadei ^e blades of 

dom. 3. love. 4. Constaacj. 5. Ftfieaoe. 6. Txrestkor xni bock tke vzrdcsti a booke caled A 

hamflhj. 7. infinhcnes^ .... "13*. dia^rgmt h£S^.x: a Cmtna£r mmd* Commtry m wi, ^. 

(j^Mil p. 292). 'if*c^ p>. 600 .. 

16 Janoai^ [1606}. 15^ Jxasar^ 161 7 [I'.r. 1618]. 

Enticd for bis copj radcr tbe baadcs of aaoer Pits- Earned for bit Copie ttk3ct tbe bawls of Xaster i^ 

food and master Feild Wardea A booke cafled Taaenor a»d zaaster S viabowe. A booke CaOed, 

Wytia priMtOt-aBrnttk^tUrriwiik tktCkiefaiimm' Oucaled l^Sien arsrur laid opm^ wrkxca bj 

modxtUt thai wmy ke Daased other * cmUmi Ae Xkbolas Bresoa, xf. 

mynd mr htmmH/k the htdj^ . . ^. {M£ p. 6lSi. 

(sM/. p. 309). I lj« Aprifis [1622]. 

6 \faitij [1607]. Estred for hss Copie Tader tbe bands d MaMer /^) 

Entied for bu copye radcr dfe b]mdcs of ^utcr Lotkrop, az>d Master Knigfat wardea, A booke 'w^*^*^ 

WylsoD, and the wardens.. A booke. Called A caUcd S/rmm^ nrsoa mU 9/ dUuru oootries, acaer 

Mmrwmrer, vj'. dwcnafred till of f ale, bj a stiange PQgnm ia 

{iiid. p. 343). tbose ports, TJd. 

4 octobris [i6o«J. ^^'^'- *^- P- ^>- 

Entied for tbetr copie vader the haad of Master T J^I^J [1622]. 

S^gar, Depatj of Sir George Bncke aad the Eatred for his Copse Tuder tbe handes of master (^) Cothcn 

wardens handes also bdnge tojL A Booke called Worall and master Knight A tbinge Called Nay ^n^- 
A Mad World {my AimyjUrs), . . ^. . i:4«ii by NicboUs Bretton, .... rid. 
{ibid p. 391). I {Md. p. 73). 



t 
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{rr) John 
Grisauuid. 



90 Augusti [1622]. 

Eutred for his Copie, vnder the handles of Master 
Wilson, and both the wardens, A Booke Called, 
Otidts: or all the world to Nothings by N. B., vj<*. 
{ibid, p. 77). [Entered 5 July 1622 as *Nothinge* 
by Nicholas Bretton : Vol. iv. p. 73]. 

Besides these books from the Stationers' 
Registers, there are the following, which 
unaccountably do not appear therein : — 

{ss) Wits Trenchmour in a conference had betwixt 
a Scholler and an Angler. Written by 
Nich. Breton, Gentleman, 1597. [See Vol 
II. b,\ 

{tt) Auspicante lehoua. Marie's Exercise, 1597* 
[See Vol II. a.] 

{mm) Melancholike Humours, in verses of diverse 
natures, set down by Nich. Breton, Gent., 
1600. [See Vol. I. A,] 

{w) Pasquil's Mistresse, or the worthie and vn- 
worthie woman ; with his description and 
passion of that Furie, Jealousie, 1600. 
The dedicatory Epistle is signed Salvochin 
Treboun = Nicholas Breton. 4<^ pp. 48. 

{ww) The Mother's Blessing, 1602. [See Vol. I. m,] 

{xx) A True Description of Unthankfiilnes or 
an enemy to Ingratitude. Compiled by 
Nicholas Breton, Gent, 1602. [See Vol. I. 

ixy) Grimello's Fortunes, etc, 1604. [See Vol. 
II. A.] 

[mm) The Honour of Valour. By Nicholas Breton, 
1605. [See Vol. I. ^.] 

{aaa) Honest Counsaile. A Merrie Fitte of a 
poeticall Furie : Good to read, better to 
follow, 1605, 40. 

(M) Divine Considerations of the Soule, etc., 
1608. [See Vol. II. 0.] 

{ccc) The Hate of Treason, etc., 1616. See Vol. 
I. r.] 

{ddd) Fantasticks, etc., 1626. [See VoL II. /.] 

{mf) The Countesse of Penbrook's Passion. [See 
Vol. I. c], with minor pieces in Daffodills 
and Primroses, etc., etc. 

Turning back on this surely very remark- 
able list of books by one man — declarative 
of fecundity and swift variation of faculty — 
I would wish to accentuate certain things 
about them, in so far as these belong to the 



Memoir. Elsewhere (II. Critical) I shall 
bring out their characteristics. 

The first in the roll (a) is 'A fflorishe vpon 
fancie' (Vol. I. a). It is dated 2d April 
1577 in the entry in the Stationers' Register, 
and in the original epistle-dedicatory 'From 
his Chamber in Holboume, the xx of Feb- 
ruary.' To the same year belongs (d) ' The 
workes of a yonge witte truste up,' etc. 
According to our approximate birth-date 
he was then in his 34th year. So that the 
all hail to his ^ young mates' in the epistle- 
dedicatory of the * Flourish of Fancy' and the 
title of the other * Workes of a yonge witte,' 
suggest that the Poems in both, though not 
published until 15779 had been composed 
long before. Of the latter I have not been 
fortunate enough to see an exemplar.^ 

The * Payne of Pleasure * (c) entered 9th 
September 1578, has not survived in a solitary 
copy, if ever it was published. 

The * Will of Wit' {d), under 7 th September 
1580, was — as we have seen — familiar to the 
Rev. Richard Madox in 1582. The earliest 
known edition is dated 1597, of which Mr. 
W. C. Hazlitt states in his Collections and 
Notes (s. «.) an imperfect copy was sold 
among Lord Charlemont's books in 1865. I 
am inclined to think that the several portions 
that form the complete work in 1599, were 
issued separately. The entry of * Will of Wit * 
as in other instances, proves that the Author 
or Publisher did not always adhere to the 
registered title. 

* A handfull of holesome hearbes,' under 
2 2d January 1584, Mr. Arber queries *or 
Dretton.' If thiswere=*A smale handfull 
of fragrant Flowers, selected and gathered 
out of the louely garden of sacred Scriptures ; 
& fit for any honorable or worshippfull gentle- 
woman to smell unto. By N. B., 1575' he 
might rather have asked 'Is it [Nathanael] 
Baxter's?' Certes no one who knows Breton 



1 One — without title-page— is at BritwelL No otiier 
known. 
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will hesitate in rejecting it as his work. I have 
included it in the entries from the Stationers' 
Register, simply because of the apparent illeg- 
ible name that Mr. Arber reads doubtfully as 
Breton or Dretton. I have similarly entered 
{b) * Sir Philip Sydney's Epytaphe,' etc., as 
it may have been Breton's 'Amoris Lachrimae,* 
though not likely. 

In regard to {g\ *The Pilgrimage to 
Paradise,' I would note that the entry is 23d 
January 1591, while the first edition is dated 
1592 ; and not only so, but the publisher who 
enters it (John WolQ nowhere appears in it. 
It is possible therefore that a prose tract, with 
the same title, that was published in 1591, 
was that entered by Wolf. The author's 
name is Leonard Wright. I learn this from 
Offor's Introduction to the 'Pilgrim's Pro- 
gress.* Not having seen the book I cannot tell 
its Publisher. Curiously enough, Offor was 
ignorant of Breton's * Pilgrimage to Paradise.' 

In an Epistle * To the Gentlemen studients 
and Scholers of Oxford e,' dated 1 2th April 
1592, in the * Pilgrimage,' is this notice: — 
* Gentlemen there hath beene of late printed 
in London by one Richarde loanes, a printer, 
a booke of english verses, entituled Bretons 
bower of delights : I protest it was donne 
altogether without my consent or knowledge, 
and many things of other mens mingled with 
a few of mine, for except Amoris Lachrimae : 
an epitaphe vpon Sir Phillip Sydney, and 
one or two other toies, which I know not 
how he vnhappily came by, I have no part of 
any of the : and so I beseech yee assuredly 
beleeue.' The * Bower of Delights' it has 
not been my good hap to see. I regret this, 
as I also poignantly regret the inaccessi- 
bility of the exemplars at Britwell of such of 
Breton's books as are nowhere else preserved.^ 



> These two are at Britwell (a) ' PasquiU MistresM,' see list, 
•hU : {6) 'Old Mad-Cappes new Gallimawfry/etc. : see list, ante. 
I shall indulge the hope that some day Mr. J. Christie Miller 
will allow these to be reprinted. Meantime I have gratefully U> 
acknowledge his kindness in sending me information on these 
and others of the uniques of his magnificeiit library. 



But in regard to the * Bower of Delights ' it 
is manifest that only a small portion of it was 
really by Breton. The ' Amoris Lachrimse * 
named, we have been able to give from the 
CosENs and Dr. Farmer Chetham mss.; 
and among the ' Daffodills and Primroses ' 
from the Cosens ms. probably all other 

* toies ' in the * Bower ' that were his. It 
lies on the surface that here was an Author 
and Publisher's * Quarrel,' though not in- 
cluded in D'Israeli's delightful volumes. It 
must have been healed : for Mr. Collier is in 
error in stating that Richard Jones published 
nothing after 1591 — the year of the * Quarrel ' 
— by Breton.^ In 1594 he published the 
'Arbor of Amorus Delightes' (/): in 1600, 
*Pasquilles Madcap' (/w),and in 1602 *01dc 
Madcaps Newe Gallimawfrye ' (//). 

Breton's disclaimer of the * Bower of 
Delights ' was perhaps made more earnest by 
Nash's drastic allusion to it and him, in his 
Preface to Astrophel and Stella (1591) as 
' Pan sitting in his bower of delights and a 
number of Midases to admire his miserable 
hornpipes.' ^ 

I have chronicled under ist October 1591 

* The honorable entertaynement gyven to the 
quenes maistie in progresse at Elvetham in 
Hampshire,' etc. (/), because in it first ap>- 
peared the bright little song of * Phillidon and 
Coridon.' From this circumstance the whole 
'Entertainment ' has been assigned to Breton. 
But there is also in it a song which in 
England's Helicon is assigned to Thomas 
Watson. Consequently there can be no pre- 
sumption that either Breton or Watson wrote 
the rest of the * Entertainment.' Internally 
there is no trace whatever of Breton's hand 
(tneo judicio), ' 

The 'Arbor of Amorus Delightes ' of 7th 



1 Bibl. Account, vol. i. p. 83. 

* See my editions of Sir Philip Sidney's Poems, («) Fuller 
Worthies' Library, a vols., (^) Chatto and Windus's 'Early 
English Poets,' 3 vols., 'Astrophel and Stella.' 

S The ' Entertainment' will be found in its order in Nichols' 
Progranes of Queen Elizabeth. 
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January 1594 {f) , shows our Poet singing 
spontaneously and cheerily as the piping 
shepherd of Sidney's 'Arcadia.' It is an 
immense advance in lyrical richness and work- 
manship on his * Fflorishe vpon Fancie ' (a). 
The vein of melancholy in the * Fflorishe ' — 
hinted at in the Epistle — has pinched (to 
use a technical term) in the * Arbor.' ^ 

His next book — a tiny one — presents him 
in a new light altogether. Thus far he had 
played with the Muses rather than uttered 
out his thought and emotion. But now he 
has passed through a momentous spiritual 
experience. He is at white-heat of religious 
passion. Whether it was the outcome of 
penitence over sin, or of the rapture of Chris- 
tian conviction on finding rest in Him who 
is the goal of every human life, we can only 
surmise. But henceforward through all his 
books, even the lightest and slightest, there 
runs a golden thread of religious faith and 
hope and consolation. His * Solempne passion 
of the soule's loue' (fif are so many *red 
leaves ' out of the * confused book of a human 
heart* It glistens with tears ; but the tears 
lie in white light. 

The 'Figure of Ffoure ' (/)» and 'Wit's 
Trenchmour ' (w)* tell of * sportive ^it * and 
(I think) pleasant days in the country — per- 
chance away down in Lincolnshire where 
his small patrimony lay. It is odd that Mr. 
Collier should have [misjwamed us that the 
'Angler' of 'Wit's Trenchmour' is not a 
* Fisher.'* He is indeed, and just such an 
one as Izaak Walton had shaken hands with 
right cordially. 

Again his Christian convictions and ' faith ' 
come to the front in the same year (1597) 
with the i)ublication of the two books last 
named. In 1597 appeared ' Auspicante 
lehoua. Marie's Exercise.' (//).« The 'Mary' 
was, as everybody knows. 



' Sidney's sister, Pembroke's mother ' 

of the great epitaph of William Browns. 
He had in 1592 dedicated his 'Pilgrimage 
to Paradise ' to her, and ' ioyned ' to it *The 
Countesse of Pembrookes Loue.'* The 
whole tone of Epistle-dedicatory and poem 
indicates that Breton was in kindly relation 
to this illustrious lady, and his 'Amoris 
Lachrimse ' and other Sidneian things declare 
personal knowledge — at least — of Sidney. 
If we are to interpret literally certain phrases 
in the Epistle to the * Pilgrimage ' the Coun- 
tess of Pembroke must have stepped in to 
' deliver ' him in some crisis of misfortune. 
His words are pathetically definite — 'your 
poore vnworthy named f>oet, who by the in- 
discretion of his youth, the malice of enuy, 
and the disgrace of ingratitude, had utterly 
perished, had not the hand of your honor re- 
uiued the hart of humility.' And he repeats 
'your Ladiship's vnworthy named Poet*^ 
I had in my thought this confession of the 
' indiscretion of his youth ' when I said that 
we could only ' surmise ' what that experience 
was that led to his change to passionate sacred 
verse and prose. Probably it was out of 
contrition transformed into aspiration. As 
with Thomas Howell of Dunster — ^that 
'Sweet Singer' recently revived* — Breton 
appears to have been in the ' humble service ' 
of first, Sir Philip Sidney, and on his death, 
of the Countess of Pembroke. Nor was the 
'indiscretion of youth,' already noticed, the 
only one that his illustrious Mistress had to 
forgive. He further forfeited somehow her 
favour, in such a way as shaped and coloured 
his life and works for years. This falls now 
to be told in so far as we can. 

In my Notes and Illustrations to 'Wit's 
Trenchmour' (Vol. II. ^, p. 21, on col. i, L 9) 
I call attention to a passage that has an 
autobiographic look. The gist of it is that 
he had lost and continued to lose the favour 



1 S«e our Vol. I. <L 

S See our Vol. V\.f. 

B Bibl. Account, vol. i. 88. 



• IhitL f . 
« Ibid. b. 

• SeeourVoL IL a. 



1 See Vol. I.^.pw4. 

* Id my Omiiianal Issues, as before. 
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of a noble lady, second only to the Queen 
(Elizabeth) in excellence. Who could this 
be but the Countess of Pembroke? The 
Reader will judge for himself whether I am 
right in my interpretation of the incident in 
'Wit's Trenchmour' on this specific point 
and on its autobiographic character. It is 
thus told :^ — 

Sir, you shall vnderstand quoth the Schollcr, that in 
the time of my trauaile, comming (by occasions) as well 
into the Pallaces of Princes, as the cottages of poore 
people, it was my hap, yea I may well say, that vnder 
heauen it was my greatest happincs that of this worlde 
I euer founde, to light into the courtlike house of a right 
worthy honourable Lady, the desert of whose commenda- 
tions, far exceeding the stile of my study, I must leaue 
to better wits to dilate of, while I poorlie speake of the 
little world of my wonder. For in her eye was the seate 
of pittie, in her hart the honour of vertue, and in her 
hand the bounty of discretion : to see her countenance 
the comfortlesse, argued a diuine spirit, to heare her 
speak, which was neuer idle, prooucd an oracle of wit, 
to beholdc ha* presence, might s[)eake of a miracle in 
nature : to bee short, except Plato, I knew no such 
philosopher : except the excepted, I meane the I^dy of 
Ladies in this world, the honour of women, and wonder 
of men, the teacher of witt, and the amazer of the wise, 
the terrifier of the proudc, and the comforter of the 
oppressed, the beautie of Nature, the wonder of Reason, 
and the ioy of honour : the hand-maid of God, the 
heauenly creature of the Earth, and the most worthie 
Queene in the world, the princely Godesse, or diuine 
Princesse, the gracious soueraigne of the blessed I land 
of Elngland : except I say this sun of the earths skie, I 
knowe not a starre of that state that can compare light 
with thys I^dy : while her thoughts keei>e the square of 
such discretion, that no idle humour dare enter the list 
of her conceit. What praise can be giuen to that spirit, 
that hath so ordered the carefull course of her senccs ? 
she doth all things as shee did them not, and vseth the 
world as she esteemed it not : Honour is her seruant, 
Vertue is her loue. Truth is her studie, and Meditation 
is her exercise : yet is she affable, ^ith such curtesie, 
as winnes honor in humilitie : to make an abridgment 
of her prayses, in a few words of her woorthines, let this 
suffice, that Nature and Wit, Vertue and Honour, Pitty 
and Bounty, Care and Kindnesse, haue so wrought to- 
gether in the perfecting of a peerelesse creature, that I 
may bite my tongue, and bume my penne, lay vp my 
little wits, and wish for a more diuine spirit, to enter into 
the conceit of her desert, ere I further shew my weak- 
nesse, to speake of the wonder of her commendation. 
But among many good parts, whereof her praise is top 
full, I wil tell you one action, and not the least, that fell 
out in my time of attendance on her fauoiu* : Her house 



1 Vol H. b, p. i8, coL a. 



beeing in a maner a kind of little Court, her Lorde in 
place of no meane commaund, her person no lesse then 
worthily and honourablie attended, as well with Gentle- 
women of excellent spirits, as diuers Gentlemen of fine 
cariage, besides all other seruants, each of such respect 
in her place, as well might giue praise to the Gouemors. 
where honor setteth rules of such discretion. It might 
perhaps seeme teadious, to set downe the truth of such 
particulars as deserued a general! cdmendation, where 
first, God daily scrued, religion trulie preached, all 
quarrels auoyded, peace carefully prescrucd, swearing 
not heard of, where truth was easilie beleeued, a table 
fully furnished, a house richly garnished, honor kindly 
entertained, vertue highly esteemed, seruice well re- 
warded, and the poore blessedly relieued, might make 
much for the truth of my discourse, while Enuie can but 
fret at her confession : but least in blowing at a coall I 
doo but put out the fire, and obscure her praise, that 
may be pend by a better spirit, let this suffice for the 
sum of my speech, that where the eye of honour, did set 
the rule of gouemment, kindnesse was a companion in 
euery comer of the house : now, to this little Earths kind 
of Paradise, among many sundry kinde of people, came 
by chaunce a poor Gentleman in the mine of his for- 
tune, by the deuise of a close conue>'ancc of an imagined 
friend brought in, hauing more wit then dcscretion, in 
the nature of a good foole, to giue this Lady cause of 
laughter : who no sooner sounded the substance of his 
wit, but with the dee]>e eye of her rare iudgement, 
percing into the humble vertue of his spirit, pittying his 
fortune, and pcrceiuing his want, made vse of his ser- 
uice in a better sence, and in the diuine nature of her 
blessed spirit, determined the mean of his aduancement. 
With her countenaunce she g^ced him, with good words 
she £auourcd him, with her bountie, shee relieued him, 
and would suffer no man to hurt him : for seeing honestie 
want maintenaunce, and vertue oppressed with malice, 
she did not like a helping hand to fill vp a hnlfe penny 
purse with a poore reckoning, but like herselfe in the 
absolute power of her honourable spirit, shee comforted 
the afflicted minde, reuiiied the hart halfe dead, and as 
it were drawne out of the ditch of misery, sette the 
spirite in the warme sunne of Gods blessing. ITius did 
this Princesse entertaine thys poore Gentleman, till by 
the faction of the malicious, the deceitful working of 
the enuious, & the dcsart of his owne vnworthinesse, 
finding in the dcceiuing of this his bright sun, the sink- 
ing of his too happy fauour, supping vp his sorrowe to 
himselfe, taking leaue for a time, to trauaile about a 
little idle busines, in a cold snowy day passing ouer an 
vnknowne plaine. not looking well to his way, or beeing 
ordained to the misery of such misfortune, fell so deepc 
downe into a Saw-pitte, that he shall repent the fall while 
he Hues : for neuer since daring to presume, but in 
prayers to thinke on his fair Princesse, and lining in 
poore Cottages, to looke towards that Court-like pallace. 
he hath gone vp and downe like a shadowe without sub- 
stance, a purse without money, and a body without a 
spirit 
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For cuer since, as he hath often told me, if he hauc 
come among men, it hath beene like a Faire of rude people, 
compared to the sweet company of that house, if in the 
company of women, like a meeting of Gossips, in respect 
of the gracious spirits of the sweete creatures of that 
little paradice : and if it chaunce in his weary passage, 
hee hath had any priuate conference, with some espetiall 
bird of the Countrey, yet for all the best notes that euer 
he heard, they were all Sparrowes to his Nightingale. 
For according to the dispositions of their minds, hee 
might see the weakenes of their spirits : as some would 
talke of nothing, but the new fashion, pinning of ruffes, 
starching rebaters, the Outlandish tire, and the long 
bodies : the fine stuffe and the prettic pinke, the Lawne 
shadow, and the cutworke Lace : other of the pyed Cow, 
the bay Horse, the black Sheep, and the branded Pig : 
another? her Mall in the Kill, her Oates in the scuttle, 
and her Rye in the sheafe, her Cheese in the pressc, and 
her Butter in the cheme. Now with this galimawfrey of 
such good matter, as filled his eares with more sound 
then good sence. must he satisfie his sorrowfull hart, 
that, when it got him alone by him selfe, with calling to 
minde the excellent matter, that in variety of methode 
he had often heard from the mouth of his Minerua, would 
so fall into a sighing, that had not the heauens the better 
blest it, it would surely haue burst asunder. For, say 
quoth he. that though some few I found of extraordi- 
nary good spirits, yet among a number of these Countrey 
daunces. I did light on such a Galiard, as had a trick 
aboue Trenchmour. and could spcake more to the pur- 
pose, then many of the wiues of the Parish, who hauing 
red many Knglish books, could tell pretty tales of idle 
people, yet compare this Christall with my Diamond, 
she would quickly shew her dimnes : and among all other 
things, if by the rcuenue of a pretty Dairy, she could 
priuily put vp three pence to spend at a blind bridaile, 
if perhaps in a good humour, she had a minde to 
pleasure a poore friend ; it would come so dropping 
out of her fingers, as though it hoong at her heart 
blood : and then perhaps with such a lesson to it, to 
lake heede of vnlhriftiness, with a shrug of the shoulders 
at the hardnes of the world, that it would breake the 
hart of a good minde, to thinke on the misery of such 
Almes. 

To goc from Hiues that giue the golden honey. 
To shilling Spirits, that will tell their money. 

And then calling to mind the golden showres of his 
Ladies fauours, bled inwardly in the hart, with such 
drops of vnseene teares, as makes him like Adam out of 
Paradice, hope of no happines, till hee come at heauen : 
Or like the Phenix, Hue in ashes, till he may get Ufe by 
the vertue of his bright Sunne againe : and now this is 
only his worldly comfort, that she liueth, whom his hart 
honoureth, and his soule prayeth for, though his vn- 
worthy eye, be abandoned the blessing of his sences ad- 
miration : Who though he Hue in the dungeon of sor- 
rowcs darknes, will neuer cease prayer to the heauens 
for his bright Sunnes etemall blessednes : and that as 



her name doth liue ondy in the high Meridianis, so her 
soule may be blessed in the highest Coelis. 

The Angler seeks to comfort his despon- 
dent friend thus:^— 

Alas poore wretch, quoth the Angler, why doe yoar 
eyes water your cheekes, at the shutting vp of this dis- 
course? If it be your selfe. be not dismaide. Princes 
haue gracious spirits, and great powers, who at the 
time of their pleasure will comfort patience in misery : 
and after the woe of a long Winter, giue the fruite of a 
little Spring, howsoeuer hope hit on a good Sommer : 
and therefore continue thy constancie. in thy prayers to 
rememljer the happines of thy harts honour, and feare 
not, but venue will one day haue a glaunce of fauour : 
and therefore if I may aduise thee, let not mal-content 
breedc a madnes, to driue thee from thy selfe to a worse 
companion. Seme God. and care not for the world : 
for I am perswadcd, that shee that is made of so many 
cxccetlings, cannot but at her good time make thee 
happy in her comfort, who though a while shee shut vp 
the hand of her bounty : yet will send thee a little of 
that Quiniescence. that will saue thee from a deadly 
swound. whosoeucr sorrow possesse thee. And there- 
fore be her bead-man in thy prayers, till she make im- 
ploynient of thy further seruice. 

It is in accord with all this being actual 
fact, not imagination, that 'melancholy' is 
the characteristic of Breton's works that came 
forth in the immediately succeeding years; 
and also I find here the secret of the non- 
publication, though then composed, of * The 
Countesse of Pembroke's Passion.* ^ Ap- 
parently under the new offence the Countess 
resented repetition of the former liberty of 
calling his 'Auspicante lehoua' * Marie's 
Exercise.* But it is every way consolatory to 
have pleasant proof that his Mistress did not 
nurse her wrath or continue her * vnworthy 
named poet 'in absolute forfeiture of her friend- 
ship. This is found in the delightful little 
Epistle-dedicatory of *The Rauish't Soule 
and Blessed Weeper.' This was in 1601, Le, 
four years after the 'Pilgrim' and 'Wit's 
Trenchmour.' I suspect the * falling into a 
sawe-pit on a snowy day' was a euphemistical 
phrase for over-indulgence in wine, and per- 
chance free speech under its influence. Be 



1 See Vol. II ^. pp. 18-ao. 

* A change of the title would not have sufficed. 
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this as it may, he was self-evidently restored 
to his former favour, and henceforward a deep 
religious element mingles with all his writ- 
ings — a quiet, simple, gentle, unclamorous 
piety. En passatUy he was out-and-out a 
Protestant. Hence * Mary Magdelen's Love,' 
over-hastily ascribed to him by the late Rev. 
Thomas Corser of Stand (Anglo-Poetica, 
s.n.), could not possibly be his. Witness 
this reference to a 'damnable deed' — *In 
an other Country quoth the Scholler, I saw 
one yeere such bloodshed, that there hath 
been warres there euer since. Alas quoth the 
Angler, the massacre in Paris can be your 
witnesse for that truth : where the deuill and 
the Pope made the Duke of Guise the chief e 
murtherer* (Wit's Trenchmoiur, p. i6, col. 2). 
I add that no Roman Catholic could have 
thus written of Priests and their services 
(R. Catholic): — * their deuotion is full of 
darknesse : for they cannot see in the day- 
time without a candle' (Vol. II. j, Strange 
News, p. 5/1, L 25). Or thus of Indulgences 
— * Buls of Rome breed too many calues in 
Britanie' (Vol. II. «, A Murmurer), p. 5/2, 
11. 5, 31); and again — *Cruell Cookes that 
were the rosters of men* (Vol. II. ?;, p. 5/2, 

1.7). 
Dr. Brinslev Nicholson further, writes 

as follows : — 

•In the second part of the ** Poste," etc., in a 
letter *' To a Young Man going to Travel beyond the 
Sea,*' thus: — "Good cousin ... as first for your 
religion, haue a great care that your eies lead not 
your heart after the horror of Idolatry.'* In The 
Court and Country (161 8), where the Courtier and 
Countryman each praise their place, we find passages 
like the following : — ** Courtier . . . the courtesy of 
the Gentlemen, the divine service of the Morning 
and Evening [the scene throughout is England]. 
'* Countryman . . . learned Churchmen . . . and 
so when God is praysed and the people pleased. 
Courtier, Oh cousin, to heare a King or a Prince 
speake like a Prophet ... A Preacher like an 
Apostle, and a Courtier like a Preacher. Country- 
man ... we go to school, first, to read Common 
Prayers at Church ... I hear our Parson in our 
Church." It is not to be thought that a Roman 



Catholic would lug in such matters against his con- 
science, when he had so many other things to say 
and dwell upon. As here also, so in ^4 Mad IVorld 
my Masters (1603), we have passages referring to, 
and showing acquaintance with, the daily service of 
the Church of England, and worded as though spoken 
by a member of that Church. Then in the Dicdogue 
between Three Philosophers (1603) are the following 
words, in a panegyric on Elizabeth : — " Bazilethea 
. . . whose magnanimitie in daungers and constancy 
in religion." But the fiillest passage is found in The 
Murmurer, a tract written in 1607 against State- 
murmurers, and dedicated by Breton to the Privy 
Council. After praising England and its state, he 
continues to the malcontents : — ** Hast thou not with 
all this the richest jewel in the world ; yea, and more 
worthy than the whole world ? which is the heaveniy 
word of God ... In the time of blindnes, when the 
booke of life was shut from thy reading, when thy 
learned preachers and zealous people were put vnto 
the fire . . . doest thou murmure at Religion ? is it 
not better to seme God then Man ? and to believe the 
Truth, then follow Error? to worship God in the 
Heauens, then make a kind of God on the Elarth ? 
and to begge pardon of thy God at home, then to 
buy it of a man abroad : dost thou murmure that the 
Saints are not worshipped ? and wilt thou forget to 
worship God alone . . . wouldest thou rather hear 
the word ? and understand it not, then understand it 
and beleeue it? or trust rather to the word of a 
Priest for thy cofort, then to thine own faith for thy 
salvation." And he then says be not ungrateful, lest 
*' God cast thee into vtter darknes \i.e, of Romanism] ; 
while the Buls of Rome shal breed too many calues 
mBritanier'^ 

More cannot be required. 

On 20th March 1600 was entered *Pas- 
quilles Madcap and his message '(^);^ on loth 
May 1600, *Pasquille's Madcap, the second 
part, intituled. The Foole's Cappe, begunne 
by him and finished by Marphorius* (n) ; 
on 29th May, ' Pasquille's Passe and Passe 
not,' etc. (p) ;' and on 2 2d August 1600 was 
entered * Pasquille's Swullen Humoures' (s). 
The last was possibly the same with *01d 
Madcappe's new Gallymawfry made into a 
merrie Messe of Mingle-Mangle out of three 



1 Notes and Queries, 5th Series, vol. L, pp. 5oi-»— the 
whole article will reward perusal Mr. Corser's copy of ' Mary 
Magdalen's Love ' is now at BritwelL 

• See Vol I. «. s Ilni. g. 



XXX 



MEMORIAI^INTRODUCTION. 



idle conceited Humours following; i. I will 
not. 2. Oh the merrie time. 3. Out of 
Moneys, 1602 (4") — one of the inaccessible 
treasures preserved at Britwell. The other 
three were all issued anonymously. 

Elsewhere (II. Critical) I shall return upon 
this remarkable * Pasquil' series, perhaps the 
most quick and firmly-touched of all Breton's 
Verse. Biographically, I had counted on 
needing to give * full proof of their belonging 
to our Breton and of another in the same 
kind, though deteriorated, called *Comu- 
copiae, Pasquils Night Cap, or Antidot for 
the Headache' (161 2) not belonging to him. 
But I am relieved from this task by two dis- 
coveries, viz. : — 

{a,) That in *No Whippinge,' etc (1601), 
and related books, Breton as = Pasquil, is 
avowed. 

(p.) That in the Stationers' Register I came 
upon the following decisive entry on the 
associated poem with * Cornucopiae' of * Pas- 
quil's Palinodia, and his progresse to the 
Taveme, Where after the survey of the Sellar, 
you are presented with a pleasant pynte of 
Poeticall Sherry' (16 19): — 

6° April 1 61 9. 

SwxUuhl Entred for his Copie vnder the handes of Master 
Tauemor, and Master Gylmin warden, A booke 
Called Pasquilles PalynodUy or his pinte of Poetry 
written by William F., . . . yj*. 

(Arber, vol. iii. p. 644.) [Cf. iv. p. 154.] 

I shall in the sequel give full quotations 
from *No Whippinge' — inclusive of the 
* Pasquils* avowed — and meantime I make 
three remarks : i. That no one who knows 
Breton could for a moment hesitate as to 
his being the author of the three Pasquil 
books named. -2. That no one — apart from 
chronology — who knows Thomas Nash ever 
could assign them to him, though he did 
take the name of ' Pasquil.' 3. That it is no 
ordinary satisfaction to have * Cornucopiae' 
and * Palinodia' removed authoritatively from 
Breton. I had long before my discovery of 



above entry pronounced these as impossibly 
Breton's as any gross book could have been 
Richard Baxter's. But the 'William F.* 
— whoever he were — of the Stationers' Re- 
gisters settles the matter conclusively.^ 

Nicholas Breton had not enough of 
gall in his nature to make a Satirist proper 
in the classical sense. I imagine he flung 
off his first ' Pasquille's Madcap' in a revul- 
sion from his despondency, and in a hilarity 
that was artificial. Its success drew him 
on to the others. 

He soon returned to his ' melancholy' and 
gravity and inevitable religiousness. In 
1 60 1 was entered ' The Rauished Soule. 
A Devine poeme devided into Two partes, 
"The Ravished Soule" and "The Blessed 
Weeper'" (q)^ and contemporaneously *Bry- 
taynes longinge,an excellent poeme vppon the 
longinge of A blessed harte which lothinge 
the world doth longe to be with Christ' (r).» 
These were all avowed; and self-evidently 
the Poet — as Sidney was charged to do— 
' looked into his own heart,' when he wrote 
these sweet, soft, tender, melodious, and 
inestimable poems. They, like others, ren- 
der the uncritical ascription of • Cornucopiae' 
and 'Palinodia' to him by the late Rev. 
Thomas Corser, Mr. W. C. Hazlitt, and 
others, at once an offence and grotesquerie. 

To this same time (1601) belongs 'No 
\Vhippinge.' By the kindness of Sir Charles 
ISHAM, Bart, of Lamport Hall, I am so good- 
fortuned as to have had the leisurely use of 
Mr. Charles Edmonds' * find' of one among 
many priceless volumes, containing *No 
Whippinge' and other two connected with 

1 Having reproduced both 'Cornucopiae ' and 'Pftlinodia' in 
my Occasional Issues of Unique or Extremely Rare Books, I 
venture to refer the student-reader desirous to follow up the 
inquiry to my Introduction, wherein I shew (i) that the two 
poems belong to the same author ; (a) that he was a native 
of Leeds. The entry of ' William F.' ougifat to stimuUte York- 
shire antiquaries to a discovery of his personality, and so to 
determine the matter of the authorship of two poems that, q>ite 
of their grossness, are living and valuable reconU of the manners 
of the period. 

• See Vol. L/ ^ Ibid, k. 
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it The whole are to be reproduced and 
published under the trustworthy editorship 
of Mr. Edmonds ; so that I could not (eheu !) 
include 'No Whippinge' in my edition of 
Breton's Works. But I have been allowed 
to utilise it so far as I might deem necessary. 
I now proceed to do so. 
The following is the title-page : — 

NO 

Whippinge, nor 

trippingi: but a 

kinde friendly 

Snippinge, 

Imprinted at London 

for lohn Browne, 

& lohn Deane. 

1601. 

The Epistle immediately follows, and 
must also have a place here. Besides 
other things, the somewhat odd close of it, 
'Your friend, as I finde cause,' recalls the 
like ending of Breton's avowed *A Mur- 
murer' (1607), as thus, 'I rest as I finde 
cause, Your louing friend :' so too in 'Good 
and Badde' (1616), *At your command if 
worthy;' and 'Wit's Private Wealth (1612),' 
' I rest your friend as I may.' 

IT To all Gratiovs, Vertuous, Courteous, Honest, 
Learned, and gentle spirits, that are truely poeti- 
call, and not too fantasticall : that will patiently 
read, indifferently censure, and honestly speake 
of the labours 0/ those wits that meane nothing 
but well, the writer hereof wisheth all contentment, 
that a good conditio may desire. 

My fi^ood firiendes, if such yee be ; if not, God blesse 
me from yee : for the world is so full of wickednesse, 
that a man can meete with little goodnesse : Maye it 
please you to vnderstand, that it was my happe of late, 
passing through Paules Church yarde, to looke vpon 
certaine pieces of Poetrye, where I found (that it greeues 
me to speake of) one writer so strangely inueigh against 
anot h e r , that many shallow wits stoode and laught at 
their follies. Now, findinge their labours so toucht with 
ill tearms, as befitted not the learned to lay open ; I 
thought good, hauing little to doe, to write vnto all such 
writers, as take pleasure to see their wits plaie with the 
world, that they will henceforth, before they fall to 
worke, haoe in minde this good prouerbe : Play with 
mee ; but hurt me not : and iest with me ; but disgrace 



me not; Least that the world this iest do kindly 
smother. Why should one foole be angry with an other ? 
Now for my selfe, I proteste that humor of Charitie, 
that I wish to finde at all their handes that see and will 
reprooue my folly : for I am none of the seauen wise 
men, and for the eight, I knowe not where to seeke him. 
Beare with me then, if out of the principles of a painted 
cloth I haue pickt out matter to mooue impatience. 
And if there be any thing out of that poore library, that 
may take place in any of your good likings. I will hon- 
our your good spirits for your kinde acceptations. But, 
in any wise, what ere you think, giue me no word of 
cdmendation : least, too glad of such a mischaunce. I 
trust the better to my euill fortune. Well, in earnest, I 
will entreat all good schollers to beare with my lacke of 
learning, and wise men with my lacke of witte, and my 
creditors with my lacke of mony. Which, though it 
haue nothing to doe in this Treatise, yet entreaty some- 
time doeth well with honest mindes : which I wish, and 
hope of in them, yea, and all the world that I shall haue 
to doe withall. Leaning therefore the patient to their 
Paradice, and the displeased to their better patience, in 
my loue to all schollers (but chiefly to those, that in the 
ioy of their studies, make vertue their heauen) I Rest 

Your friend, as I finde cause. 

The opening of the poem has several 
allusions that go to decide Breton's Author- 
ship. From St. 12 onward, there are pathetic 
revelations of his poverty and enforced 
literary labours. I would now quote in full 
the first sixteen stanzas : — 

• No whippe. 

Tis strange to see the humors of these daies : 
How first the Satyre bites at imperfections : 
The Epigrammist in his quips displaies 
A wicked course in shadowes of corrections : 
The Humorist hee strictly makes collections 
Of loth'd behaulours both in youthe and age : 
And makes them plaie their parts vpon a stage. 

An other Madcappe in a merry fit. 
For lacke of witte did cast his cappe at sinne : 
And for his labour was well tould of it. 
For too much playing on that merry pinne : 
For that all fishes are not of one finne : 
And they that are of cholerick complections, 
Loue not too plain to reade their imperfection[s]. 

Now comes anotlier with a new foimde vaine : 
And onely falls to reprehensions : 
Who in a kind of scoffing chiding straine, 
Bringes out I knowe not what in his inuentions : 
But I will ghesse the best of his intencions : 
Hee would that all were well, and so would I : 
Fooles shuld not too much shew their foolery. 
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And viro'ji'l to (m^A it had been so in deed. 
'I h«? Satjrres te«h had neuer bitten so " 
'I ^k: hpigrammiu had not had a seede 
^K wick^ wnedns, among hi^ hcrbes to sowe. 
Nor onr mAiis humor did not others showe, 

NViT Madcap had not showen his madness such. 

And that the whipper had not ierkt so much. 

tor th*'y whose eyes into the world doe looke. 

And ':anu:iss<; euery crotchet of conceite. 

Whos/: wjiry wittes can hardly be mistooke, 

WJio ri«;ij«:r f^rtrfJf: their fancies with deceite. 

hin^l*: this the fruict of euery idle sleight : 
'I o sh^w how enuy doeth her venom spit, 
r>r 1a/.k«; of wealth doeth sell a little wit. 

And vvhil<T they tumble in their tubbes of coine, 
I^iiigli at th'Tir witles that runne so far awry : 
In \rnrn\nfi Ikjw to giue the foole the foine, 
.Mistake th«: ward«! and wound them selues thereby : 
While (^nly wealth doth laugh at beggery. 

F'or fowling stones will neuer gather mosse. 

And raunging wittesdoe often liuc by losse. 

'Mm- l'r<*:ichers charge is but to chide for sinne. 
While IVtts st«;p[>es arc short of such a state : 
And who an others office enters in, 
May hojy of loue, but shallx* sure of hate, 
lis not H time offences to relate, 
(contentions sooner will begin then end : 
And om- nmy sooner lose, then keepe a friend. 

And hi: that writes, vnwary of his wordes. 
May ham* an ill construction of the sense. 
|V>r fortuniT encr not the right affordcs, 
Wherr will d«>«:th gouerne oucr patience. 
Who d^i<;tlj not finde it by experience, 
'!'li.it (X)irits and letters often times misread, 
Mnrhiungcr oft the harmelcsse writers head ? 

(kkxI writ«Ts then, if any such yce be, 
I ri vrrsi* or prose, take well that I doe write : 
I wish yiM: all what ere yce hearc or see. 
Haste not your wits to bring it vnto light : 
I .rst err you w<H*t you doc repent your spight. 
Your friendes ill courses neuer doe disclose, 
And make your |)ens no swords to hurt your foes. 

S|M-n(l not your thoughts in spilling of your wiU ; 
Nor s|M»ile your eies, in spying of offences. 
For howsoeuiT you accuse your fittcs, 
They carry shreud suspect of ill pretences : 
And when you st»eke to make your best defences. 
How iruer pritiate friends will poorly piu'se ye, 
If one do4* blesso yec, fiuc to one will curse ye. 

Some one will say, you are too busie pated. 
An <jthrr sales the foole is idle headed : 
All other sales such mkchcUs would be rated : 
All other, s«v, how will to wit is wedded : 
An other, .sure the man is poorely stedded : 

1 life writ for coine. he knew, nor car'd not what : 
Hut yet take hcedc. wc must not like of that. 



Meane while perhaps be sits within his Cdl. 
And sighes to beare how many descant on him : 
And for a little must his labour sell, 
^^liile such as haue the pence, doe pnie rpon him : 
And he poore soole. in want thus wo begoo him. 

Curseth the time, that euer he was borne. 

To rse his will to make his wit a soome. 

For let him bragge, and braue it as be list. 

The Poets is a poore profession : 

And often times doeth fall on had I wist. 

When conscience makes of inwarde crimes confession : 

And sorrow makes the spirites intercession. 

For mercies pardon, to that time misspent. 

Which was the soule for better seruioe lent. 

Yet will I say that some, oh all too fewe. 
Doe bend their humors to diuine desires : 
Those I confesse. doe in their verses shew. 
What venue, Grace into those soules inspires, 
lliat are inflamed with the heauenly fires : 
Such a good Poet, good if any bee, 
Onely in End,— would God that I were hee 

As for those fansies, fictions, or such fables, 

That show in losse of time abuse of wit : 

That neuer look't into those holy Tables. 

Wliere doeth the grace of reasons glory sit : 

And wisedome findes what is for vertue fit. 
What ere they figure in their dark constructions. 
They doe but little good in their instructions. 

No. poets, no : I write to yee in lone. 
Let not the world haue cause to laugh at ts : 
Let vs our mindes from such ill meanes remone, 
As makes good spirits for to fall out thus : 
Let vs our causes ^%ith more care discusse : 
Not bite, nor claw, nor scoffe, nor check, nor chide : 
But eche mend one, and ware the fall of pride.' 

These give a good taste of the quality of 
* No whippinge,* as well as reveal ai once to 
the student-reader, our Poet's inevitable 
words and turns; and so throughout. He 
then counsels that if a * foole ' or a * knaue/ 
a * villaine ' or a * wicked quean,' a * drunke- 
ard ' or a * wencher,' a * Miser ' or a * spend- 
thrift,' a ' Gamester ' or a * Plotter,' a * Swag- 
gerer ' or a * Great one,' come before the 
Poet, he shall not write of or against them, 
to his own loss. 

The ' foole ' is thus drastically advised to 
be let alone : — 

' Know'st thou a foole? then let him leaue his folly. 
Or be so still, and with his humour passe. 
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What hath thy wit to do with trolly lolly ? 

Must euery wise man ride vpon an Asse ? 

Take heede thou mak'st not him a looking glasse, 
Wherein the world may too apparent see, 
By blazing him, to finde the foole in thee. ' 

Similarly of the 'villaine/ hitting per- 
chance at Marston's * Scourge of Villainy ' : — 

' Know you a villaine ? let him finde his matche : 
And show not you a Matche a villaines skill : 
A foolish dogge at euery Curre doth snatch, 
Wordes haue no grace in eloquence of ill : 
There is no wrestling with a wicked will : 
Let passe the villaine with his villany, 
Make thou thy match with better company.' 

Of the * quean ' he thus gently speaks : — 

Haue you acquaintance with some vricked quean, 
Giue her good words, and do not blaze her faults : 
Looke in thy soule if it be not vncleane : 
And knowe that Sathan all the world assaultes : 
lacob himself before the Aungell haultes : 
Sighe for her sinne, but doe not call her whore : 
But leame of Christ, to bidde her sinne no more.' 

So too of the ' drunkard ' and the 
'Miser*: — 

* Know you a drunkard ? loath his drunkemiesse : 
But doe not laie it open to his foes : 

Least in describing his vngodlinesse. 
You take 3rour selfe too soundly by the nose : 
Who hurts hunselfe doth giue vnkindely blowes : 
Winke at each faulte, and wish it were amended, 
And thinke it well that's with repentance ended. ' 

' Knowe you a Miser ? let him be so stUl, 

And let his spirites with his metall melt : 

Let him alone to die in his owne ill. 

And feede not you on that which he hath felt : 

Be not you girded in so vile a belt : 
Rather praie for him, then so raile vpon him, 
That all the world may lay their curses on him. ' 

Of the * great one ' he with all loyal rever- 
ence says : — 

* If that a great one haue a great defect. 

Let not your thought once touch at such a thing. 

Vnto Superiors euer haue respect : 

A Begger must not looke vpon a King. 

Take heede, I say, is a most blessed thing : 
Least if you run to[o] farre in such a fit, 
A foole may happe to hang for lacke of wit. 

Leame English Prouerbs, haue them wel by heart, 
And count them often on your finger ends : 
Doe not your secrets to the world impart : 
Beware your foes, doe not abuse your friends : 
Take heed of flatterers as of hellish fiends : 
Eate vp your meat, and make cleane all your platters. 
And meddle not with any princes matters.' 
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Then follow practical advices as to the 
conduct of daily life, commencing obscurely, 
but passing into * good words ' : — 

' Reade what is written on the painted cloth ; 

Doe no man wrong, be good vnto the poore : 

Beware the Mouse, the Maggot, and the Moth ; 

And euer haue an eye vnto the doore : 

Ttust not a foole, a villaine, nor a whore. 
Goe neat, not gaie, and spend but as you spare : 
And tume the Colte to pasture with the Mare. 

Be not a churle, nor yet exceed in cheere. 
Hold fieist thine owne, pay truely what thou owest : 
Sell not too cheape, and doe not buy to[o] deare : 
Tell but to few, what secret ere thou know^t. 
And take good heed to whom, and what thou shewest 
Loue God, thy self, thy wife, thy children, friend, 
Neighbour, and seruant, and so make an end. 

Beleeue no newes, till they be nine dayes old 
Nor the too much, although the print approue the : 
Mistake not drosse for perfect Indian gold ; 
Nor make friends gods ; but as you finde them, loue 
And as you know them, keepe the, or remooue the. 
Beware of beauty, and affect no slutte : 
And 'ware the worme before ye cracke the nut. 

Be neither proude, nor enuious. nor vnchaste ; 
Least al too late, repentance ouer-take you : 
And take good heede howe you your wealth doe waste, 
Least fooles doe scoffe you, and your friends forsake 
And the the begger by the shulders shake you. 
Giue vnto all that aske ; nor askers, all : 
And take heed how you clime, for fear you fall 

Doe well, be true, backe-bite no man, be iust : 
The Ducke, the Drake, the Owle, do teach you so : 
Speake what you thinke ; but no more then you must 
Least vnawares you make your friend your fo. 
Be warie, sayes the Crane ; bee wise, the Crowe : 
Be genUe, humble, courteous, meeke, and mildc. 
And you shall be your mothers blessed childe. 



Haue all the weeke a penne behinde your eare, 
And weare yoiu* sword on Sundayes, tis enough : 
Be not too venturous, nor too full of fearc : 
Nor stand too much vpon a double ruffe ; 
For feare a falling band giue you the cuffe. 
Know well your horse before you fall to ride : 
And bid God blesse the Bride-groom and his bride. ' 

Beasts and Birds are made counsellors, in 
quaint and ironical characterisation (* Popin- 
gay,' misprinted Popingeare among the 
latter), their opposites being ascribed to each, 
e.g. * gentle, the waspe, swift, sayes the Tor- 
toise ? ' More fully thus (as a specimen) : — 
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' Be merry, sayes the Cuckow : lusty the Frog : 
Nimble, Uie Snaile : the Mag-pye, prouident : 
Be thrifty, sayes the Buzzard : cleanly the Hogge : 
Honest the Bull : the Pigeon resident : 
The Popingeare doth bid you to be silent : 

Be valiant, sayes the Horse : simple, the Asse ; 

A better Dictionary neuer was.' 

After a good deal of smooth-running 
commonplace, come these other personal 
and unmistakable allusions, his 'Apology' 
(= Defence) for his * Pasquil*-* Madcap ' 
series being specially noteworthy : — 

' Let all good Schollers winde their wits away. 
From such ill following of their idle wOs ; 
Least when they see their faults another day, 
They doe repent them of their little sldls. 
Where lacke of grace, a wittie spirit spils. 

For drinke is poison that b drunke in quafling ; 

And wit but folly, that sets fooles a laughing. 

Beleeue me, 'tis a kind of sport to some 

That loue no wit ; because of ignorance : 

When warres begin, to strike a wodden drum. 

When vertuous spirits fall at variance : 

About the treading of a Moris-dance. 
But what more spight can be to a good wit. 
Then see a foole to stand and laugh at it 

But. who will laugh so quickly as the foole? 
Although he know not well at what indeede : 
But who hath liu'd in any learned Schoole, 
Would leaue a line for any Asse to reede ; 
Except (alas) he were constrained for neede. 
As many are, God knowes (the more the pitty) 
That were they wealthy, would be far more witty. 

Sigh then for such, to see their sory cases, 
That must such treasure for such trash, go sell : 
And doe not fall to grieue them with disgraces. 
That in their sowles doe so with sorrow dwell. 
As in their hearts is more then halfe a hell. 
To beat their braines but for a little gaines. 
And, or be curst, or scoft at for their paines.' 

' But for my selfe, what euer I haue writ ; 

And for poore Mad-cap, I dare sweare as much : 

In all the compasse of a little wit. 

It meant no one particular to touch. 

But for one should not at another grutch ; 

As the clouds thickend, and the raine did fall, 

He cast his Cap, at sinne in generalL 

Indeed, tis true, he cast his Cap at sinne ; 
And would to God that all the world did so : 
Then doe I hope our spirits should begin, 
Our wit, and senses better to bestow, 
Then one to seeke anothers ouer-throw. 



But pardon him for what is past before. 
And he hath done for capping any more.' 

And for my selfe. good brother, by your leaue, 

I will not now dispute an Argument 

Of what I would, nor what I could conc^ue. 

Nor what may be discretions detriment, 

In shewing of a wittie excrement : 
But I will wish all Scholers should be friends. 
And Poets not to brawle for puddings ends. 

I am not worthy to be heard to speake 

Emong the wise, what they should haue to doe : 

But if there liue a wit that be too weake, 

Aduised care to bring his wil vnio : 

Oh, with good words let me his spirit wooe, 

That he will now but onely studie ^rv. 

Let nos be nobis, and the contra goe. 

So shall our Muses sweetest musique nuike. 

When gratious spirits doe agree in one : 

And euery foole may not example take 

At our vnnaturall dissention : 

Let euery Asse goe by himselfe alone : 
And let vs seeme as though we knewe them not. 
Since no more good is by them to be got' 

One bit of advice is excellent, of the 
lowly : — 

* If you will needes be merry with your wits. 
Take heed of names, and figuring of natures : 
And tell how neere the goose the gander sits : 
Of Hob and Sib, and of such silly creatures : 

Of Croydon sanguine and of home made features : 
But skome them not, for they are honest people. 
Although perhaps they neuer saw Paules steeple.' 

Other personal allusions are interesting, 
particularly his modest but distinct dis- 
avowal of 'learning' or of having taken a 
degree at the University : — 

• Bring in no Verses for Authorities : 
As in presenti, and leaue out the R : 
Tis fit for Babes in their minorities, 
Emong their formes, to fall at such a iarre. 
Nocke verses are for theeues but at the Barre. 

God blesse vs man from euer commlng there : 
A guiltie heart can scarcely reade for feare. 

Bacchus and Ceres were the Gods below : 
And there shall be, and neuer come aboue. 
And Claret wine will quicken wit I trowe : 
By the Redde Crosse, I sweare, it is to proue : 
But, what should Scholers, wine and sugar moue. 
To bring in so Appollo and virorum f 
When wise men smile at horum hantm Aomrn. 
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But, pardon me, if that I speake false Latine 
For lacke of learning : I no scholar am : 
My masters gowne deserues no iajot of Satine : 
I neuer to degree of Master came : 
But, where small learning might attaine the same : 
And for a verse in Latine, let me see : 
Alas, they haue too many feete for mee. 

But, let me loue that language yet of olde. 
For Ergos sake, that many a time deluded 
My troubled harte, that knewe not what to holde 
Should be vpon the consequence concluded, 
WhUe many a Placet for his place entruded : 
Vntill the Bell had broake vp schoole, and then 
Sufficient, made a world of propre men. 

And I among them, not the least contented 
To see both Maior, and the Minor cease, 
Full many a time my hastie will repented, 
When I haue wisht a Placet hold his peace : 
Whose sophystrie would so my feare increase. 

That to be short, my learning was so little. 

As I may write my Title in a tittle. 

Looke not therefore for arguments of Arte : 
But from the painted cloth vpon the wall. 
What I haue leam'd I kindely doe imparte. 
Hoping to purchase no ill wiU at all : 
Because, so rudely to my worke I iialL 
Such weaknesse my poore wits are come vnto, 
That beasts, and birds, must teach me what to do. 

My librarie is but experience : 
The Authours, Men, that in my notes I finde : 
My notes, the natures of such difference. 
As may descry each other in their kinde : 
Where, if my wit and senses be not blinde, 
I doe percdue in too much ill desarte : 
Pride in a Scholer, makes a foole by Arte. 

Blame me not then, if that I iudge amisse : 
The Sunne and Moone are my Astronomic : 
When you beholde where all my cunning is, 
Charge not simplidtie with villany : 
It were enough to breede an agony 
In many a man : but truely not in me, 
That make no care, what ere your censure be. 

If it be good, I thanke ]rou for good will : 
If contiarie, so oontrarie come to you. 
If it be well, I can not take it ill : 
If otherwise, the like good may it doe you. 
If kindely then, as kindly let me wooe you 

To leaue such ierkings, least they smart too sore. 

Loue me as I doe you, I aske no more. 

But yet, me thinkes, I see you smile at mee. 

As though my Rules were scarcely worth the reading 

And that a silly painted doath should be 

rhe Librarie of all my learnings breeding : 

And that my wits bad need of too much weeding. 

O what a burthen must my patience cary ? 

The Alehouse is the Asses Dictionary. 



But for the Alehouse and the Painted Cloth, 
If ought I finde there, that be worth the noting. 
Laying aside the filthy drouken froth : 
What good I see, I will not skippe the coating. 
A good Redde Herring may be worth the bloting. 
Better a good wit in an Alehouse sit, 
Then finde an Alehouse in an idle wit. 

So much in honour of my homely booke : 
Wherdn the Birds and beasts so wisely speake : 
And so much for the notes from them I tooke. 
To helpe such wits as will hath made too workc, 
Into the bounds of blessed thoughts to breakc. 
Now, for the natures of those notes, you see 
What cause you haue to thinke amisse of me. ' 

Further : — 

* I will not meddle with Quee Marihus, 
The Propria will trouble me too much : 
Nor yet. Qui mihi Discipulus : 
Elxcept I knew my mastership were such, 
As somewhat might a gratious Scholer tuch. 

No, I ^ill let the Latine lines alone ; 

And speake a few more English, and be gone. 

Let all good wiU, if any good there be ; 
Leaue trussing, and vntrussing of their points, 
And heare thus much (although not leame) of me ; 
The spirits, that the Oyle of Grace annoyntes. 
Will keepe their senses in those sacred ioyuts. 

That each true-learned, Christian-harted brother, 

Will be vnwiUing to offend another. 

And so would I ; for if in truthe, I knewe 
(Although it were full much against my will) 
I should offend but any one of you. 
That might conceiue iust cause to wish me ill : 
I would throwe downe my Inke, and break my quill. 
Ere I would write one word to such an ende, 
As might but gaine a foe. or lose a friende. 

In kindnesse then let me entreate you thus : 
If that your leasure seme you, looke it ouer : 
And what you finde that you may take amisse. 
Let my confession of such learning couer, 
Let euery Poet be each others louer. 
Let vs note follies, and be warned by them : 
But not in writing, to the world descry them. 

It is a plot among pemidous braines, 
To breede a brawle twixt better-natur'd wits. 
By soothing sinne with humour of disdaines, 
Vndll they fall into some raging fits, 
Wherdn the fruite but of Repentance sits : 

But let them listen to those tongues that Ust, 

Let vs not labour for Nad I wist. 

Let Noddies go to cuffes for bloudie noses : 
Let vs but laugh to see their lack of Reason : 
Leaue them their weedes, and let vs gather Roses, 
And reap our wheat, while they do pick on peason. 
Let vs hate lies, ii^gratitude, and treason, 
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And with our friends in fond conceipts to striae. 
And we shall be the blessed'st men aliue.' 

Still further he pleads with ' better-natured 
wits ' to be friendly with each other : — 

' If that a minde be full of misery, 

What villainy is it to vexe it more? 

And if a wench doe treade her shooe awry, 

What honest heart will tume her out of dore? 

Oh, if our faultes were all vpon the skore : 

What man so holy, but would be ashamed. 

To heare himselfe vpon the Schedule named ? 

I>;t \-s then leaue our biting kinde of verses : 
They are too bitter for a gentler taste. 
Sharpe-pointed speach so neare the spirit pearces, 
As growes to rankle ere the poison waste. 
But let all be forgotten that is past : 

And let vs all agree in one in this : 

Let God alone to mend what is amissr. 

But if we needes will try our wits to write, 
And striue to mount our Muses to the height, 
Oh let vs labour for that heauenly light. 
That may direct vs in our passage strdght : 
Where humble wits may holy will awaite ; 
And there to finde that worke to write and reede. 
That may be worth the looking on indeede. 

To shewe the life of vnitie in lone, 
Where neuer discord doth the musique marre : 
But, in the blessing of the soules bdioue. 
To see the light of that farre-shining starre. 
Which shews the day that neuer night can marre : 
But in the brightnesse of etemall glory, 
How loue and life doe make a blessed story. 

If we be toucht with sorrow of our sinnes, 
Expresse our passions as the Psalmist did : 
And shew how mercy, hopes reliefe bonnes, 
Where greatest harmes are in repentance hid : 
Where Grace in Mercy doth despaire forbid : 
And sing of Him, and of his glory such, 
Who hateth sinne, yet will forgiue so much. 

And let our hymnes be Angell harmonie. 
Where Halleluiah makes the heauens to ring : 
And make a consort of such companie. 
As make the Quire but to their holy King : 
This, then, I say, would be a blessed thing : 

When all the world might ioy to heare and see 

How Poets, in such Poetry agree.' 

And onward : — 

' Let vs all Poets then agree together. 

To run from hell, and fained Helicon ; 

And looke at heauen, and humbly hie vs thither, 

Where Graces shall be let in, euery one, 

To sing a part in Glories vnion ; 
And there to settle aU our soules desire. 
To heare the musicke of that heauenly Quire. 



Let Ottid, with Narcissus idle tale, 

Weare out his yfixs with figurative Cables. 

Old idle Histories grow to be so stale. 

That clo!»-nes almost haue bard them from thdr tables. 

And Pkmbus, with his horses, and his stables : 
Leaue them to babies : make them a better dioise 
Of sweeter matter for their soules reioyoe.' 

Here is another personal reference : — 

' And since my selfe haue marched in that nmke 
Where Mercury commanded Pallas Traine, 
And spent my spirits in my thoughts, as franke 
As he that thought he had a better vaine : 
I must confesse, what idle humours gaine ; 
A fnmipe, a fix>wne, a foyle, or ds a feare : 
When wil doth write that reason cannot heare. 

No, truely no : this world is not for me. 

I will no longer be fantastical] ; 

But winke at folly, when the foole I see : 

That in his gesture is so finicall. 

As if his spirit were Poeticall : 
And thinke it better were my wits at Schoole, 
Then spoyle my wits in painting of a foole. 

Vpon the painted doth, the Nightingale 
Did bid me heare, and see, and say the best. 
The sea Mew sayes it is a cruell gale. 
That driues the Swallow deane out of her nest 
Why, simple noses now can bide no iest : 
And Poets, that are open in Inuectines, 
Doe often CeJI vpon too much defectiues. 

Bdeeue me brother, tis as thou doest write : 
Poets should wright by heauenly inspiration : 
But he that is possessed with despight, 
Shewes but a wicked kinde of instigation ; 
To thinke by scofifes to make a reformation. 
No, let vs aU goe backe to venues Schooles, 
And let the world alone to bring vp fooles. 

I haue bene vaine as any roan aliue : 
But would be vertuous now, if I knew bow : 
And euery day, and houre, and minute striue 
My wicked heart to better grace to bow. 
Then let me say, as to mjrselfe, to you ; 
Let vs leaue all our idle imperfections, 
And study vertue, for our lines directions. 

For God sake let vs then our follies leaue. 

And not lay open one anothers ill ; 

But in our conscience leame for to concdue. 

How heedlesse wit may be abus'd by will, 

And haue a care so wdl to vse our skill. 
We may be loued for our learned lines. 
Where gracious spirits Poets make diuines. 

And for my selfe, I meane the Ice to breake, 
Vnto the passage of that Plaiadice ; 
Where rauisht Grace may of that glory speake. 
Where mercy Hues, and comfort neuer dyes, 
And the best praise of any Poet lies : 
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Or at the least if any went before, 

Follow that line, and loue the world no more.' 

The following stanzas as related to * The 
Whipping of the Satyre' by *W. I.' are 
specially to be noted, inasmuch as in * No 
Whippinge * Breton ridicules them in his own 
sweet-blooded fashion : — 

' As a blind begger guided by his boy, 
Stands in the way of some frequented place. 
And cryes, Alas, I doe no sight inioy : 
For lesus sake, take pity on my case ; 
Bestowe one penny ; God your sight mayntayne ; 
The Lord in heauen will you reward agayne. 

And still his boy (like a Parenthesb) 

Comes in. For Gods sake help the poore and blind ; 

And leads him forward with a string, I wisse, 

Spying about some Gentleman to find. 

Then they poore soules make toward him apace, 

And both together pleade their wofull case. 

If he doth passe, and doth not passe for it. 
The boy runnes after with a ruthfull crie. 
Good courteous Gentlenum, for Gods sake yet. 
Here's a three halfpence, but one half-penny : 
So your blind errour by deuotion led, 
Wearies the senses of the Readers head.' 

(C verso andC a.) 

Here is Breton's retort : — 

' What right bred wits, will haue to doe with blind men, 
EspedaUy blind beggers and their boyes? 
They that haue iudgement, how indeed to find men 
Wil think such younkers but hobberdie-hoyes. 
That ply their wits vnto such paltrie toyes : 
Or els to shew, that he hath leam'd in part. 
To rob the blinde man of his baggers art' 

Another stanza is also laughed at by 
Breton. It runs thus : — 

' Your Readers tongue at euery leafe doth tyre : 

Then for a bayte of fresher breath doth stay, 

Each lyne he thinks a lane, and doth desire. 

It were as playne as Dunsuble high way ; 

When I dare speake it, at the best mans table. 

You deale as playne as any Dunse is able.' (C. 4p. 3.) 

Here is * No Whippinge's ' reply : — 

' And what haue we to doe with pilgrimage, 

To waike bare witted to S. Dunces well ? 

A Grammer Scholer but of ten yeeres age. 

That scarse hath leam'd his Latine lines to spell. 

Will soone by heart, a better story tell : 
And say, such Poets as their wits so tosse. 
Make all their walkes by little witlam crosse.' 

He adds another gentle, modest assurance, 
after dilating on the ' blind begger ' allusion 



in other three stanzas, and works in his often- 
used and curious expression *woe-begon 
him' and his contempt for 'ballad-makers' 
(cf. n. Critical) : — 

' But for I doubt, some men of good profession, 
Will take exceptions at my table-writing : 
To honest mindes I make my hearts confession ; 
My soule is free from vertuous spirits spighting : 
Not one of them is in my thoughts endighting. 
I rather wish, God blesse them and their Arts, 
And let the blind men play the Beggers parts. 

For all good Poets will cry out vpon him. 

That falles to blindenes and to beggery : 

And in his wits, be so farre woe-begon him. 

That in an humour, of base trumpery. 

The world may see. in idle foolery, 
A Ballad-maker would haue bene a Poet : 
But that he knew not in what point to shew it ' 

He concludes with a final wistful appeal 
to his fellow-poets for consecration of their 
gifts to ' higher strains ' : — 

' Oh Poets, tume the humour of your braines, 
Vnto some heauenly Muse, or meditation ; 
And let your spirits there imploy your paines. 
Where neuer weary, needs no recreation. 
While God doth blesse each gracious cogitation. 
For proud comparisons are alwayes odious : 
But humble Muses musicke is melodious. 

No, no : let fande weane her selfe from folly ; . ** 
And heauenly prayers grace our Poetrie.\ 
Let vs not loue the thought that is npt»holy. 
Nor bend our mindes to blinde mens b^ggerie'.: 
But let vs thinke it our soules misery, 

That all our Muses doe not ioyne in one, 

To make a Quire to sing to God alone. 

For could our spirits all agree together. 
In the true ground of vertues humble grace. 
To sing of heauen, and of the high-way thither, 
And of the ioyes in that most ioyfull place. 
Where Angels armes the blessed soules embrace ; 
Then God himselfe would blesse our soules enditiDg, 
And al the world would loue a Poets writing.' 

FINIS. 

Doubtless Breton felt called on (apart 
fi-om other motives) to ' reproue ' the * Whip- 
ping of the Satire ' from the direct allusion 
to one of his raciest books, as follows, in the 
portion devoted to the Epigrammist : — 

' It seemes your brother Saiyrt and ye twayne. 
Plotted three wayes to put the Diuell downe ; 
One should outrayle him by invectiue vaine. 
One all to flout him like a countiey downe ; 
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And one in action, on a stage out-face, 
And play vpon him to his great disgrace. 

You Humourist, if it be true I heare, 
An action thus against the Diuell brought. 
Sending your humours to each Theater, 
To serue the ^rit that ye had gotten out 
That Mad-cap yet superiour praise doth win. 
Who out of hope euen casts his cap at sin.' 

(F. 3 verso.) 

In margin on 1. 2, ' Against the booke of 
Humours/ and on L 5, ' Pasquils Madniap.' ' 

Under i8th May 1602 is entered * A Poste 
with a Mad packet of Letters.' This was 
the first part of what proved a most popular 
venture. It was first published in 1603. 
The Bibliographers record numerous after- 
editions on to 1685. The dates of the 
Letters are adapted to the dates of publica- 
tion of the several editions. In my Notes 
and Illustrations to the * Mad Packet of 
Letters * — as ab:eady partially exemplified — 
there are a number of touching personal 
allusions. In addition to 'Gawthorpe' — 
seat of the Gascoignes — there are * Chaulk- 
ley ' and ' my lodging in the little College ' 
(Ft il Letter 14) and * Arthingworth ' (/^. 
Letter 32). One Letter, which like the 
others specified it is to be noted is signed 
with his own initials, is of rare biographic 
interest It reads to me as a bit of his own 
sorrowful life ; and as such presents the old 
man — about sixty probably — fallen on evil 
days and tongues. This Letter must appear 
in full here (Ft. ii. Letter 19) : — 

1 My friend Dr. Briiuley Nicholson has made it probable 
that a William Ingram of Cambridge was the W. I. of ' The 
Whipping of the Satyre.' See Letters in Tke Atfuncmm as I 
write (1879). I would refer the reader to my collection of John 
Marston's Poems for relation of these poems to him. I show 
there that Marston could not possibly have been the author of 
Tht Whipptr of tkt Satyre ku ^nnanct in a wkiU Sfuete^ 
herein differing from Mr. W. C. Hazlitt, Dr. Nicholson, and 
Mr. Charles Edmonds. The only allusion to * The Whipping 
of the Satire ' that I know is in Dekker's ' Untrussang of the 
Humorous Poet' (Dramatic Works, vol i. p. 960: Pearson, 
1873)—* Sirra stincker, thour't but vntrussed now, I owe thee 
a whipping still, and I '11 pay it : I haue layde roddes in Pisse 
and Vineger for thee : It shall not bee the Whippi$tg a' tK 
Satyr* t nor the Whipping of the blinde-Beare, but of a counter- 
feit lugler, that steales the name of Horace.' This lodes very 
like a disavowal for Marston of the ' Whipper c^ the Satire,' 
or why Idt phrase 'roddct in piase 'f 



Tq my dearest beloved friend on earth, H. (K 

Honest Harrie, out of a tnmbled spirit of a tormen- 
ted heart, I write to thee, ft therefore beare with my 
skill, if it be not in the pleasing nature of so good an 
humour as I could wish, and tbou art worthy of : but 
as I know thee able to judge of colours better then 
the blinde eyes and be^le-heads, and of that true kind- 
nesse that can & doth rather comfort the afflicted, then 
encrease the sorrowes of the distressed : let me impart to 
thee some part of my passion, that patience in thy pitty 
may better play her part in my spirit : what shal I ny ? 
I Hue as vrithout life pleasured in nothing, crossed in aU 
hopes, put in many feares, languishing in many sorroweiw 
& troubled with the griefe of a wounded conscience : 
not with the horrour of Murther, the feare of Treason, 
nor delight of sin, but with the cruelty of Fortune, the 
vnkindnesse of Friends, and the breach of credit, and 
most of all with them whom I most loue. Oh God my 
heart aketh, & blame it not : and my Spirit moumeth. 
and reproue it not : for though patience be a vertue thai 
maketh men diuine, yet there is but one Christ, and men 
are no Angels : and let me tell the truth, the miserie of 
my life is intolerable in the sense of nature : for, compare 
the aflRictions of the most patient, with the causes of my 
passions, and prouide a world of pity to behold the map 
of my miseries : hath one man be^e weahhy and be- 
come poore? so am I : hath another suffered wrong? so 
doe I : another buried his Parents, Children, and deare 
friends ? so haue I : another trauelled £arre in hope of 
gaine, and returned with losse ? so haue I : another betee 
wounded in the warres, fared hard, lain in a cold bed 
many a bitter storme, and be^ne at many a hard banquet ? 
all these haue I : another imprisoned? so haue I : 
another long bin sicke? so haue I : another plagued 
with an vnquiet wife? so am I : another indebted, to his 
hearts griefe, and faine would pay and cannot ? so am 
I : in sum, any of these crosses are able to kill the 
heart of a kinde Spirit, and all these lie at once so 
heauy vpon my heart, as nothing but the hand of God 
can remoue : besides my continuall toile for the reward 
of vnqvietnesse, while that whid) should bee my comfort, 
is my corrosiue : imagine how with all this I can line, and 
thinke what a death it is thus to line. Oh for the scome 
of the proud, the abuse of the yngradous, the scoflfe of 
the foolish, and the scanning of the vnldnd : the company 
of the discontentiue, and the want of the most affected : 
the disgrace of learning, the losse of time, and the misery 
of want : if their be a hell on earth, it cannot be farre 
from this caue of my discomfort : where I am sure, the 
deuill, seeing my desire to seme God, layeth aU hisbarres 
he can in the way for my discomfort : but I defie him, 
and hope in Christ that my lining and louing God, who 
hath tryed my soule in aduersities, wQ one day in his 
mercie so looke vpon me, that the deuil shal be driuoi 
back from his purpose, and, the teares of my body wiped 
away, I shall rejoyce in such a joy, as, all my griefes 
cleane forgotten, my heart and soule shall in the joy of 
my sense, in the beauenly harmony of a holy hymne, sing 
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a new song of praise to the glory of my Sauiour : for the 
hastening whereof in my deliuerance from my torments* 
and comforts in his mercies, I will frame my daily prayers, 
and be assured of thy Amen : but I feare I am too tedious, 
and therefore will thus end : Qod continue my patience 
but not my sorrowes : giue me deliuerance from my 
miseries, and make me thankfiill for his blessings, and 
blesse th^ with as much happinesse as thou knowest I 
want, so leaning my hopes to his mercies, and vs both 
to his tuition : I rest with as little rest as I thinke any 
man can rest. Thine or not mine amne^ N, B, 

One queries wistfully whether the H. W. 
were Henry Willoughby, the poet of 
' Willobies Avisa 'f Be it noted that Breton 
had (eheu !) an ' vnquiet wife ' and that he 
had buried 'Parents and Children' — the 
latter agreeing with the entries in St Giles 
Cripplegate Register (a«/r). 

The 'Packet of Letters' is exceedingly 
entertaining even to-day. I know scarcely 
any contemporary book of such bright good 
English, or so packed full with anecdotes 
and incidents, wise saws and instances, quips 
and proverbs, hits and jests and humours, 
reflective of the old Elizabethan times. En 
passofit^ my eye has just caught the phrase, 
' I finde . . . loue so idle an humour, that 
I am afraid to lose time in it' (Ft i. Letter ii). 
Whence came the extraordinary popularity of 
this word ' humour ' in those days I Perhaps 
it began with Shylock's ' I'll not ansuer that; 
but say it is my humour : is it answered t ' 
At all events I think its employment in title- 
pages begins with Chapman's 'Humorous 
Day's Mirth ' (dated 1597), and Ben Jonson's 
^ Every Man in his Humour^ (dated 1598). 
From that time, in spite of Shakespeare's 
ridicule and Jonson's remonstrances, the 
word spread and flourished, and hardly a 
popular author of the period escaped putting 
it on a title-page, epistle, or somewhere. 
Davies of Hereford, like Breton, uses it 
The scores of 'Humorous' books may be 
appropriately concluded with John Day's 
* Humour out of Breath* (1608) — ^by which 
time the public were probably rather tired of 
the word, as afterwards it only occurs now 



and then. Breton himself seems to have 
tired of it a little when he put his ' Packet of 
Letters' into its latest shape: for I have 
noticed at least five cases in which the word 
'humour' of edition 1603 was replaced by 
some other later. Similarly Shakespeare 
lessened his use of it. 

The success of the ' Packet of Letters ' 
led to rivalry. I have now before me * A 
Speedie Poste, with certaine New Letters. 
Or The first fruits of new Conceits, neuer 
yet disclosed. Now published for the 
helpe of such as are desirous to learne to 
write Letters. By L W., Gent' 1625, (4to.) 
Another edition— also before me — ^approaches 
still nearer Breton's title-page, as thus : — ' A 
Speedy Post with a Packet of Letters and 
Complements : Usefiill for England, Scotland, 
and Ireland. Or The first fruits of New 
Conceits, neuer yet disclosed Newly pub- 
lished for the help of such as are desirous to 
learne to write Letters in Court, City, and 
Countrey. By L W., Gent' 1645. (4^0.) 
Another is entitled, ' Cupids Messenger : or 
A trusty Friend stored with sundry sorts of 
serious, witty, pleasing, amorous, and delight- 
fiill Letters,' 163 1. (4to.). These are not 
without their value ; but are infinitely inferior 
to Breton's book in sulktance and style. 

The hit made by the ' Packet of Letters' 
was followed up with books of kin with it, 
e^. ' A merry Dialouge betwixte Twoo Tra- 
uellers, Lorenzo and Dorindo' {x) : 'Wonders 
or Newes worth the hearinge,' etc {y)i 'I 
praie be not angrie' (5): 'An Old Man's 
Lesson and A Young Man's Loue' {cc)i 
' Wytte's Priuate Wealth,' etc {ee) : ' A Mad 
World' {gg)i 'Caracters morall and Devine' 
(jj)i 'A Dialogue betwixt a Courtier and a 
Countryman' {nn): 'Strange Newes,' etc 
{^)j and 'Grimello's Fortunes' (jy)^ and 
'The Honour of Valour' («s), and 'Honest 
Counsaile,' etc. {aaa). These are all man- 
ners-painting and in a quiet modest way 
morally hortatory. They make us wishful 
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to know whither, and with whom he went 
on his Trauells. He must have gone to the 
* Low Countries,' France, Italy, and possibly 
Spain. He avows in the letter quoted (p. 
xxxviii) that he had been ' wounded in the 
warres.' 

In grouping these works together, I have 
over-passed others. There was in 1600 
^ Melancholikt Humors^ (uu) ; which is over- 
shadowed in my judgment with the great 
sorrow of the break with the Countess of Pem- 
broke. There was in 1602 *The Mother's 
Blessing' — tender and beautiful, and 'A 
True Description of Unthankfulness,* etc 
(xx) — ^most affecting. There was the ex- 
quisite ' Passionate Shepherd' in 1604 (aa). 
There was in 1605 'The Soules Immortall 
Crowne,' etc. (dd). There was in 1607 'A 
Murmurer,' and later 'The Hate of Trea- 
son' (^c) — both looking to the new king 
(James I.). There was in 1608 'Divine 
Considerations' (M). There was in 1 614 
'I would and I would not' {M): in 161 6, 
'Crossing the Proverbs' (//). In 1622 two 
books are entered in the Stationers' Registers 
of which no solitary exemplars survive, viz., 
•Nay. then' (^^): 'Oddes: or all the World 
to Nothing' (rr). Finally: 'Fantasticks' 
appeared in 1626. This is unquestionably 
one of his brightest, most vivid, most admir- 
able books. The marvel is that it has all 



the e/an and sparkle of youth, while its 
phrasing and wording is of his finest warbled 
prose. It is specially important to note that 
' Fantasticks ' did first appear in 1626 ; for 
the other Nicholas Breton contemporary, 
of the Staffordshire and Northampton lines, 
who has been mistaken for our Worthy, died 
two years before, viz. in 1624.^ 

The name of Nicholas Breton suddenly 
disappears after 'Fantasticks,' except in 
assignment of some of his earlier books in 
the Stationers' Registers. In all likelihood he 
died in 1626. If — as has been seen approxi- 
mately — he was bom in 1542-3, he would 
then be in his eighty-third year. I bare my 
brow to this fine ' old English gentleman all 
of the olden time.' To my mind's eye he 
stands forth a brave pathetic figure of the 
Elizabethan days. Seeing that hitherto next 
to nothing has been known or told of him, 
and that little, blundering, e^., Fan and 
others dub him Sir Nicholas Breton, while 
Ellis, Brydges, Corser, Collier, and others 
confound him with Captain Nicholas Breton 
(ut supra)^ I may be forgiven if I am some- 
what proud of having brought together so 
much concerning him. Henceforward I 
trust (as in other cases of my Worthies) he 
will abide not umbra nominis^ but a living 
personality. 

1 See all the authorities named su^ra. 



II.— CRITICAL. 



Turning now from the Writer to his Writ- 
ings in Verse and Prose — the two about 
equally dividing the Works — there are cer- 
tain things in them that may, perhaps, with 
advantage be stated and illustrated. 
I arrange them thus : — 
I. Characteristics. 
II. Shakespereana. 



III. Notabilia. 

IV. Satires and Epistles-Dedicatory, 

ETC 

V. Claims. 
VI. Desiderata. 

I. Characteristics. — These I sub-arrange 
as follows : — 
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I. Style — concinnity and melody. 2. 
Brightness. 3. Freshness. 4. Sweet- 
ness. 5. Tenderness. 6. Purity. 

I. Concinnity and Melody. — In an age 
when great folios and squab quartos were 
the rule and the rage, Nicholas Breton 
elected to write only small books that could 
readily be issued as thin quartos or slight 
duodecimos. He had all a book-lover's fancy 
for dainty form ; and all of his productions 
were beautifully printed and not infrequently 
notably adorned, e^. his ' Soule's Immortal 
Crowne' b a charming volume, with its 
woodcut bordering of quaint and intricate 
and var3ring devices.^ In contrast with the 
largeness and diffuseness of many of his con- 
temporaries, I regard it as a merit in our 
Worthy that he took time to be brief and 
compact One secret of this is — as I have 
noted — the concinnity of his style. There are 
few Elizabethan prose-writers — Bacon stands 
alone in his * Essaies ' — ^who so abounds in 
'picked and packed words.' Our word 
' fluent ' has deteriorated in latter days ; so 
as to express mere volubility; but in its 
etymological sense it is nicely descriptive of 
Breton's style. It ' flows ' with crystal clear- 
ness and closeness all round the thought, 
fancy, metaphor, apophthegm, quip, saying, 
story, that the Author wishes to tell us. I 
would have called it ' sinuous ' were it not 
that somehow again the hiss of the serpent 
is inevitably associated with the word. 
Ad aperturam libri^ his 'Characters vpon 
Essaies' and 'Good and Badde,' it would 
be preposterous to compare with Bacon's for 
weight and intellectual richness, and an 
unnameable charm of phrasing. But putting 
them out of court, I know not where to 
find better English, more substantive think- 
ing (within its own relatively modest limits), 
or more memorable portraiture, as with a 
stroke of the pen— comparable in a way with 
the pencilled memoranda of the great Art- 
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Masters. 'J'he * Characters ' are ' Wisdome,' 
* Learning,' ' Knowledge,' ' Practice,' * Pa- 
tience,' 'Loue,' 'Peace,' 'Warre,' 'Valor,' 
' Resolution,' ' Honor,' ' Truth,' ' Time,' 
'Death,' 'Faith,' and 'Feare.' Let the 
penultimate one stand as a fair represen- 
tation—conveniently short— of the rest. 
Thus :— 

faith. 

* Faith is the hand of the soul which layeth hold of 
the promises of Christ in the mercy of the Almighty : 
Shee hath a bright eye and a holy eare. a cleare heart 
and sure foot : she is the strength of Hope, the trust of 
Truth, the honour of Amitie and the ioy of Loue ; shee 
is rare among the sonnes of men and hardly found 
among the daughters of woemen ; but among the sonnes 
of God she is a conueyance of their inheritance and 
among the daughters of Grace she is the assurance of 
their portions. Her dwelling is in the Church of God, 
her conuersation with the Saints of God, her delight with 
the beloued of God and her life is in the loue of God : 
shee knowes no falshood, distrusts no Truth, breakes 
no promise and coines no excuse, but as bright as the 
Sunne, as swift as the winde, as sure as the rocke, and 
as pure as the gold, she lookes toward heauen, but lines 
in the world, in the soules of the Elect to the glory of 
Election : she was wounded in Paradise by a dart of the 
DeuiU and healed of her hurt by the death of Christ 
lesus : she is the poore mans credit and the rich mans 
praise, the wise mans care and the good mans cognizance. 
In summe, finding her worth, in words hardly to be 
expressed, I will in these few words onely deUuer my 
opinion of her : Shee is Gods blessing and mans blisse, 
reasons comfort and vertues glory.' ^ 

* The Good and The Badde ' embrace ' A 
Worthy King ' and ' An Vnworthy King,' ' A 
Worthy Queene' with no 'Vnworthy,' *A 
Worthy' and 'An Vnworthy Prince,' 'A 
Worthie' and ' Vnworthie Priuy Councellor,' 
' A Noble ' and ' Vnoble Man,' ' A Worthie ' 
and ' Vnworthy Bishop,' * A Worthy ' and 
' Vnworthy ludge,' ' A Worthie ' and 
' Vnworthy Knight,' ' A Worthy ' and 
' Vnworthy Gentleman,' ' A Worthy * and 
' Vnworthy Lawyer,' ' A Worthy ' and ' An 
Vntrained Souldier,' 'A Worthy' and 'An 
Vnworthy Physician,' ' A Worthy ' and ' Vn- 
worthy Marchant,' ' A good Man ' and ' An 
Atheist or most badde Man,' ' A Wbe Man ' 
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and * A Foole,' * An Honest Man ' and * A 
Knaue/ *An Vsurer' and *A Beggar/ a 

* Virgin ' and * A Wanton Woman/ * A Quiet ' 
and * An Vnquiet Woman/ ' A Good Wife * 
and * An Effeminate Foole/ ' A Parasite/ 

* A Bawde/ ' A Drunkard/ * A Coward,' ' An 
Honest Poore Man/ * A lust Man ' and * A 
Repentant Sinner/ * A Reprobate/ * An Old 
Man/ * A Young Man/ and * A Holy Man.* 
Two must represent the whole, viz., *A 
Worthy ' and ' An Vnworthy Lawyer,' and 

* An Vnworthy Physician.* 

1^. A Worthy Lawyer. 

* A worthy Lawyer is the studicnt of knowledge, how 
to bring controuersics into a conclusion of peace and out 
of ignorance to gaine vnderstanding. Hee diuides time | 
into vses and cases into constructiones. Hee layes open 
obscurities and is praysed for the speech of truth, and 
in the court of conscience pleads much in forma pauperis^ 
for small fees. He is a meane for the preseruation of ; 
titles and the holding of possessions and a great instru- 
ment of peace in the iudgement of impartiality. Hee is 
the clyent's hope, in his case's pleading and his heart's , 
comfort in a happy issue. Hee is the finder out of tricks ' 
in the craft of ill conscience and the ioy of the distressed 
in the reliufe of lustice. In summe, hee is a maker of 
peace among the spirits of contention and a continuer 
of quiet in the execution of the Law. ' 

19. An Vnworthy Lawyer, 

' An vnleamed and vnworthily called a Lawyer, is the 
figure of a foot-post, who carries letters but knowes not 
what is in them, only can read the superscriptions to direct 
them to their right owners. So trudgeth this simple clarke, 
that can scarce read a case when it is WTitten, with his 
hand-full of papers fronri one Court to another and from 
one counsellor's chamber to another, when by his good 
payment for his paines hee will bee so sawcy as to call 
himselfe a Sollicitor. But what a taking are poore clients 
in when this too much trusted cunning companion, better 
redde in Pierce Plowman then in Ploydon and in the Play 
of Richard the Third then in the Pleas of Edward the 
Fourth : perswades them all is sure when hee is sure of 
all 1 and in what a misery are the poore men when vpon 
a Nihil dicit because indcede this poore fellow, Nihil 
potest dicere, they are in danger of an execution before 
they know wherefore they are condemned. But I wish 
all such more wicked then witty vnleamed in the Law 
and abusers of the same, to looke a little better into 
their consciences and to leaue their crafty courses, lest 
when the Law indeede laies them open, insteede of carry- 
ing papers in their hands they weare not papers on their 
heads and instead of giuing eare to their clients' causes 
or rather eies into their purses, they haue nere an eare 



left to heare withal, nor good eie to see whhaU ; or at 
least honest face to looke out withall, but as the gim«-> 
hoppers of Egypt bee counted the caterpiUers of England 
and not the foxe that stole the goose bat the great foxe 
that stole the farme from the gander.' 

23. An Vttworthy Physician, 

* An vnleamed and so vnworthy Physician, is a kinde 
of horse-leech, whose cure is most in drawing of bksud 
and a desperate purge, either to cure or kill, as it hits. 
His discourse is most of the cures that hee hath done 
and them afarre off ; and not a receipt vnder a hundreth 
pounds, though it be not worth three halfe-peaoe. 
Vpon the market-day he is much haunted with vrinalSt 
where if he finde anything (though he knowe nothing) 
yet hee will say somewhat, which if it hit to some 
purpose, with a fewe fustian words hee will seeme a piece 
of strange stuffe. Hee is neuer without old merry 
tales and stale iests to make olde folkes laugh and com- 
fits or plummes in his pocket to please little children ; 
yea and he will be talking of complexions though he 
know nothing of their dispositions ; and if his medicine 
doe a fcatc he is a made man among foolcs ; but beinf^ 
wholly vnleamed, and oft-times vnhonest, let me thus 
briefly describe him. He is a plaine kinde <^ mounte- 
banke, and a true quackc-saluer, a danger for the sicke 
to dcale withall, and a dizard in the world to taike 
withaU.'! 

In the recollection of much contemporary 
long-winded writing, I for one estimate 
highly these pregnant, swift antithetic sen- 
tences. They fall into the memory inevit- 
ably as husked seeds wafted before the 
wind into crannies and comers. When you 
dwell upon the thick-coming continuatioiis 
and variations of the initial thought, you find 
that you have bullion, not thinned-out gold- 
leaf. Superadded to the concinnity of the 
Prose is the concinnity combined with 
* melody ' of the Verse. One o* times indeed 
covets more vigour, more rush, more abandon. 
There is a soupgon of monotony in a good 
deal of the sacred Verse. But regarded 
broadly, the Verse of Nicholas Breton 
is matterful, and instinct with ^ melody.' To 
illustrate all this, and coincidently his not 
unfrequent nervous purity of language, I turn 
to his *' Pilgrimage to Paradise ' as thus : — 

' Thou cursed serpent, groundc of al disgrace, 
By Idlenes begetting Ignorance : 
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Which dost the sprigges of fairest rootes deface, 
With loathsome course of life's discountenaunce : 
And makst a pleasure of the spirit's paine, 
Die in thy dreame, and neuer wake againe. 

Sleepe is the soule's disease, the minde's dispight, 
The Curse of Nature, aTid the crosse of rest : 
The thoughte's disquiet, and the darkesome night. 
Wherein the spirit likes the body lest : 
A losse of time and reason's malladie, 
Where death is found but sorrowe's remedy.' 

(VoL I. ^, p. 13, coL I.) 

Again : — 

' And on they walke, vntil anone they came, 
Vnto a Church, not built of lime or stone 
But that true Church, of that Immortal fame 
That is worlde's wonder, and heauen's loue alone : 
Whose head is Christ, whose Martirs are his pillers 
And al whose members, are his wordes' wel-willers. 

The gate, is Grace, Contrition, is the key. 
The locke, is loue, the porter, Penitence : 
Where humble faith, must heauenly fauour stay. 
Till pity talke with vertue's patience : 
While angels' sighes, the sinner's waie deuise. 
To haue his entraunce into paradise. 

Which is in deede the plot of al perfection, 
Drawne by the compasse of diuine conceite, 
Whose line, is life laide by his loue's direction 
Who makes al flesh vpon the spirite waite : 
Whose flowers are fruites of faithe's eternal fauour, 
Sweete to the soule, in euerliuing sauour. 

Now in this grounde, doth line this glorious King, 
Of mercie's life, amidde the fire of loue, 
Who, as the sunne, doth cause the flowers to spring. 
So, by his fire, makes faith her comfort proue : 
When heauenly ruth doth vertue's roote so nourish. 
That, her faire flowers shall grow and euer floorish. 

Now heere the herbes were wholsome sentences, 
Which purge the hart, of euery idle thought : 
And for each grasse, a grace of wit and sences. 
By heauenly blessing from the spirit brought : 
In midst whereof the well of life doth spring, 
About the which the Angels sit and singe. 

Heere is the light that makes the sunne to shine, 
Heere is the brightnes of the morning light, 
Heere is the sunne, that neuer doth decline, 
Heere is the daie, that neuer hath a night, 
Heere is the hope of euerliuing blisse, 
And comforte, that beyonde all knowledge is. 

Heere neuer weede, had euer power to growe. 

Nor euer worme coulde make an herbe to wither, 

But in the path, where all perfections goe, 

Vertue and Nature, kindely went togither, 

And heauenly dewes, did al the fruites so cherish. 

That, neither firuit, nor herbe, nor flower could perish. 



Heere neuer sorrow for the thought of losses, 
Heere euer labour and yet neuer weary : 
Heere neuer feare, of any fatal crosses, 
Heere neuer mourning, and heere euer merry : 
Heere neuer hunger, thurst, nor heat, nor cold. 
But take enough, and stil the store doth holde. 

Heere is the sky, the sun, the moone, and stars. 
Set for a dial, by the heauen's direction : 
Heere neuer cloude their brightest shining barres. 
But show their brightnes in their best perfection : 
Heere, is in some the sweetest light of al. 
From which al Ughts haue their original. 

Heere neuer foote of wicked pride presumed, 
But is excluded heauenlie paradise : 
Heere is the aier with sweetest sweetes perfumed, 
While sinners' sighes is blessed sacrifice : 
When faithful sbules in Angels' armes embraced, 
Are in the eie of glorious fauour graced. 

Heere are the virgins playing. Angels singing, 
The Salutes reioicing, and the Martirs ioying. 
Heere sacred comfortes to the conscience springing, 
And no one thought of discontent anoying : 
Heere hurt was none, and feare of death is neuer, 
But heere is loue, and heere is life for euer. 

Heere sorrowe's teares, doe quenche the heaie of Sinne, 

And fire of loue, doth kindle life againe : 

Heere doth the grounde of glory first beginne, 

And heere is Vertue, in her highest vaine : 

Heere, is in some the state of honour's story, 

And of all goodnes, the eternall glory. 

And heere is, lo that heauenly paradise. 
Whereto the pilgrime, made his pilgrimage : 
Where sacred mercy first did solempnize. 
The spirite to the fleshe in mariage : 
And here the hart did finde his spirit blest, 
To bring the sences to eternall rest.' 

Gloria in exccbis Deo. 
{lb. p. 20.) 

The 'Countesse of Pembrooke's Loue,' 
and *The Countesse of Pembrooke's Passion' 
abound with co-equal passages, though it 
is difficult to detach them for quotation. 
But even thus far, how grotesque is the still 
occasionally disinterred Johnsonian dictum 
about ' the superior grace and finish of 
Waller,' etc etc. ! Even Giles Fletcher 
finds his match in the * Pilgrimage* of 1592. 
I feel sure he knew it. 

2. Brightness. — Sometimes one's im- 
pression of a person or of a book, is incom- 
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municable. It is too subtle as too individual 
to be expressed. I may not be able to con- 
vey my own meaning in this word ' Bright- 
ness;' but to myself there is a singularly 
pleasing sunniness — edged like all light with 
shadow — in these books of Breton. His 
misfortunes, his 'indiscretions/ his hard- 
ships, his wrongs, his lonelinesses, his outliv- 
ing of contemporaries, imparted no sourness 
to his spirit, no bitterness to his tongue, no 
misanthropy to his pen. He abides to the 
end, — with fits of melancholy interposed, — a 
cheery, whole-hearted, sweet-natured, love- 
able old fellow. I have already notified his 
last-published book * Fantasticks ' (voL ii. /). 
It is as strong, as buoyant, as finished, as 
any of all his numerous writings. I can 
think, therefore, of no other word so inter- 
pretative of the feeling excited by these 
revived books of Nicholas Breton as 
this of their * Brightness.' You may look 
into almost any of them, and this 'brightness' 
will gleam upon you. You may be led as 
into some tree-shut-in 'solitary place;' but 
even there a ray of golden light will be shot 
through the boughy green gloom. Unmeta- 
phorically, even his melancholy has semi- 
tones of joy, if also his joy have semi-tones 
of melancholy. I the more readily quote an 
illustration of this exceeding 'Brightness' 
from ' Fantasticks,' because, as his last, it is 
heart-satisfying to think of the 'old man 
eloquent' — then probably beyond his four- 
score years, — thus as whole-hearted and 
radiant as in the early years of Ellizabeth. 
' Fantasticks ' is a fine 'Shepherd's Calender,' 
with poetic touches on which even Edmund 
Spenser should have smiled gracious ap- 
proval. It is to be carried captive away 
back to 'Merry England' of the 'Olden 
Time ' to surrender one*s-self to this book. 
Carry it to the greenwood with you. Reader, 
and an thou art not charmed, I dub thee 

soulless. Here is one out of the many 

word-pictures : — 



Easter dtg^, 

* It is now Easter, and Jacke of Lent is tamed out 
of doores : the Fishermen now hang vp their nets to 
dry, while the Calfe and the Lambe waUce toward 
the Kitchin and the Pastrj : the vehiet heads of the 
Forrests fall at the loose of the Crosse^xm : the Sam- 
man Trowt playes with the Fly. and the Mardi Rabbit 
runnes dead into the dish : the Indian commodities pay 
the Merchants aduenture : and Barbary Sugar puts 
Honey out of countenance : the holy feast is kept ibr 
the faithfull, and a knowne Jew hath no place among 
Christians : the Elarth now beginnes to paint her vppcr 
garment, and the trees put out their young buds, the 
little Kids chew their Cuds, and the Swallow feeds on 
the Flyes in the Ayre : the Storke clenseth the Brookes 
of the Frogges, and the Sparhawke prepares her wiqg 
for the Partridge : the little Fawne is stolne from the 
Doe, and the male Deere beginne to heard : the spirit 
of Youth is inclined to mirth, and the consciOMble 
Scholler will not breake a holy-day : the Minstrell cals 
the Maid from her dinner, and the Loners eyes doe 
troule like Tennis balls. There is mirth and ioy, when 
there is health and liberty : and he that hath money, 
will be no meane man in his mansion : the Ayre is 
wholsome, and the Skye comfortable, the Flowers odo- 
riferous, and the Fruits pleasant : I conclude, it is a dny 
of much delightfulnesse : the Sunnes dancing day. and 
the Earths Holy-day. Farewell' (VoL IL /, p. la.) 

Take again these companion-pictures : — 

Three of the Cloekt, 

* It is now the third houre, and the Windowes of 
Heauen beginne to open, and the Sunne beginnes to 
colour the Clouds in the Sky, before he shew his face to 
the World : Now are the spirits of life, as it were, risen 
out of death : the Cocke cals the seruants to their dayes 
work, and the grasse horses are fetcht from the Pastur^ : 
the Milke-maids begin to looke toward their dayry, and 
the good Huswife beginnes to looke about the boose : 
the Porrage pot is on for the seruants breakfast, and 
hungry stomackes will soone be ready for their victuall : 
the Sparrow beginnes to chirpe about the house, and the 
Birds in the Bushes will bid them welcome to the field : 
the Shepheard sets on his Pitch on the fire, and fills 
his Tar-pot ready for his flocke : the Wheele and the 
Reele b^inne to be set ready, and a merry song makes 
the worke seeme easie : the Plough-man Calls to hamesse 
his horses, and the Thrasher b^^nes to looke toward 
the bame : the Scholler that loues learning, will be hard 
at his Booke, and the Labourer by great, wiU be 
walking toward his worke. In briefe, it is a poroeD of 
time, to good purpose, the exercise of Nature, and the 
entrance into Art. Farewell.' (Vol. II. /, p. 13.) 

Fiue of the Clocke. 

' It is now fiue of the Clocke, and the Snnne is 
going apace vpon his iourney : and fie sluggards, who 
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would be aaleepe : the Bab ring to Player, and the 
streets are full of people, and the high-wayes are stored 
with Trauellers : the Schollers are vp and going to 
sclioole, and the Rods are ready for the Truants correc- 
tion : the Maids are at milking, and the seruants at 
Plough, and the Wheele goes merrily, while the 
Mistresse is by : the Capons and the Chickens must bee 
serued without doore, and the Hogges cry till they haue 
their swill : the Shepheard is almost gotten to his Fold, 
and the Heard beginnes to blow his home through the 
Towne. The blind Fidler is vp with his dance and his 
song, and the Alehouse doore is vnlocked for good 
feDowes : the hounds begin to find after the Hare, and 
horse and foot follow after the cry : the Traudler now 
is well on his way» and if the weather be £aire, he walkes 
with the better cheere : the Carter merrily whistles to his 
horse, and the Boy with his Sling casts stones at the 
Crowes : the Lawyer now b^ns to look on his Case» 
and if he giue good counsel, he is worthy of his Fee : 
In briefe, not to stay too long vpon it, I hold it the 
necessity of Labour, and the note of lYofit Farewell.' 

(Vol. n. /, p. 13.) 

Once more : here are a pair of ' bright ' 
rural scenes, that in their naturalness and 
simplicity, seem to cry scorn on your modem 
elaborate rhetoric of description : — 

Summer. 

' It is now Summer, and Zephirus with his sweet breath 
cooles the parching beames of Titan : the leaues of the 
trees are in whisper talkes of the blessings of the aire, 
while the Nightingale is tuning her throat to refresh the 
weary spirit of the Trauayler : Flora bow brings out her 
Wardrop, and richly embroydreth her greene Apron : 
the Njrmphes of the Woodes in consort with the Muses 
sing an Aue to the Morning, and a Vale to the Sunnes 
setting : the Lambes and the Rabbettes run at base in 
the sandy Warrens, and the Plow landes are couered 
with come : the stately Hart is at Layre in the high wood, 
while the Hare in a furrow sits washing of her face : The 
BuU makes his walke like a Master of the field, and the 
broad-headed Oxe beares the Garland of the nuirket : 
the Angler with a fly takes his pleasure with the fish, 
while the little Merline hath the Partridge in the foot : 
the Hony-dewes perfume the Ajrre, and the Sunny-showers 
are the earths comfort : the Greyhound on the plaine 
makes the faire course : and the wel-mouthed Hound 
makes the Musicke of the woods : the Battaile of the 
fiekt is now stoutly fought, and the proud Rye must 
stoupe to the Sickle : The Carters whistle cheeres his 
forehorse, and drinkeand sweat is the life of the Labourer : 
Idle spirits are banished the limits of Honour, while the 
studious braine brings forth his wonder : the Azure Sky 
sbewes the Heauen is gracious, and the glorious Sunne 
glads the spirit of Nature : The ripened fruits shew the 
beauty of the earth, and the brightnesse of the aire the 
glory of the heauens : In somme, for the world of worth 



I find in it, I thus conclude of it : I hold it a most sweet 
season, the variety of pleasures, and the Paradise of loue. 
Farewell.' (Vol II. /, p. 6.) 

' It is now April, and the Nightingale begins to tune 
her throat against May : the Sunny showers perfume 
the aire, and the Bees begin to goe abroad for honey : 
the Dewe, as in Pearles, hangs vpon the tops of the 
grasse, while the Turtles sit billing vpon the little greene 
boughes : the Trowt begins to play in the Brookes, 
and the Sammon leaues the Sea, to play in the fresh 
waters : The Garden-bankes are full of gay flowers, and 
the Thome and the Plumme send forth their faire BIos- 
somes : the March Colt begins to play, and the Cosset 
Lamb is learned to butt The Poets now make their 
studies in the woods, and the Youth of the Country 
make ready for the Morris-dance ; the little Fishes lye 
nibling at a bait, and the Porpas playes in the pride of the 
tide : the Shepheards pipe entertaines the Princesse of 
Arcadia, and the healthfull Souldier hath a pleasant 
march. The Larke and the Lambe looke vp at the Sun. 
and the labourer is abroad by the dawning of the day : 
Sheepes eyes in Lambs heads, tell kind hearts strange 
tales, while faith and troth make the true Louers knot : 
the aged haires find a fresh life, and the youthfull cheeks 
are as red as a cherry : It were a world to set downe 
the worth of this moneth : But in summe, I thus con- 
clude» I hold it the Heauens blessing, and the Earths 
comfort Farewell.* (Vol II. /, p. 8.) 

Well-nigh everywhere in Breton you have 
* pictures ' of these types ; and for my part 
they beggar the arid * Chronicles ' of Kings 
that usurp the august name of History, and 
infinitely better than formal treatises set 
before me the ' bright ' side of Elizabethan 
England. What was Matthew Browne 
about, that, in his 'Shakespeare's England,' 
he left our Worthy imconsulted ? 

3. Freshness. — The quotations from 
' Fantasticks ' have so-far anticipated this. 
His 'Brightness' is as of sunlight in the 
silver rain and the quivering dew, rather than 
of the blinding sky and sultry air. The 
explanation is that, whether from boyhood- 
associations with the paternal town-house^ 
'fair garden,' *bechen lane,' and the 'farms ' 
in Essex and Lincolnshire, or his friend- 
ships with the gentry of England (as shown 
in his Epistles-dedicatory, e^. the Houghtons 
of Lancashire, the Dallisons, Cradocks, Con- 
quests, and others of our ' Index of Namea 
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and Places'), he must have had an open 
eye and heart for Nature. His close observa- 
tion of Nature — thus early — is extremely 
noticeable, and gives a 'freshness' to his 
books simply inestimable. In this, as through- 
out, I can but imperfectly illustrate through 
quotation. My hope is, that what I work 
into this Memorial-Introduction will send 
capable readers to the Works themselves. 

I cull this description of minuter and 
humbler life to begin with, venturing to 
italicise a little : — 

' To see the grayhounde course, the hounde in chase, 
Whiht litU dormouse sUepeth out her time ; 
The lambes and rabbots sweetlie rune at base, 
Whilst highest trees the litle squiriles clime ; 
The cralinge wormes out creepinge in the showers, 
And how the snayles do clime the lofty towers.' 
(Countesse of Penbrook's Passion, st. 98.) 

As a commentary on the last, of the 
* snayle,' I saw lately on a * lofty,' indeed the 
loftiest of the mysterious * stones ' of Stone- 
henge, within a few miles of the summit, a 
common shell * snail' 

The * Passionate Shepherd ' (Vol. I. n) is 
full of the * Freshness * I accentuate. Once 
more in quoting I italicise slightly, as 
throughout : — 

Pastoral 3. 

' Who can Hue In heart so glad, 
As the merrie countrie lad ? 
Who vpcQ a faire greene bailee 
May at pleasures sit and walkc ? 
And amidde the Az\ire skies, 
See the morning Sunne arise ? 
While hee hearcs in euery spring. 
How the Birdcs doe chirpe and sing : 
Or, before the houndes in crie. 
See the Hare goe stealing by : 
Or along the shallow brooke. 
Angling with a baited hookc : 
See the fishes leape and play. 
In a blessid Sunny day : 
Or to htare the Partridge call. 
Till shtc haue her Couye all: 
Or to see the subtill foxe. 
How the villaine plies the box : 
After feeding on bis pray, 
How he closely sneakes away, 
Through the hedge and downe the furrow, 
Till he geets into his burrowe. 



Then the Bee to gather honey. 
And the little blache4utird Cony, 
On a bankefor Sunny place. 
With her fore-feete wash her face : 
Are not these with thousandes moe. 
Then the Courts of Kinges doe knowe ? ' 

(VoL I. n, p. 6.) 

Even in his more ordinary Prose he 
delights to fetch his images from the country, 
e,g, in his * Wonders worth the Hearing' 
(Vol. II. ^), ' she would looke as demurely as 
a Rabbet that had newly washed her face in 
a deawy morning' (p. 7, col. i). Birds and 
flowers, lambs and rabbits, kine and horse, 
the grass, the odorous hay, the shooting or 
yellowing com, orchards, hedgerows and 
rural lanes, chiming brooks and bosky nooks, 
sparkle of dew, the May sprays, the Autumnal 
reddened leaves, the Yule-log, cakes and nut- 
brown ale, the merry pranks and sports, the 
fire-side stories, the pat proverb, the snatch 
of old-world song,^ proud memories of 
* Queen Bess ' and stout Harry before her — 
to name only these — carry the * freshness ' of 
inviolate nature through verse and prose 
alike.^ The lambs and ' rabbits at base ' are 
almost as inevitable in Breton's landscape as 
the grey horse of Wouverman. Let 'Fantas- 
ticks' be turned and returned to for de- 



1 See I. g, p. 5/2, 1. 34, ' Qim of the Qough : ' II. r, Ka 19, 
' Pierce Plowman : ' ibid. ' Play of Richard the Third : ' II. h, 
p. 34/1, L 4, ' Come live with me and be my love : ' II. «, pi 9/2, 
L 41, 'My mynde to me a kingdome is :' I. a, p. 11/2, I. 3, 
* Robin Hood and Walter Little Wise : ' ib. p. a^'x, etc. etc. 

s I place the following references here for the student 
reader : — Country Fart, I. a, p. 9<Vs : 1- ^, p. 7/2, L 29 : p. 21/2, 
L 5 : I. X, p 7/x, L 28 : II. c, p. 43/j, 1. 13 : Dinner Time, 
strewing sweet herbs, etc., I. a, p. 40/2 : II. /, p 15 : Fruits, 

I. n, p. 8/1, 1. 26 : Fishes, II. b, p. xo/i : II. d, p. 9/2, I. 34 : 

II. h, p 24, p. 74: II. /, p. 10/2, L 3 : Delicacies, II. b, p. 12/1 : 
II. c, p. 16/2, L 12 : p 28/x, 28/2 : II. h, p. 2a, L 64/5 : p 23, 
1- 7». P- 35. 1- '3* P- 40. 1- as. P 49. 1- 59. P S©, 1. 60 : II. /, 
p. 6/x : II. m, p 7/x, I. 41 : II. n, p xx/2, 1. 49. Tobacco, 
II. h, p. 3s/i, 1. x : p. 44, 1. 43 : II. >, p. 5/1, 1. 34 : p. xo/2, 
L ax : II. r, p. xs/i, 1. xx : II. A, p. 41, I. a8— qo. cUd ladies 
smoke? Cakes and Ale, II. h, p. 50, L 61, 62 : Fowl, game, 
etc., II. X, p. 5, p. 6^1 : II. /, p. xx/x, L x : Christmas Feasts, 
II. t, p. xx/x, L X : Lent Fasts, II. /, p. 11 : Easter Fetuts, 
II. /, pp XX, X2: Tortoise pies, II. u, p. 14/1 : Caviare, II. u, 
p. X4/2, 1. 4 : Popular sports, ape-baiting, II. 3, p 15/2, x^i — 
was this a real or only pretended amusement ? —and so coursing, 
hawking, ferreting rabbits, cock-fighting, bear-baiting. May- 
games, morris-dances, etc. etc. 
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liciously 'fresh' description. Even in *A 

Mad World ' his little gentle favourites are 
introduced with such a yearning and wistful- 
ness of preference as seems to me ineffably 
pathetic : — * Oh to see in a faire rooming, or 
a sunnie evening, the lambes and rabbets 
run at base, the birds billing, the fishes 
playing, and the flowers budding, who would 
not leave the drinking in an alehouse, the 
wrangling in a dicing-house, the lying in a 
market, and the cheating in a fayre; and 
thinke that the brightnesse of a faire day doth 
put doune all the beauties of the world* (Vol. 
II. f, p. 10/ 1, 1. 40). 

4. Sweetness. — This is a special charac- 
teristic of his sacred poetry on the one hand, 
and of his rural or pastoral on the other, 
as of his prose in these. His piety was not 
at all of the clamorous or demonstrative 
kind. He had definite beliefs, firmly-held 
convictions, bravely out-spoken opinions on 
the burning questions of the Reformation 
and Civil and Religious liberty. But as 
much as ever has our Matthew Arnold 
of to-day, had he faith in 'Sweetness and 
Light,* though he does not * preach ' about 
either, rather exemplifies them. He knew 
nothing of that sleight-of-hand that com- 
mends ' Sweetness ' in neat formulas barbed 
with a sneer, or that inculcates ' Light,* while 
stone-blind to others' standpoints and 
seeing, who are not of their inner circle or 
clique. (I know the bee's sting lies beside its 
honey-bag j but your prophets of * Sweetness 
and Light* surely would not be taken for 
bees? Certes they do buzz hugely about 
and about the topics of their teaching.) 
For Breton's substantive 'sweetness' I 
would refer the reader to his ' Pilgrimage to 
Paradise,' his 'Countess of Penbrooke's 
Passion,' his 'Solemne Passion,' his 'Rauisht 
Soule and Blessed Weeper,' his 'Longing 
of a Blessed Heart,' his ' Soule's Harmony,' 
his ' Mother's Blessing,' his ' Soule's Immor- 
tal Crowne.* There is in all of these the 



'linked sweetness, long drawn out,' that 
were cloying were it not for the honey- 
strength as compared with the mere melting 
' sweetness ' of sugar. I select one bit from 
the last named, the 'Soule's Immortal 
Crown ' : — 

' Then doth she bring her humbly on her knees, 
And, sets before her the faire booke of Blisse, 
Bids her there finde that she can neuer leese. 
The care of life, where euery comfort is : 
When lifting vp her heart with humble eie. 
She sees a Beautie brighter then the skie. 

There she beholds in Mercies Maiestie, 
Her Sauiour sitting on a glorious Throne : 
Where, in the Essence of Etemitie, 
He rules all powers in himselfe, alone : 
When, seeing her thus humbly fall before him, 
He blesseth her that doth so much adore him. 

Then, doth she see the Angels exercise, 
Who, with the Saints and Virgins sit and sing : 
While humble spirits make their Sacrifice, 
Vnto the Glory of their Gracious King : 
While, all the Hoast of all the heauen reioyces. 
To heare the Musique of the heauenly voyces. 

Then, doth she set the Consort of the Quier, 
Where euery Note doth keepe his Tune and Time : 
The ditty only speaking of Desire, 
Where, loue doth only vnto Mercy clime : 
Where euery Close doth in such comfort meete. 
That all the Heauens are rauisht with the sweete. 

She takes the Virgine to her Morning taskc, 
And sets her downe a forme of faithfull praicr : 
But, couers not her Beauty with a Maskc, 
When she hath made her truly heauenly faire : 
But, brings her forth with such a Blessed Grace, 
As, makes him happy that may see her face. 

She shewes her in a Glasse of Beauties Truth, 
How, Art doth Nature too much iniuric ; 
That feebled Age in forcM tricks of Youth, 
In true Conceite is Reasons Mockerie ; 
The idle thoughts that spoile the inward eies. 
Where Loue should llue, but in dishonour dies. 

She shewes her there the Maiden-blush complection. 
Betwixt the cherric Red, and snowie White : 
And, reades her then the precepts of perfection. 
Within the circle of Dianas sight 
She shewes her all the Titles of desart. 
And, that true honour Hues but in the hart. 

She neuer taught the Eye to leere nor lowre, 
Tongue, idle talke ; nor minde, vngratious thought : 
She neuer set a countenance sharpe and sowre. 
Nor, fetch't a sigh vpon a thing of nought : 
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VinxX, shewes her ludgement of so iust a Mcfttore, 
As. proues her Wisedome worth a world of Treasure.' 

(Vol 1. 0, p. 7.) 

It were easy to multiply by an hundred-fold 
confirmations of the ' sweetness ' of Breton. 
His religious prose-proper, e,g,^ his * Divine 
Considerations' and * Marie's Exercise/ have 
nothing of the weary platitudes, and as weary 
divisions and subdivisions of the Preachers 
of the day. They may not be very deep, as 
they are not in any wise learned. But I 
know none that so quietly yet certainly 
nurture the Christian life. You have a con- 
viction that the man is writing of actual 
experiences, not merely prating of texts. 

5. Tendkrness. — The pathos of many of 
the things in these books is very beautiful. 
Whether it be a cry of despair, or a sob of 
<:ontrition, or a sigh of weariness, or a con- 
fession of * indiscretion,* or a laying-hold 
of some 'exceeding great and precious 
j)romisc' in the Word, written straight out 
of the heart, it goes as straight to the heart. 
I do not forget the Scottish *Balou my 
bal>e/ which I suppose was posterior to * a 
sweet lullabie,' in the * Arbor of Amorous 
Devices * (Vol. I. //, p. 7), nor do I undervalue 
Robert Greene's *Sephestia's Song to her 
(jhild * — ♦ Weep not, my wanton, smile upon 
my knee' in his Menaphon (1589-1616) ; but 
where so early will we meet with tenderness 
so soft, pathos so un-sentimental and un- 
mawkish as in the ' Sweet Lullabie ' ? I am 
not ashamed to avow that it mists my eyes 
as I read it : — 

A sweet lullabie, 

' Come little babe, come silly soule, 
niy fathers shame, thy mothers griefe. 
Uorne as I doubt to all our dole. 
And to thy sclfe vnhappie chiefe : 
Sing Lullabie and lap it warme. 
Poore soulc that thinkes no creature hanne. 

Thou Utile thinkst and lesse doost knowe, 
The cause of this thy mothers moane, 
Thou wantst the wit to waile her woe. 
And I my sclfe am all alone : 

Why doost thou weepe? why doost thou waile? 

And knowest not yet what thou doost ayle. 



Come little wretch, ah lOly heart. 

Mine onely ioy what can I more : 

If there be any wrong thy smart. 

That may the destinies fanplore : 
Twas I. I say. against my will, 
I wayle the time, but be tbon stiU. 

And doest thou smile, oh tfay sweete fiue. 
Would God himseife he mi|^t thee see. 
No doubt thou wouldst soone pnrchicie 
I know right well for thee and mee : 

But come to mother babe and play. 

For father fidse is fled away. 

Sweet boy if it by fortune dianoe, 

Thy father home againe to send. 

If death do strike me with his launoe. 

Yet mayst thou me to him dHnend : 
If any aske thy mothers name. 
Tell how by loue she purchast Uame. 

Then will his gentle heart soone yedd, 

I know him of a noble minde, 

Although a Lyon in the field, 

A Lamb in towne thou shalt him finde : 
Aske blessing babe, be not afrayde. 
His sugred words hath me betrayde. 

Then mayst thou ioy and he right glad. 

Although in woe I seeme to moane. 

Thy father is no Rascall lad. 

A noble youth of blood and boane : 

His glancing lookes if he once smile. 
Right honest women may b^guHe. 

Come little boy and rocke a sleepe. 
Sing lullabie and be thou still, 
I that can doe nought else but weepe, 
Wil sit by thee and waile my fill ; 

God blesse my babe and lullabie. 

From this thy fathers qualitie.' 

(Vol L ti, p. 7.) 

Almost equally charming is the un-quote 
other half of 'Pastoral Third' in *Th 
Passionate Shepherd,' as thus : — 

' The true pleasing spirits sights, 
That may breede true loues delightes. 
But with all this happinesse. 
To beholde that Shepheardesse, 
To whose eyes all Shcpheards yeelde. 
All the fairest of the fielde, 
Faire Aglaia in whose face, 
Liues the Shepheard's highest Grace : 
In whose worthy wonder praise, 
See what her true Shepheard sales, 
Shee is neither proude nor fine. 
But in spirit more diuine : 
Shee can neither lower nor leere. 
But a sweeter smiling cheere : 
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She had neuer painted face, 

But a sweeter smilin^^ grace : 

Shee can neaer loue dissemble, 

Truth doth so her thoughts assemble, 

That where wisdome guides her will, 

Shee is kind and constant still. 

All in summe, she is that creature. 

Of that truest comfortes Nature. 

That doth shewe (but in exceedinges) 

How their praises had their breedings : 

Let then poetts fidne their pleasure, 

In their fictions of loue's treasure : 

Proud high spirits seeke their graces, 

In their Idoll painted fjEuxs : 

My loue's spirit's lowlinesse. 

In affections humblenesse. 

Vnder heau'n no happines 

Sedces but in this Shepeardesse. 

For whose sake I say and sweare. 

By the passions that I beare. 

Had I got a Kinglie grace, 

I would leaue my Kinglie place. 

And in heart be truelie glad : 

To become a Country Lad. 

Hard to lie, and goe full bare. 

And to feede on hungry &re : 

So I might but liue to bee, 

Where I might but sit to see, 

Once a day, or all day long. 

The sweet subiect of my song : 

In Aglaiat's onely eyes, 

AH my worldly paradise.' 

(Vol I. «, pp. 6/7.) 

Infinitely gracious and tender is the so 
called 'Sonet 3 * (tb. p. 12) : — 

Somt. 3. 

* Foolish loue is onely folly, 
Wanton Loue is too vnhoUy : 
Greedy loue is couetous. 
Idle loue is friuolous, 
But the gratious loue is it : 
That doth prooue the worth of wit. 

Beautie but deceiues the eye, 
Flatterie leades the eare awrye : 
Welth doth but inchaunt the wit. 
Want the ouerthrowe of it. 
While in wisdome's worthy Grace, 
Vertne sees the sweetest face. 

There hath loue found out his life. 
Peace without all thought of strife : 
Kindenes in discretion's care. 
Truth that clearely doth declare. 
Faith doth in true fancy prooue. 
Lust the ezcremente of loue. 

Then in fiaith my fancie see, 
How my loue may construe bee, 
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How it growes, and what it seekes. 
How it liues, and what it likes. 
So in highest grace regarde it. 
Or in lowest scome discarde it. ' 

(Vol I. n, p. la.) 

*Lust the excremente of love ' I hold to be 
veiy fine in its scorn of the base and bad. 
I place beside it * Sonet 11': — 

Sonet II. 

' Pretty twinckling starry eyes, 
How did Nature first deuise. 
Such a sparkling in your sight. 
As to giue loue such delight, 
As to make him like a flye. 
Play with lookes vntill he die ? 

Sure yee were not made at first. 
For such mischiefe to be curst : 
As to kill affection's care, 
That doth onely truth declare. 
Where worthe's wonders neuer wither, 
Loue, and Beautie liue together. 

BlessM eyes then giue your blessing, 

That in passion's best expressing : 

Loue that onely liues to grace yee. i 

May not suffer pride deface ]ree. 

But in gentle thoughte's directions. 

Shew the praise of your perfections.' 

(VoL I. n, p. 14.) 

It were almost treason to Breton not here 
to find a place for his ' Phillida and 
Coridon ' : — 

Phillida and Coridon. 

' In the merry moneth of May, 
In a mome by breake of day, 
Foorth I walked by the Wood side. 
Whenas May was in his pride : 
There I spi^ all alone, 
Phillida and Coridon. 
Much a-doo there was, God wot, 
He would loue, and she would not. 
She sayd neuer man was true. 
He sayd, none was false to you. 
He sayd, he had lou'd her long. 
She sayd, Loue should haue no wrong. 
Coridon would kisse her then. 
She said, Maides must kisse no men. 
Till they did for good and all. 
Then she made the Sheepheard call 
All the heauens to witnesse truth : 
Neuer lou'd a truer youth. 
Thus with many a pretty oath. 
Yea and nay, and faith and troth. 
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Such as siUy Sbeepbeards 
When they wiU not Lone abuse : 
Loue, which had beene long deluded. 
Was with kisses sweeie concluded. 
And Pkillida with garlands gay ; 
Was made the Lady of the May.' 

(VoLL/.p.7.)» 

Combining < sweetness' and 'tenderness' 
is the following from 'England's Helicon' 
(1600) : — 

A swede Pastor all, 

' Good Muse rock me asleepe, 

with some sweet Harmonie : 
This wearie eye is not to keepe 
thy warie companie. 

Sweete Loue be gone a while, 

thou knowest my heauines : 
Beauty is borne but to b^uile. 

My hart of happines. 

See how my little flocke 

that lou'd to feede on hie : 
Doo headlong txmible downe the Rocke, 

and in the Vallie die. 

' The bushes and the trees 

that were so fresh and greene : 
Doo all their dainty colour leese, 
and not a l«de is seene. 

The Black-bird and the Thrush. 

that made the woods to ring : 
With all the rest, are now at bush, 

and not a noate they sing. 

Sweete PkilonuU the bird, 

that hath the heauenly throate. 

Dooth now alas not one afEbord 
recording of a noate. 

The flowers hane had a frost, 

each hearbe bath lost her sauour : 

And, Pkillida the faire hath k>st, 
the comfort of her fauour. 

Now all these carefull sights, 

so kill me in conceite : 
That how to hope vpon delights 

it is but meere deceite. 

And therefore my sweete Muse 

that knowest what heipe is best, 

Doo now thy heauenly cunning vse, 
to set my hart at rest. 

1 In relation to this little poem, I note here that that which 
follow* 'A Pastorall of FluUis and Coredon,' I orerlooked as 
before given in 'The Arbor of Amorous Dencet' (VoL I. d^ 
p. is/a). So too with oo« or two ocheis. 



And in a dreame bevny 

what £ue shall be 07 frIeBd : 
Whether my life shall Mill decay 

or vfaea my aorrow ewL* 

(VoL L #, pp. 7. 8.) 

6. Purity. — It is to thepnuseof Nicholas 
Breton that at a time when broad speech 
was not only common but acceptable, be 
ever presented a white page. Even in bis 
Satires as ' Pasquil,' there is almost absdnte 
absence of coarseness as of luscious minis- 
tering to our lower part By the necessity of 
fidelity to portraiture, some of the 'Char- 
acters ' in his books troll out a 'merry tale,' 
a somewhat licorous jest, and once or twice 
we might choose less realistic words if we 
cared to describe at all things best left 
undescribed. But fundamentally, as dis- 
tinguished from incident and accident, the 
Purity of the Woriu of our Worthy is as 
thorough and distinctive as it is admirable. 
Beaumont and Fletcher gird at the admira- 
tion of the 'common people' for Breton's 
pamphlets, etc It had been well if other 
literature that was popular had partaken of 
his purity. 

I might similarly state and illustrate by quo- 
tation, his Wit and Humour and Common 
Sense, his weighty counsels, his patriotic 
love of England and fjiglishmen, his homage 
to the * great Queen,' ^ and other charac- 
teristics; but these he shared more with 
contemporaries. I have therefore limited 
myself to those characteristics that in a 
special and noticeable manner belong to 
him, and that warrant renewed attention to 
his Works. 

11. Shakespereana. — Were it for no 
more than the illustrative things in Breton for 
th^ student of Shakespeare, I should have 
been spurred to do what I have done in 
collecting and reproducing his Works. I 
would now give in their order such as have 



1 Exclusive of VoL II. v, (Character of Queen Eliiabeth) 
VoL II. h^ p. z^a, I. i-io : II. j, p. zo: II. c^ pi 13/9, 1, 17 : 
p. Z9/1, L 9, etc 
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struck myself and my valued and esteemed 
fellow-worker in the Glossarial Index and 
other indices, — George H. White, Esq., 
of Glenthome. I do not doubt that others 
will be guided to further Shakespereana by 
these Indices and in their own reading. 
I have tried to be as vigilant and as sober- 
minded as possible in drawing from Nicholas 
Breton matter to elucidate or illustrate 
William Shakespeare.^ I wish the New 
Shakespeare Society would direct some of 
its energies to thoughtful reading of Eliza- 
bethan literature for like illustrations.^ For 
convenience sake {i.e. of reference) I shall 
arrange my quotations and references in the 
order of the books in Vol I. a to u and 
Vol. II. a to V. There are disadvantages in 
this, but these are outweighed by the 
advantages. My main object is to guide 
my fellow-Shakespearean students to things 
and words in Breton, more or less illustrative 
and suggestive : — 

Vol L (tf.) A FUnrish upon Fande, p. 33/2, L 26, 
and p. 37/2, L 29: 'But take in 
wortA his great good wiU.* Cf. 
MidsumiQfer Night's Dream (Act ▼. 
sc l). . . . ^iaka U in mighty not 
merit.' 

^ I qiell ' Shakespeare * as he himself did in title-page and 
^Ritlfr^edieatorf of his ' Poems,* and ta the Poems among those 
addad to CbeMo'a Lofve's Martyr (xtexX It is urople nonsense 
to toU one that he thereby takes his Bookseller's or Printer's 
^p^lJTf for his own. I answer, Shakespeaure wrote and ugned 
die ^pistfes-dedJcatory, and no bookseller or printer would or 
eooH change what he wrote. Besides, who would pronounce 
' Shakspere ' t The Will stgaature is so confused and shaky 
that it moflC remain uncertain ; and others as well. But plainly 
printed spelling from the aathor's own ms., and printed under 
his own supervision, is final, against all modem pragmatical- 
nen. Besides, there is his self-diosen coat of arms to show 
dnt he ae anderstood his name. 

> It would farm aa adaiirable sapplemeat to Dr. Ingleb/s 
wdwable ' Centurie of Praise ' as re>«dited by Miss L. Toulmin 
Smith, were she, or some one qualified and patient, to bring 
together from contemporaneous and onward Shakespearean 
qaotarioas, phrases, words, affusions, eta etc Two things 
ifmmjttdidt] would be found, («) That the Poems and Plays of 
Shakespeare got swiftly into men's ordinary speech and writ- 
mg among higher and lower : (^) That men's ordinary speech 
and wrhing of higher and lower went more into Shakespeare's 
Foems and Plays thaa many suppose. Surely the first is of 
infinitely more concern to us than bits and scrape of estimate of 
Shahrtpffnrri by the aMreat Smitha, Browna, Robinsons, and 
Joneses? 
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Vol. L (a.) W Floorish upon Fancu, p. 37/2, L 41, 

and p. 38/1, IL 17-18. 

' Tfane is set out with head aU balde, 
Saoe one odde lock before.' 

This is a commonplace of Elizabethan 
writers. So Shakespeare, ' the plain 
balde pate of father Time ' (Comedy 
of Errors, ii. sc 2). Cf. Vol. IL 
r, p. 9/2, L 4 : p. 25/1, 1. 28. 
(3.) Pilgrimage to Paradise^ p. 5/1, 1. 2, 
(from bottom) ' Ballat-makers. * 

Ibid, p. 5/2 : Vol. II. h^ p. 20/2, 1. 35 : 
ibid, p. s/i. 

Ibid, X, p. 6/2, L 34, ' Ballad penners.' 
Breton's contemptuous treatment of 
ballad-makers reminds of Shake- 
speare's, specifically of i Henry iv., 
(in. sc I). 

* I had rather be a kitten and cry mew 
Than one of those same metre ballad-mongers.' 

Ibid, p. 7/2, ]. 52, 'Siluer sound.' 
Qi, Romeo and Juliet (Act i v. sc 5), 
'music with her silver sound.* 

Ibid, p. Il/i, L 39, 'Or breake his 
hart with hammers of his head.' Cf. 
Titus Andionicns (Act 11. sc. 3) : — 
'revenge . . . hammering in my 
head : ' tee alto Glossarial Index for 
other examples, and s,v, * anvile.' 

Ibid, p. 24/1, L 36, 'The moone and 
Stan, the candels of the night' Cf. 
Romeo and JuHet (Act 11 1. sc 5) : 
Merchant of Venice (Act v. sc. i). 
Phincas Fletcher has also 'their 
candles,' etc. (Poems F. W. Lby., 
VoL II. p. 68, L 2.) 
(c) Countess of Pembroke s Passion^ p. 3, 
9t 4, 'The night-raven's song that 
sounds of nought but death.' Cf. 
Macbeth (i. sc. 5) :— » 

' The raven himself is hoarse 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements.' 

(</. ) Arbor of Amorous Devices^ p. 4/2, 1. 8 
(from bottom), 'The Thurstle-cock 
that was so black of hewe.' Cf. 
Midsummer Night's Dream (11 1. i. 1. 
130), 'The Ousel-cock so black of 
hew.' 
Ibid, p. 10/2, 1. I, ' What finds affect ? 
both loue and labour lost,* This 
recalls Shakespeare's Play of ' Love's 
Labour Lost' 
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I. (e,) Pasfmts Madcappe^ p. 4/1, L 7, 'a 
gallde hackney will winch.' Cf. 
Hamlet (Act ui. sc 2). 
Ibid, p. 7/1, L 49» 'Sea-coale:' also 
Vol. II. *, W// Trenckmcur, p. 17/1, 
'a good warme banke of sea-cole 
fire.' Cf. 2 Henry iv. (11. sc. i), 
'by a sea-coal fire.* 

if.) PasfUtPs FooUs Cap, p. 22/2, L 40, 
and note. 'To give the peake' no 
doabt means the same as to 'give 
the gleek' or 'the dor/ i,e, to make 
a fool of him. Nares gives ' peak- 
goose ' as a term of reproach, but says 
nothing of the origin of it Was it a 
jocular variation of 'peacock'? In 
such case 'peake' here would be 
simply short for 'peacock' of Hamlet, 
* A verie verie Paiocke ' (iii. 2). 
Ibid, p. 26/2, 1. I, 'a curtail jade.' 
Cf. Merry Wives (Act 11. sc i), 
'a curtail dog.' 

(i.) MilaHckoiikt Humcmrs^ p. 5/2, L 7, 
'with much adoe about nothing.' 
Again recaUs the Play of Shake- 
speare, 'Much Ado about Nothing.' 
So too in Vol. IL u. Courtier and 
Countryman, ' what a deale of adoe 
you have made about nothing.' 

(i.) Longing of a Bleued Heart, p. 14/1, 
L 9, 'the toppe of truth.' So in 
Tempest (Act iii. sc. i), 'the top of 
admiration,' and elsewhere. 

{m,)Motkif's Blessing, p. 6/1, L 13 and 
note. It was affirmed by Dr. Ingleby 
in his Perkins folio controversy, that 
the word ' cheer ' was never used in 
the sense explained in my note till 
the present century. Perhaps here 
it is :s cherishing. 
Ibid. p. 8/1, 1. 7, 'Know a halbert 
from a hedging bilL' Qi, Hamlet 
(Act II. sc. 2), 'I know a hawk 
from a hand-saw.' 

(«.) PassionaU Shepherd, p. 8/2, L 5— 

' Let me sit and bite my thumbes 
When I see no comfort comes.' 

This was a way of expressing dis- 
comfort and morose humours. In 
Romeo and Juliet (Act I. sc i) it is 
done as a mark of contempt for 
others. 
(^.) Honour of Valour, p. 51/1, 1. 17, 'And 
truth disdaineth to subscribe to error ' 
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s to submit Cf. Shakespeare's 
Sonnet 107, 'My love looks fitesh, 
and death to me subscribes^ 
Vol I. (j.) / would, etc., p. 5/2, 1. % 'against the 
haire,* Cf. Merry Wives (iL 3), ' If 
you should fig^t, yon go cfgainst tke 
hair oi yoai ptoSunattM,' 
„ (/.) Daffodils, etc, p. 9/1, L 20^ 'a flower 
in jTOur eare.' C£ Fanloonbridge in 
King John (L L 141), 'ndneeare I 
durst not sticke a rose,' etc 
VoL II. (^.) Wies Trenchmomr, p. 17/2, 1. 3, 'sihier 
fork and pick tooth.' CI King John 
(I. i. 190). 

Ibid. p. 20/2, L 36, 'To the tune of 
all a greene willow.' C£ Othello 
(Act IV. sc 3), 'Sing all a green 
willow.' 
(c.) Will of IVit, etc, p. 17/2. L 10, ' her 
cake was dowc' So in Taming of 
Shrew (v. sc i), 'my cake is doo^.' 

Ibid. p. 48/2, L 43, ff. This is very 
like a prose version of Shakespeare's 
(or somebody else's) 'Crabbed Age 
and Youth ' (the piece is also found 
in Delone/s GarUnd of Good WiU). 
Breton has the priority of all if the 
whole of Will of Wit was printed in 
1580. 

nid. p. 62/1, L 46, «HurUe Burlie.' 
Ct Witch's Song in Macbeth. It is 
also used by Nic Udall in Apophth. 
of Erasmus, p* 115 (Roberts' reprint). 
(</.) Strange Fortunes, p. 7/1, L 5 firom 
bottom,— ordinance = ordnance. So 
Shakespeare ' In second accent of his 
ordinance' (Henry v., ii. 4), where 
the Globe Shakespeare and Leopold 
Shakespeare, and others, misprint 
strangely ' ordnance.' 
{g.) Wonders Worth hearing, p. 12/2. Cf. 

the stoiy of Marina in Perides. 
{h.) A Poste, etc, p. 1 1/2, 1. 2, 'Beleeve 
not your eyes till they have a better 
speculation.' C£ Macbeth (iiL sc 
4), 'Thou hast no speculation in 
those eyes.' 

Ibid. p. 1 1/2, last 1., 'The Play of 
Ancient Pistoll.' Breton here turns 
to excellent account the ' swaggering 
rascal ' of second Part of Henry iv. 

Ibid. p. 33/2, L I, 'But all is well 
that ends well. ' 

Ibid. p. 33/2, letter 8, L 11, 'the 
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Hobbie hoTse,' etc., — a jocular 
reversal of the old refrain alluded to 
in Hamlet, 'The Hobby horse is 
forgot' 
II. {K) A Pnnte^ etc., p. 34/1, L 4, 'Come line 
with me and be my loue.' From 
Marlowe's song as quoted by Shake- 
speare. 

Und. p. 34/1, L 8, 'braue Oliver.' 
See the snatch quoted in As You 
like It (III. iiL loi), ' O sweet Oliver, 
O brave Oliver.' 

I^' P- 35/2, 1. 41, 'Were it not 
better for thee to read the fiction of 
Venus.' . . . 

Ibid, p. 39, letter 21, ' My day I will not 
breake.' Cf. Merchant of Venice (i. 
sc. 3), 'If he should break his day.' 

Ihid, p. 41/2, letter 32, 'a fine Horse, 
bought out of Barbaric. ' Cf. Hamlet 
(v. sc. 2), 'six Barbary Horses.' 

Ibid, p. 50/2, letter 61, 'a cake and a 
botUe of ale.' C£ Twelfth Night 
(II. sc. 3), 'no more cakes and ale.' 

Ibid, p. 51/2, letter 65, 'her most 
absolute workemanship ' = complete, 
perfect Ct Hamlet (v. sc. 2), ' an 
absolute gentleman.' 
(i) A Mad Worlds p. 6/2, 1. 42, 'my table- 
booke' (see also Glossarial Index, 
s,v,), Cf. Hamlet (Act 11. sc. 2}. 
(/) A Dialogue^ etc^ p. 9/2, L 34. Cf. 
Shakespeare's character of Brutus. 
See also Wifs Trenchmour, p. 11/2, 
L44,ff, 
\Jt,) Grimdids Fartufus, p. 5/1, 1. 9, 
'Springes for Woodcocks.* Cf. 
Hamlet (i. sc. 2, and sc. 3, L 115). 
See also p. lo/i, 1. 5 ; and VoL I. >l. 
Letter 58 (Part II.). 

Ibid, p. 9/1, 1.31, ' Washing of buckes.' 
So 2 Henry vi. (iv. sc 2), 'She 
washes buckes here at home.' 

Ibid, p. 13, 1. 13, ' A Magot-a-Pie.' Cfc 
Macbeth (Act iii. sc. 4), ' Maggot- 
pies.' 
(/.) Olde Man's Lesson, p. 7/1, L 44, ' The 
best loue is begotten by the eyes.' 
Cf. Merchant of Venice (Act ill. 
sc 2), ' it is engendered in the eyes.' 

Ibid, p. 9/2, 1. 47. The allusion no 
doubt is to the same Italian rh3ane 
which is put into the mouth of Holo- 
femes in Love's Labour Lost (iv. 
sc. 2). 
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IL (/.) Olde Man's Lesson, p. 12/2, 1. 22, 'The 
Realta.' So Merchant of Venice (i. 
3), ' on the Rialto. ' So Otway later. 

(#».) I pray y etc, p. 4/1, 1. 22, 'There are 
floods as well as Ebbes : Time hath 
his tume.' So Julius Csesar (iv. 
sc. 3), ' There is a tide in the affairs 
of men,' etc Cf. Southwell's Poems 
in F. W. Lby. edit. (p. 64), * Tymes 
goe by tumes.' 
Ibid, p. 5/2, 1. 40, 'a vengeance vpon 
his craftie conveyance ' = fraud, 
deception. Cf. Merry Wives (i. sc. 3) 
' Convey the wise it calL* 

(r. ) Good and Badde, No. 19 — ' better redde 
in ... the Play of Richard the Third 
then in the Pleas of Edward the 
Fourth.' 

{s.) Strange Newts, p. 12. In 'A Dreame 
of a Chough, a Pie, and a Parrot,' 
the ' Chough * argues for the * russet- 
coate,' i,e, his own plumage, just as 
the pie and parrot for theirs. ' Russet ' 
accordingly must have had a wider 
sense than we give it now, as it in- 
cluded the whole of the Chough's 
plumage, his 'coate* as well as his 
'pate,' i,e. head. It is of importance 
to note this, inasmuch as it seems to 
warrant us to reject the correction of 
Midsummer Night's Dream (iii. 2) 
from 'russet-pated'to 'russet-patted/ 
so substituting the feet for the head. 
Breton's use of ' russet-coate ' would 
suggest our reading ' russet-coated ; ' 
but perhaps ' russet-pated,' i.e. 
headed, yields a sufficiently accurate 
sense, especially as we really do not 
know which bird Shakespeare in- 
tended — Cornish chough or jack- 
daw. I had at one time accepted 
the reading of ' patted ' as communi- 
cated to me by my friend Mr. J. 
Morison of Glasgow, who made it to 
me, unaware that another had antici- 
pated him (see Littledale's Mid- 
summer Night's Dream, in loco). 
My fnend the Rev. W. E. Buckley, 
M.A., of Middleton Cheney, Banbury, 
is strong for ' russet-pated,' and well 
argues that the new reading ' patted ' 
would leave Breton's use of ' russet- 
coate ' untouched. 

(/.) Fantasticks, p. 11/2, L 21, 'if the cooke 
do not lacke wit he will sweetly lick 
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his fingers.' C£ Romeo and Juliet 

(IV. 3). 
Vol. II. (/.) Fantastuks, p. 12/1, Easter, 1. 5, 

• reluct.' Cf. As You Like It (it i), 
'fv/nr/friendSb' 

IbitL p. 1 2/1, £aster*day, L 9, *Bar- 
bary Sugar.' Cf. I Henry iv. (11. 
4.» L S4), ' in Barbary it cannot come 
to so much.' 
, , (m.) Courtier and Countryman, p. 14/2, 1. 4, 
'Another a great Lady sent him, 
which was a little Barrell of Cauiary, 
which was no sooner opened and 
tasted but quickly made up again, 
and was sent back with this message 
... we have blacke sope enough 
already.' Cf. Hamlet's (v. sa 2) 

* 'twas caviare to the generaL' Appar- 
ently Shakespeare had the story of 
Breton in mind. It may have been 
derived from other sources. The 
only exemplar of the ' Courtier and 
Countryman ' extant, is of 161 8 ; but 
it was probably much earlier pub- 
lished — its style being like that of 
1597 books. 'Hamlet' was first 
printed in 1603; but composed pro- 
bably in 1600. 

I doubt not that other Students of Breton 
(guided also by the full Glossarial Index) 
will discover other Shakespereana. But these 
must suffice for my contribution. Regard- 
ing them generally, I have formed three con- 
clusions from them, {a.) That Breton was 
familiar with the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
peare; (b,) That Shakespeare worked into 
his Plays more of the common language of 
his time than is suspected; (r.) That it is 
not so improbable as on the first blush it 
might seem that the * W. S/ of the pretty 
and kindly lines to Breton prefixed to the 
collected *Will of Wit' (1596/9) was really 
Shakespeare. Let the reader judge : — 

' What shall I say of Gold, more then tis Gold : 
Or call the Diamond, more then precious : 

Or praise the man, with praises manifold 
When of himselfe, himselfe is vertuous ? 

Wit is but Wit, yet such his Wit and Will, 

As proues ill good, or makes good to be ilL 

Why ? what his Wit t proceed and aske bis Will, 
Why? what his Willt reade on, and leame of Wit: 



Both good I gesse, yet eadi a aeuenll ill. 

This may aeeme stiangCt to thote that heare of it. 
Nay, nere a whit, for venue many waks. 
Is made a vice, yet Vertue hath her pimise. 

Wherefore, O Breton, worthie ii thy wofko, 
Of commendations worthie to th« worth : 

Sith captious wittes, in euerie oomflr hirice, 
A bold attempt, it is to set them forth 

A forme of Wit, and that in such a sort. 

As none offends, for all is said in sport 

And such a sport, as soiies for other kinds. 
Both young and old, for learning, srmes, and love : 

For Ladies humors, mirth with mone he findes. 
With some extreames, their patient mindes to proue. 

Well, Breton, write in hand, thou hast the thing. 

That when it comes, loue, vrealth, and fame will bring. 

•W. s.- 

(VoL II. c, p. 6,) 

The * gold • and play on * Will ' at once 
remind of Shakespeare. It is singular that 
with the exception of his two poems added 
to Sir Robert Chester's Love's Martyr (i6oi)» 
he neither gave nor sought commendatory 
verses, although it was the mtfde, I like to 
believe that Shakespeare thus paid dainty 
compliment to our Worthy. 

III. NoTABiLiA. — The Glossarial Index, 
Index of Names, and of Proverbs and Pro- 
verbial Sayings, and our Notes and Illustra- 
tions, will lead the student-reader to a goodly 
number of noticeable things. Here I pro- 
pose to make a note of various others that 
it was not easy to work into any of these ; 
and which indeed have mostly struck me in 
final critical reading of the Works for this 
Memorial-Introductioa By the necessities 
of the case this record of them must be 
somewhat irregularly arranged ; but as 
each presents a separate thing, strict order 
or classification is of less moment 

1. Fine Thoughts, — ' darknesse is the sorrow of 

Time ' (Vol. II. /, p, 7/1, 1, 7). 

* Thought is a swift Traudler and the soole if in 
Heauen in an instant * {iM, L 29). 
' llie sparing diet is the spirit's feast ' (VoL I. m, 
p. 6/2, L 20). Cf. U Fenseroeo. ' Spare £ast 
that oft with gods doth diet.' 

2. Impersonations. — Cruelty, Despight, Envy, etc 

(Vol. I. fl, p. 13/1 : ibid, b, p. 14.) 
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3. Goodphrosinf^,-^*T\ut wealthy beggar with his 

golden bagges * (I. r, p. 8/2, L 50). 
' And if you chance to see the Sonne of Pride 
etc (VoL I. / p. 19/2, L 29); 'both his 
insight and his outsight' (VoL II. /, p. ii/i, 
1. 14). 

4. Odd mdapk4nr,^V6L IL /, p. 17, Easter Day. 

This reminds one of a burlesque couplet in an 

old play : — 

' WhoM cytt like two grtat foot-bftls niftde of leather 
Were nuule to heat the gods in firosty weather.' 

{VaUant Wglskman, z6z5).l 

5. * Apt alliUnUum.^ — ' The slouch of a slouven with 

a slauering smile, vpon a slubbered conceit, after 
manie good morrowes began to trouble her with 
this tattle ' (VoL II. d, p. 11/2, 1. 50). 

6. Foppish compliments,'^{y<A, II. *, p. 15/1, L i). 

7. CovetahU possession to-day, — ' An Acre of Land in 

Cheapside.' (VoL II. /, p. lO/l, L 51 : ibid, 
col. 2, L 14}. 

8. Anticipation of Sivift, — 'Wrought day and night 

for the mooncshine in the water ' (Vol. IL /, p. 
lo/i, L 53). This recalls the philosophers of 
Lapute extracting sunbeams from encumbers. 

9. Increase of pasturage, — 'Whereas in many other 

countries men did vse to eate vp the sheep, in 
that Country sheep had eaten vp both the men 
and their houses ' (Vol. II. B, p. 16/2, L 10). 

10. Forks, — ' To be at your silucr forke, and your 
pick-tooth' (VoL II. b, p. 17/2, L 2). 'But 
for us in the Country, when we haue washed our 
hands after no foule Worke, nor handling any 
mwhokiome thing, wee neede no little Forks to 
make hay with our mouthes, to throw our meat 
into them ' (Vol. IL m» p. 13/1, 1. 44). 

11. Tobacco,^* Your Tobacco breath ' (VoL II. A, 
letter 2S, L 12). So Ben Jonson (Case is 
Altered, IL sc 3). 

' Sister Y faith you take too mnch tobacco. 
It makes yoo black within, as yon are without.' 

It setais from this— as before qneried-^that 
tobacco-takiag was not deemed the prero- 

I Of the many grotesque things one meets with, the following 
00 the beheaded king (Charles I.) is perhaps unsurpassed : — 

"the Chofdi and State do shaker: the bcdiifi&g muse 
Expect to iidt, whose psop ia tnmed to dust ; 
But ceas(e] from tears : Quirles is of li^t berear'n, 
Andtnu/H &h Eartk to Mme mtvrt bright im Headn* 

My friend Mr. James Oressley of Manchester pointed this 
out tome in a poem on ' the Martyrdom of his late Miyestie ' 
(pk 68), in Yaticinhun Votivum, etc.«*mas.«rigned to IH^ther 
by Mr. W. C RaslitC and ( 



gative of the male sex \ at least in these places 
it is regarded as a symptom not of mannishness 
but of pride (here), and of melancholy in Jonson. 

12. Proud mctnorics.^Hcary viii. * Our late kinge 

of famous memories Henrie the S, of whom 
the world speakes such honor that I need not 
amplifie his praises ' (VoL II. p. 6/2, L 29). 
Ci. the Prologue to More's Uto[^— 'in all 
royal virtues a Prince most peerless.* 

13. Puritans-''^ef erred to contemptuously. — 'in truth 

brother, and verily sister* (VoL II. A, p. 9/1, 
^1. 4)5 'Judas looked liked a holy brother* 
{ibid, 1. 47). 

14. Church'-mcn = clergy—^tsccAieA in uncompli- 

mentary terms (Vol. II. /, p. 12/2, L 47). 
Parson — ibid, p. S/2, 1. 23. 

15. Religion — Superstition, — ' Foure hard days in 

the jreare. 

Ash Wednesday for Papists, for then they 
must be whipt* (VoL IL / p. 7/2, L 7). 
Query — as part of their devotions T or by Pro- 
testants as a punishment for heresy T 

16. Church'sermce — irreverent behaviour, — (Vol. II. 

iL p. 8/2, 1. 39). The custom of ' crjrii^' lost 
things at the Church door after service on 
Sunday, conthiued till about the beginning of 
this century— -query later ? 

17. Catalogue of Ladiei attire^ <f/r.— VoL L a, p. 1 5/1, 

L 41 : ibid, p. 14/1, L 19 : tnd, p. 14/2, L 55 : 
VoL IL ^, p. 19/2, 1. 47 : ibid, c, p. 16/2, 1. 24 : 
i^* A P* 9> L 52. 

18. Mirehants' wives on Sunday, — VoL I. a, p. 4S/2, 

L8. 

19. Malt Fops,^Vo\, I. a, p. 21/2, L 43 : ibid, f 

p. 23, L 15 : ibid, p. 24/1, 1. 50 : ibid, x, p. ii, 
St. 98. Vol. II. /, p. 9/1, 1. 15 : ibid, h, p. 46, 
letter 48. 

2a Counterfeit jeutels, — VoL IL g^ p. 10/2, 1. 69 : 
ibid, h, p. 19, letter 53. 

21. Well-dressed man and countryman, — VoL II. g^ 

p. 9/1, 1. 9: ibid. /, p. 9/1, L 12. 

22. Female affectation. — Vol. IL hy p. 47, letter 49. 

23. Painting facesy dyeing hair, etc. — VoL L/, p. 22, 

U. 8, 29 : ibid, g, p. 7/2, 1. 31 : ibid, y, p. 8/2, 
L 9 : Vol. IL h, p. 35/1, letter 12 : ibid, j, 
p. 7/1, L 16 : ibid. /, p. 10/2, 1. 52 (it appears 
that painters of women's faces was a regular 
trade) : ibid. p. 15/1, L 35 : ibid, k, p. 6/2, 
L 3a 

24. NoOeetMe i90fv/>.— Qish clash—fiddle faddle— 
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hab or nab — riftie tuftie — hnrlieburlie — tipling 
tapling— twittle twattle— wily begiuly. See 
Glossarial Index, x.v., also for wealth of vitu- 
perative expressions. 

25. — Chaucer, — *Zephiras with his sweet breath* 
(Vol. II. /, p. 6/2— Summer, L i). Was this 
a reminiscence of Chaucer's ' Zephorus eke 
with his soote breth' (Prol. to Canterbury 
Tales). 

'Virtue of necessity' (Vol. I. o, p. 15/1, L 13), 
as old as Chaucer. 

* Miller's Thumb'— (Vol. I. j, st. J9)— a Chau- 
cerian allusion. 

26. Gascoigne, — *Amid my Bale I bath in bliss' 

(Vol. II. c, p. 8/1, 1. 17). This is the first 
line of a poem by Gascoigne (ed. Hazlitt, i. 40). 
(See under V. Claims, p. Ixvi.) 

27. Thomas Rymour, — *Vpon a wooden horse he 

rides through the world, and in a merry gale 
makes a path through the seas' (VoL IL r, 
p. 9/2, No. 24). So Thomas Rymour 
(E. E. Text Society), p. 50, 1. 168, * Riding 
vpon a Horse of tree.' 

28. Roger Ascham — Vol. I. </, p. 51. — This discussion 

is a reminiscence of that at the beginning of 
Ascham's Scholemaster (1570) and the frst 
half of col. 2 an amplification of a passage in 
that book (Arber's reprint, p. 45) — *The 
matter lieth not so much in the disposition of 
them that be young, as in the order and maner 
of bringing up by them that be old ; nor yet 
in the difference of leamyng and pastime. 
For beate a child if he daunce not well, and 
cherish him though he leame not well, ye 
shall have him vnwilling to go to daunce and 
glad to go to his booke. Knocke him, when 
he draweth his shaft ill, and fauor him againe, 
though he pant at his booke, ye shall have 
hym uerie loth to be in the field, and uerie 
willing to be in the schole.' 

29. Sidney. — Loue and relative note — Vol. II. f, 

p. 7/2, I. 12 : a closer parallel is Sidney's, 

' Join hearts and hands, so let it be, 
Make but one mind in bodies three' (Davison's Rhaps.). 

30. SouThzue//,— Vol, I. w, p. 7/1, 1. 45. Cf. South- 

well's * My conscience is my crown.* 

31. Marlowe, — Pethare's Mountain plaine and 

Petharco — the first passage is not unlike 
*Come live with me' (VoL I. «, p. 1 1/2, 
I. 16 and Sonet 7). 

32. Euphuism, — Note the hit at Euphuism with its 



analogies drawn from natniml history in the 
mouth of a pretender (VoL IL ^ p. 12/1). 

33. Giles FUUher,—' hsA if He so hath deckt the 
earth below' (VoL I. f, p. 6/1, L 17). C£ 
Giles Fletcher: (p. 211, st 27, edn. GitMart) — 



* If soch a hooM God to aDOthc 
How ihine thoae gUtteriag oooits H« for HiaMlf 
wiUhane.' 

' Loue is not an houre's humour, nor a shadow 
of light' (Vol. II, h, p. 43, letter 37). 
Again cf. Giles Fletcher {ib, p. 136, st 8) :— 

* As though it were the ihadow« of aonie li^iL* 

34. Milton.^* the Herauldry of Heaven' (VoL IL q, 
p. 9/1, L 6). Cf. Milton's Hymn Upon the 
Circumcision : — 



' He who with aU Heav'n's henldiy 
Enter'd the world, now bleeds to give us e 



So opposite, Phineas Fletcher's Loctists 
(Poems, edn. Grosart, voL ii. p. 73, st 18), 
'Hell's Heraldry.' 

35. Henry Vaughan, — Wit's Trenchmoor — 'for all 

courses whatsoever (all out, if I doe yon good, 
be glad not proud of it,' and open not your 
window to the Sunne, when she hath power 
to sende her beams through the glasse, etc. 
(VoL IL b, p. 14/2, IL 49-51.) So Henry 
Vaughan (Fuller W. Lby. edn. voL L p. 238) :— 

' Who breaks his glass to take more light 
Makes way for storms into hk rest' 

A curious coincidence of thought, but most 
likely purely accidental. 

36. Dr, Isaac Waits,— W (A, I. a, p. 37/a, last four 

lines : — 

' So that you looke vnto hit wocke, 

that he not idle stand : 
For if he doo, some knaoish woike 
himself will take in luud : ' 

— an anticipation of Dr. Watts' ' Satan finds 
some mischief still, ' etc 

37. Pope,^Vo\, I. », p. II, Sonet 2, st 3, 'A Haire 

that holdes the heart's affections.' First fieunt 
prelude of 'Beauty draws us with a single 
hair.' 

38. Wordsworth, — ' And sue but to those inward eyes 

That see my heart' 

Cf. Wordsworth's Daffodils— 

* They flash upon that inward eye.' 

39. The Eel story,'-{Vo\, II. h, p. i3)--this is found 

in the book of the Knight de le Tour de Landry. 
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40. Litanies, — Litanies like Pasqail*s Procession 

(VoL L g) became very fashionable during 
the CivQ Wars. In Wit's Recreations, 1641, 
there is snch a Litany, part of which is a cento 
from 'Pasquil's Procession.' 

41. Latin quotation, — Tempora mutantur, etc. (VoL 

IL df p. 9/1, 1. 45)^«!an early instance of this 
quotation, if it really was written by Matthias 
Borbonius, who could not have written it much 
earlier than Breton himself! For myself I think 
it must have been much older. 

42. Word'play, — 'A straunge Springe in Suffolke' 

(Vol. L a, p. 49/2). Presumably a young lady 
of the name of Spring — a form of wit which 
Breton afterwards stretched about as far as it 
would go in 'Wonders worth the Hearing' 
(Vol. II. g, ). 

43. Corrections^ — 'But if (alas) he be passe pure 

pennilesse' (Vol. I. /, p. 6/2, L 3). Perhaps 
this should read, ' But if (ftlas) he be Pierce 
(or Piers) pennilesse.' The explanation pro- 
bably is that 'passe' and ' pure' were Author's 
corrective variations imported into the text. 
On p. 4, Morphorius=Marforia In Vol. IL 
J, p. 9, Langdebiete, apparently for Langde- 
breut In VoL II. m, p. 6, last 1. , read certainly, 
' old Leacher.' In VoL I. 4, p. 16, and note, 
St 3d is occupied with the mention of some 
of Spenser's writings ; but (eheu !) st 4 on re- 
consideration I see passes on to his qualities — 
poetic art, reason, judgment, and wit Con- 
sequently the allusion is not to Spenser's lost 
treatise on poetry. 

As with Shakespereana (II.) it were easy 
manifoldly to continue Notabilia from Bre- 
ton ; but my intention is rather to whet than 
satiate the Reader's appetite. By 'search- 
ing ' the Works for themselves, students will 
come upon well-nigh innumerable note- 
worthy things. They lie like shells — tiny 
and dainty of hue — on sea-shore sands. I 
can scarcely conceive any taste unsuited, 
any line of research unrewarded. 

IV. Satires and Epistles-dedicatory, etc. 

(fl.) Satires. — In the Memoir (I. Bio- 
graphical) I have quoted as fully as might 
be under the conditions, from *No Whip- 
pinge nor Trippinge: but a kinde friendly 
Snippinge.' I recur to its title-page, be- 

63 



cause nothing serves better to mark out the 
distinction between Breton and earlier and 
later Satirists. With all their salt of wit and 
value as pictures of their periods, it must be 
conceded that Donne and Marston — to 
name them only as types — are coarse and 
savage; while others, as represented by 
Bishop Hall, are spiteful and envious, e,g, 
I must set down Hall's ist Satire in Book 
VI. of Virgidemiarum, as striking at Spenser 
and Samuel Daniel, while 'Adamantius 
i^y dog,' and ' Semelefemorigena ' meant the 
elder Scaliger. There is a fierceness and 
ribaldry of invective, a vulgarity and broad- 
ness of phrasing, an offensive iteration of 
double-meanings in contemporary Satirists — 
alike in Satires-proper and in Epigrams, — 
that one can scarcely exaggerate. \^th 
Breton there is nothing of all this. If he 
flings ilirt at all, it is 'dry dirt,' or as a 
handful of sand, and because he would not 
use a stone so as to hurt He has the bee's 
sharp sting, but its honey-bag close beside 
it. He is stirred and fired with indignation ; 
but his passion is compassion. He would 
have shared Robert Bums's ruth for even 
the Devil. You hear indeed the crack of 
the lash, but it is in the air, not to leave weals 
on the offender's back. I grant that he 
impales your ' pretender,' but he does it as 
Isaak Walton his frog, *■ as though he loved 
him.' There is a humanity in all Breton's 
Satires, a ripple of light-hearted humour, 
that in my estimate place him in a most 
amiable light. I trust I shall not plead in 
vain for a deliberative reading of the * Pas- 
quil' series, as reproduced in his Works, 
viz.: — 

Pasquil's Madcappe, etc (Vol. I. e,) 
Pasquil's Foole's Cappe, etc. (Ibid,f.) 
Pasquil's Passe and Passeth Not, etc 
{Ibid.g.) 

Alas! that I can add neither 'Pasquil's 
Mistres,' nor ' Old Madcappe's Newe Gally- 
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mawfry'! I would allure to such critical 
study by a few quotations, taken almost ad 
aptrturam libri. Here is a pungent assault on 
the all-attracting, all-swaying power of mere 
Wealth and the humiliation of Poverty, 
from 'An Invective against the wicked of 
the world*: — 

' The wealthy Rascall be he ne're so base, 

Filthy. U14kaar'd. vgly to behold, 

Moole-eie, plaiae-moutb, dogges-tooth, and camel's fiice, 

BUnde, dumbe, and deafe, diseased, rotten, olde. 

Vet, if he huue the coffers fiill of golde. 
He shaU haue reuerence, curtsie. cappe and knee, 
And worship, like a man of high degree. 

He shall haue Ballads written in his praise, 

Bookes dedicated to his patronage, 

Wittes working for his pleasure many waies, 

Petigrees sought to mend his parentage, 

And linkt perhaps in Noble marriage, 
He shall haue all that this vile worlde can giue him, 
That into pride, the deuill's mouth may driue him. 

If he can speake, his wordes are Oracles, 

If he can see, his eyes are spectacles, 

If he can heare, his eares are miracles. 

If he can stand, his legges are pinades : 

Thus in the rules of Reason's obstacles. 
If he be but a beast in shape and nature. 
Yet, giue him wealth, he is a goodly creature. 

But, be a man of ne're so goode a minde. 

As fine a shape as Nature can deuise ; 

Vertuous and gratious, comely, wise, and kinde, 

Valiant, well-giuen, full of good qualities. 

And almost free from Fancie's vanities : 
Vet let him want this filthy worldly drosse. 
He shall be sent but to the Beggars Crosse. 

The foole Mrill scoffe him, and the knaue abuse him. 
And euery rascall in his kinde disgrace him. 
Acquaintance leaue him, and his friends refuse him : 
And euery dogge will from his doore displace him. 
Oh this vile world ^»ill seeke so to defieux him 
That vntill death doe come for to rcleeue him, 
He shall haue nothing hccrc but that may greeue him. 

If he haue pence to purchase pretty things. 
She that doth loue him will dissemble loue ; 
While the poore man his heart with sorrow wrings 
To see how want doth womens loue rcmoouc, 
And make a iack-dawc of a turtle-doue : 

If he be rich, worldcs seme him for his pclfe. 

If he be poore, he may goe serue liimsclfe. 

If he be rich, although his nose doc runpc, 
His lippes doc sLiuer. anJ his breath dccj stinke. 
He shall haue napkins faire and finely spunno. 
Pilles for the rhewme, and such perfumM tliinkc 
As were he blinde. he sliall not seeme to winke : 



Yea, let him oough« halke* spit, fiut and pine. 
If be be wealthy, nothing is mmisse. 

But with his peace, if be haue got him power. 

Then haUe a god. that is more halfe a dinen ; 

Then Pride must teach liim bow to looke as sower, 

As beldam's milke that turnM with her sneniU ; 

While the poore man that little thinketh eaQl, 
Though Nobly borne, shall ieare the Beggar's finowne. 
And creepe and crowch vnto a filthy downeu 

Oh, he that wants this wicked cankred oojne. 

May fret to death before he finde rdieliB^ 

But if he haue the cunning to purlo3me 

And ease the begger of his biting griefe. 

Although (perhaps) he play the piiuie thiefe : 
It is no matter if the bagges be foil. 
Well Cue the wit that makes the world a GuU.' 

(VoL I. #, p. 5.) 

Such is very much the 'burden' of 
< PasquiPs Madcappe.' His oudook is — 

' Where gracelesse sinnes doe in their glory siL' 

Firmly-lined — ^bitten-in as your Etcher 
says — ^are his portraits of those he thus sees. 
Let these testify for the rest : — 

' I^et but a fellow in a fox-ford gowne, 

A greasie night-cap and a drhieied beard. 

Grow but the baliffe of a fisher-towne. 

And haue a nuUter fore him to be heard ; 

Will not his frowne make halfe a streete afeard ? 
Yea, and the greatest Codshead gape for feare 
He shall be swallowed by this vgly beare. 

Looke but on beggars going to the stockes. 
How master constable can march before them, 
And while the beadle maketh dast the lockes, 
How brauely he can knaue them, and be-whore them. 
And not aflEbrd one word of pitty for them. 
When it may be poore honest sedy people, 
Must make the church make curtsie to the steeple. 

Note but the beadle of a beggars Spittle, 

How (in his place) he can himselfe aduance. 

And will not of his title lose a tittle. 

If any matter come in variance. 

To try the credite of his countenance : 

For whatsoeuer the poore beggars say. 

His is the word must carry all away. 

Why let a begger but on cock-h(M*se sit. 

Will he not ride like an ill-fauourd king ? 

And will it not amase a poore man's witte. 

That cuckoes teach the nightingale to sing? 

Oh, this same wealth is such a wicked thing, 
T'will teach an owle in time to speake true latiiie. 
And make a frier forsweare our Ladle's mattine. 

Take but a peasant newly from the cart, 

That only Hues by puddings, beanes, and pease, 
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Who neuer learnM any other arte, 
But how to driue his cattle to the leas. 
And after worke, to sit and take his ease ; 
Yet put this asse into a golden hide. 
He shall be groome vnto a hansome bride. 

Take but a rascall with a rogish pate, 

Who can but onely keepe a counting4xx>ke, 

Yet if his reckning grow to such a rate. 

That he can angle for the golden hooke, 

How-euer so the matter he mistooke, 
If he can deerely couer his deceite. 
He may be held a man of deepe oonceite. 

Finde out a 'V^Daine, borne and bred a knaue. 
That neuer knew where honesty became, 
A drunken rascall and a doggM slaue. 
That all his wittes to wickednesse doth frame. 
And ondy lines in infamy and shame ; 
Yet let him tinke vpon the golden pan. 
His word may passe yet Ux an honest man. 

Why, take a Fidler but with halfe an eye, 
Who neuer knew if Ela were a note, 
And can but play a Round or Hey-de-gey, 
And that perhaps he ondy hath by roate, 
Which now and then may hap to get a groate ; 
Yet if his Crowde be set with siluer studdes. 
The other minstrels may goe chew their cuddes.* 

(Ibid, p. 7, col. 3.) 

He thus closes the ' Invective ' : — 

* Then let a knaue be knowne to be a knaue, 

A thdfe a yillaine, and a churle a hogge ; 

A minkes a menion, and a rogue a slaue, 

A trull a tit, an vsurer a dogge, 

A lobbe a loute, a heany loll a logge : 
And euery birde goe rowst in her owne nest, 
And then perhaps my Mute will be at rest 

But if a lacke will be a gentleman. 
And mistris Needens lady it at least. 
And euery goose be saucy with the swanne, 
While the asse thinkes he is a goodly beast. 
While so the foole doth keepe ambition's feast ; 
My Muse in consdenoe that cannot be quiet, 
Will giue them this good lawce vnto their diet. 

But I doe hope I am but in a dreame, 
Fooles wis be wiser then to loose their wittes ; 
The countrey wench will looke vnto her creame. 
And workemen see, but where their profite fits. 
And leave fantastickes to their idle fits : 

Pride shall goe downe, and vertue shall encrease. 

And then my Muse be stUl, and hold her peace. 

But if I see the world will not amend, 
The vrealthy beggar counterfdte the king. 
And idle spirites all their humours spend. 
In seeking how to make the cuckoe sing ; 
If Fortune thus doe daunce in Follie's ring. 
When contraries thus go against their Undes, 
My Muse lesohies to tell them what she findes. 



For she cannot be partiall in her speech, 
To smooth, and flatter, to cologne and lie ; 
She cannot make a breast-plate of a breech, 
Nor praise his sight that hath but halfe an de. 
She cannot doe herselfe such iniurie ; 
For she was made out of so plaine a molde, 
As doth but Trueth for all her honor holde.' 

(IHd. p. za) 

After the 'Invective* comes 'PasquiFs 
Message.' It thus opens : — 

' Goe Muse abroade, and beate the world about. 
Tell trueth for shame, and hugger vp no ill ; 
Flatter no foUie with too plaine a flowt. 
Nor on a buxzard set a falcon's bill : 

Doe no man wrong, giue euery man his right. 

For time will come that all will come to light. 

Doe not persuade a foole that he is wise. 

Nor make a begger thinke he is a king ; 

Say not a mole can see that hath no eyes. 

Nor Starke dead stockes haue any power to spring ; 

For while that logicke would maintaine a lie, 

Tis easdy found out in phUosophie. 

Tell idle des that know not how to looke, 
Thdr wanton thoughts will worke them nought but woes, 
Tell addle wittes that haue the worlde mistooke, 
Vnbridled wiUes are Reason's ouerthrowes : 

While ondy Trueth that walkes by Wisedome's line. 

Happieth the heart, and makes the soule diuine. ' 

{IHd, p. zx/z.) 

With * Goe ' for refrain^ there follow like 
mordant, but ever and anon graciously- 
touched, delineations of the 'Court' and 
'King,' *Lordes and Ladies,' 'Courtiers,' 
'Lawyers,' 'SchoUers,' 'country Players,' 
'Fidlers,' 'Swaggrers,' 'Diuine,* 'Souldier,' 
'Craftesman,' 'Fencer,' the 'wretch that 
would and cannot thriue,' the 'crow,' 
'Aesop's pie,' 'beggar,' 'lailour,' 'pri- 
soner,' ' Poets,' ' Authors of high Tragedies,' 
' Scriuener,' ' luglers,' ' Pander and Parasite,' 
'Traitour,* 'Farmers,' 'Labourers.' All 
these are wisely counselled. I limit myself 
to three of these, as thus :-^ 

I. 'Country Players.* 

* Ten country Players, that old paltry iests 
PronouncM in a painted motdy ooate, 
Filles aU the world so fiiU of cuckoes nests. 
That nightingales can scarody sing a note : 

Oh bid them tume thdr minds to better meanings. 

Fidds are ill sowne thai giue no better gleaniogs.' 

(P. ii/a.) 
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a. ' Poets and poore Writert.' 

' Goe tell the Poets that their pidling rimes 

Begin apace to grow out of request : 

While wanton humors in their idle times, 

Can make of I/)ue but as a laughing lest : 
And tell poore Writers, stories are so stale, 
That penny ballads make a better sale. ' (Hid, ) 

5. ' Authors of high Tragedies.' 

' Goe tell the Authors of high Tragedies, 
That bloudlesse quarrells are but merry fights ; 
And such as best conceitc their Comedies, 
Doe feede their fancies but with fond delights ; 
Where toyes will shew that figure Trueth's intention, 
They spoyle their spirits with too much inuention.' 

{IHd,) 

' Goe bid the Poets studie better matter, 

Then Mars and Venus in a tragedie ; 

And bid them leaue to leame to lie and flatter. 

In plotting of a Loner's Comedie ; 
And bid Play-writers better spend their spirits. 
Than in fox-burrowes, or in cony-ferrits.' 

{/did. p. 13.) 

'Pasquil's Foole's Cap' with 'Pasquil's 
Passion for the World's waywardnesse ' semi- 
lifts the veil of anonymity, inasmuch as his 
epistle-dedicatory to Master Edward Con- 
quest is signed ' N. B.' It is really a vindi- 
cation of the * Madcappe/ but relies more on 
raillery than sarcasm, on pleasantry than 
rebuke. He dons the cap and bells, the 
' Foole's Cap,' that he may * play the Foole,* 
yet has he again a grave message as ever 
was Hebrew prophet's. I can find room only 
for one consecutive passage, of alternate 
lightness and gravity, and not without (I fear) 
autobiographic home reminiscences : — 

' Hee that loues to be noted for strange fashions. 

And for his hckes, and for his kinde oigatt : 

And in his Muses, and his PasHons, 

Will not be thought an ordinary mate : 

If that his Wittes come to themselues, too late, 

I know not well how to be his Aduiser ; 

But euen be sory, that he was no wiser. 

He that will hoorde vp dJIlfor a deereyeare : 
Yet in the meane time want necessities : 
He that will be vnto himselfe so neere. 
As bring himselfe into extreamities. 
By his owne wilfull caus'd calamities, 

This is the end that will fall out of it ; 

Such Niggard FooUs haue neuer better Wit. 



Hee that doth put his wealth vpm a Coekg^ 

A Cardt, a Die, or socfa an Idle toy; 

And hath his humour so mocfa on the Smtoehe, 

As if it were his Spirits onely iqy : 

When Soorrowa sighes doe shewe the hcartfi annoy : 
Let him goe backe vnto Repentance schoole. 
And see how long his Wit hath plaid the /Mr. 

Hee that will busie be with Euery matter. 
Vet scarce hath power to bring one well to passe : 
And neuer leaues to oosen, lie, and flatter, 
Vntill hee prooue himselfe a Craftie Asm : 
Let him but looke in the Folu looking Glaste, 
And there his IVoodcoche Wit shall plainly haue 
The true proportion of a Paltry Knane, 

Hee that would perswade himselfe He is a King, 
Yet all the world doth for a Begger knowe him : 
And he that takes the Winter for the Spring, 
Because the Sunne a Uttle light doth showe him : 
If want of Wit doe wholly ouerthrowe him. 

And that the Caches comie to his ca^ doe lalL 

Tis not my fault, I can not doe withaL 

Hee that ^\iX%J(fteene elles into a Rn0k 
And stauenteene yards into a swaggering tlappe : 
And twentie thousand Crawnes into a Mu£k, 
And halfe his land into a hunting Cappe : 
If that }he/bole doe catch him in his trappe. 
There like a WoodcocheXtX him walke about : 
When hee is in, I cannot helpe him ouL 

Hee that in all his thoughts is so vnhofy, 
Hee makes no care of any good oonoeight : 
But giues himselfe so much to Idleftlfyt 
That vnto Hell Hee runnes the highway straight : 
If hee be poysoned with the Diuels baight, 
I cannot choose but tell him like a fKend, 
Such wicked Fooles will haue a wololl end. 

Hee that will Brase his face at LtMehay, 

Because he will not blush at Knauery : 

And he that will refuse no drudgery. 

To gather Drosse by any Slauery, 

And yet vrill stand vpon his Brauery : 
He is no foole, whoeuer be an Asse, 
Makes such a Couer for a looking glasn. 

Hee that repents him of no wickednesse. 

Nor takes delight in any godlinesse : 

But in the way of all vnthriftinesse, 

Doth wast the Time of Natures wretchednesse ; 

Where helplesse Sorrowes, in vnhappinesse. 
Doe breede the Spirits endlesse heauinesse : 
That FooU is in the height of foolishnesse.' 

\JHd, p. 24.) 

A vein of melancholy though not of repin- 
ing, runs through ' Pasquil's Passion.' \jtX 
its opening send every student-reader to the 
whole, to be delighted with the vigour of the 
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thinking and the firmness of the workman- 
ship: — 

' Wicked, vngratious, aod vngodly Age^ 
Where hatefull thoughts are gotten to their height, 
How should my spirit in true passions rage? 
Describe the courses of thy vile concdght, 
That feede the world but with the diuels baight : 
While wofuU hearts, vrith inward sorrowes wounded, 
Finde Wit and Reason in their sense confounded. 

No, no, the depth of thy vnknowne distresse 
(Wherein the heart is ouerwhelm'd with woes) 
Exceedes the power of passion to expresse ; 
While so much griefe within the Spirit growes, 
As all the power of Patience ouerthrowes : 
While vertuous minds, within their sowles agrieued. 
Must helplesse die, and cannot be relieued. 

The clearest eye must seeme to haue no seeing. 
And Eloquence must be to silence bound, 
And Honours essence seeme to haue no beeing. 
Where wicked windes runne Vertues shippe a ground, 
While healthfull spirits fedl into a swound ; 
That only Pride, that weares the golden Aome, 
May liue at ease and laugh the world to scome. 

If euery right were rightly apprehended, 
And dest deseruings best might be regarded, 
And Carefull workes were to their worth commended. 
And Gratious spirits gratiously rewarded. 
And wicked craft from Conscience care discarded ; 
Then might the Angels sing in Heauen, to see 
What blessed courses on the earth would be/ 

{IHd, p. as/i.) 

'Pasquil's Passe and Passeth not' is first 
signed *N. B.' to epistle-dedicatory, and 
then, to show that he was 'Pasquil,' the 
£pistle to the Reader is signed ' Pasquill.' 
I must ask my Readers to turn to these 
further Satires. I had marked very many 
bits for quotation; but I refi'ain. I must 
repeat that the explicit acceptance of the 
authorship of these Pasquil poems by Breton 
in 'No Whipping ' — as given in the Memoir 
(I. Biographical) and the discovery of a 
* William R* as author of * Palinodia,' and so 
of * Cornucopia ' (I. Biographical, p. xxx/i), 
relieve me fi'om the necessity of establishing 
Breton's authorship of the one set as of his 
non-authorship of die other set, and the utter 
mistake of the late Rev. Thobcas Corser 
and others in assigning 'Comucopiae' to 
Breton. I may add that doubtless Breton 



fetched his name of * Pasquil * from Thomas 
Nash's trenchant productions under that dis- 
guise, and availing himself of their popularity, 
if indeed, in his sore straits, our worthy was 
not quite willing to have his Pasquil pieces 
taken for posthumous work of the recently 
dead earlier Pasquil ' Marphorius ' was of 
course taken from the same source. Both 
are combined in 'The Retume of the re- 
nowned Cavaliere Pasquill of England from 
the other side of the Seas, and his meeting 
with Marforius at London upon the Royal 
Exchange' (1589.) One need not go 
searching further.^ 

{b,) Epistles-dedicatory, etc — ^As a 
rule the Epistles-dedicatory and to the Reader 
of the Elizabethan period are well-turned and 
gracious; but Breton's are peculiarly so. 
Bacon and others led the way in adulation 
and exaggeration of rank above brains early 
in the reign of James i. I find nowhere 
in Breton's books either flattery or fawn- 
ing. There is directness, fine simpleness, 
manly self-respect in his Epistles, while I 
look in vain elsewhere for such felicitous 
and deserved compliments, such pleasant 
in-working of passing circumstance, such 
gentlemanly phrasing, such daintily wrought 
turns of expression, such sprightliness. I 
shall be glad if my Readers study the Epistles- 
dedicatory and to the Reader of the Verse 
and Prose alike. For one thing, it will result 
that no one will do so and be entrapped, — as 
Mr. W. C. Hazlitt was, — by his ever-recur- 
ring trick of expression, to think the ' Olde 
Man's Lesson ' was edited but not composed 
by him. So too with the guises and dis- 



1 It is to be remembered that ' Mdaacboltke Httmoun ' (Vol. 
I. A,>— a coUectkm of small pieou first published in the same 
yearwith the first of the Pasquil s eri es was probably issued 
ondaestreogthofthepopularity of the others. Though it bears 
Breton's name, the address ' To the Reader ' begins * Pasquil 
having been long in his dumps,' etc, the name ' Pasquil ' being 
brought in apparently to reveal that ' Melancholike Humours ' 
was by Pasquil Madcappe, and that Pasquil Madcappe waa 
Nicholas Breton. Nash died late in 1599, or very early in 
i6oa 
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guises in the Pas(iuill set and elsewhere. 
They will not hide Breton himself from any 
one who has eyes in his head, not merely 
s|}cctacles astraddle his nose. I am glad 
here to be able to give one additional Epistle- 
clcdiralDry. a Preface, and a Publisher's 
Kpistlc, from the late lamented Mr. Henry 
lluth's volume of Prefaces, etc. (1874, 50 
r.oi>ics (mly) edited by Mr. W. C. Hazlitt. 

I . To • The Works of a Young Wit; 
• T/if Utter nediidtorie, to the Reader.' 

I lluiir iMith hcnnl nnil rend oft tymcs, that Bookes 

and C'lipr»rii may very well Iw likciieil one to the 

olhrr ill thin poyiil : for ihc dmorsitie of mens iudge- 

iiiriilrn «»"«•" *'^ tlirni. l''or they arc warct both, to 

|h< liMiknl on for lour, and bought for money. The 

< Jirr«r. one r out of thr Prcssc. shortly after comet 

III ninrkrt to Im- soldo, when* (jU'rhap*) it is tasteil of 

many, liefoir it be bought ; ami l)ookes once 

imiirintrd air iirrwiitly in hliopi)es where many 

|)rru«r llicm, rrc tliry be sfdde. Nowc, some that 

hniie ltt*tctl the Clhrenr, wil say (i»crchaunce) tis too 

drye : another wylHny, tinttMi ful ofwhaye : thethinl 

wyll nay, thr nieatc in giHMl, but it is yll handlctl : the 

loiirlh wll (c ontriiry) nay, it hMikes lictter then it is. 

Cfimr allot hiT, hr wyl say, Iterlady, tis prcty good 

mrutr. Soiiir wyl nay, It is litlc worth : and some 

wyll nay. Il in Markc naught; but that is an euyl 

friungd fflow. Sonir wyl say, 'I'is Cheese : thats a 

bill III wluirvm. Some wyl say, Twil serue : he is 

to be JNirnr withal. Sonic wyl say, Tis gooil meate 

when our in hiingiy : he is woorthy to haue a peece of 

It (if hi* (-nil gel it), when he hath mithing cIs to 

dyiiiii'r Soiiif wyl like it very well, and giue money 

for il : III* in most wot thy to linue it, and much goo<1 

may il doo hym. And thus of liookes, and so of this 

my iHMikr among others. .Some wyl say. It is too 

fliy, it Wants the sap of .Sapience, neither hath it 

yrnoiigh of the Kunnet of Reason. Some other wyl 

•ay, It in t(i ful of the whay «»f wantonnesse which, 

in wise inrns tiiste, seemes very sowre. Some wyll say, 

Ttic inuention is prcty, Imt it is yll pend. Some 

oilier wyll more commend the pennyng, then the 

matter. .Some wyl say. It is prety Poetrie. Some 

wyl say. It is mc*ane stufTc. And some (perhaps) wyl 

say. It is Imld ryme, not worth the reading : but that 

in a malicious Lob for my lyfe. Some wyll say, 

Tis verse : he speakes his mynd plainly. Some wyl 

say, Twil passe for Poetrie : let hym passe for & 



cetera. Some wyl say. It ii good enovgh to reade, 
when a man hath nothing els to doo : he maj leade 
it (if he can come by it) in sodi klle tjine. Some 
(perhaps) wyll prayse it more then it deMnies» and 
geue coyne for it, rather then goe witlioiit it Such 
are best woorthy to hane it : and wel may it like them 
when they haue bought iu Well* nch as likeit not, 
I pray you beare a good tongue^ and let it alone, 
and God be with you. I wish you well, and pofaaps 
I wyl, agaynst the next Terme, pronide yon some 
other newe ware for your olde golde. Tyil ^icn, 
and euer, I wish you sJl, with my seUet the grace of 
God, and well to £ue. From my lodgyng this aii 
of May, Anno DominL 1577. Your poore Conntrey- 



man 



N.B.' 



2. ^A Flourish upon Fanty^ I577-' Our 
text of Flourish upon Famy was the second 
edition (1582). It omits the Preface to the 
portion entitled The Tdys of an Idle Head: 
and it is specially gratifying to be able to 
reproduce it here : — 

•THE PREFACE. 

My friend, who so thou bee, that fiune wouldst buy 

this booke, 
To passe away the time thereon, in ydle times to 

looke : 
If so thou fjmdste that like thee not, yet pardon 

graont to mee, 
And wish me from thy harte no worse, then I wish 

vnto thee. 
Against my will it shall be much^ if many I offiende 
With these rude rymes which I haue made vnto none 

other ende. 
But as I sayde before, for want of other glee. 
For pleasaunt heads to looke vpon, when they at 

leysure bee. 
But some there are, I must confesse, gainst whom in 

great despight 
Some running rymes, which here you see, I chaunced 

to indight. 
But such I count my deadly foes : and such one if 

thou bee 
That buiest my boke, then take the same in deepe 

despight of thee. 
But if you be my friend, and take all in good pnrtc 
That there you fynde : and thinke it is for want of 

better arte. 
Then here with right good will I offer it to thee. 
And doe but thanke me for my paynes, it is ynoo^ 

for mee. 
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Of troth I promise yee, tis not for want of will. 
That rudely thus in rymes I run, but want of better 

skin. 
For if that I had Quid's pen, ech worde in printe to 

place. 
Or Homer's exercjse I had, to giue my verse a grace. 
Or TuUie's Eloquence to talke, as I in minde thought 

best. 
Or Aristotle's pregnant wit, that passeth all the rest, 
Some prety peeoe of worke perhaps then moughtst 

thou fynde 
Among so many mery toyes, that mought content thy 

minde. 
But tush, my beetle brayne can no such fruictes bring 

forth; 
V^ My verses are but rugged rimeSi and therefore little 

worth. 
My head ynhooded yet, I ready am to flye 
At every little paltrye bird, that goeth whisking by. 
I neuer haue respect to any kinde of Game, 
Like to the hooded Hauke that, kepte a long while 

tame. 
When that he Game doth spring, she knowes it by 

the whurre^ 
And then, to make a wing thereat, she ginnes of[f] 

fyst to sturre. 
But till the Game be sprong, on fyst she pearcheth 

still, 
But I (God wot) to choose my game haue no such 

Idnde of skill. 
I stryke at what I may, and geue God thankes for 

all. 
And stande contented with the same, till better doth 

be&ll. 
And glad I am sometime to pray vpon a Byrde, 
I haue no wit to waye the best, but euery worthe- 

lesse worde 
I ready am in ryme to put, although my reason be 
But small (God wot), and that too small, as you may 

plainly see. 
But since you see my simple head vnhooded (as it is). 
Accept the symple fruicttherof, and be content with 

this. 
\ VntUl I haue the skill to flye at better Game, 
Which when I loll, you shall be sure to taste some 
f of the same. 

But if ye now disdayne these Byrdes, whereon I 

With better game hereafter I perhaps will flye away. 
And lyke a very Chuiie, then will I parte with none. 
But feede vpon the best thereof vnto myself alone. 
Where few or none shall see, what foode I feede 

vpon, 
No^ nor yet where I hyde the same, till all be spente 

and gone. 



Wherefore, my friende, I say, if so thou doest desyre 
More of my workes, and wouldst not haue the rest 

throwne in the fyre, 
Skome not these ragged rymes, but rather soone 

amend. 
What so thou f3mdst that likes thee not, and so I 

make an ende. 
Wishing thee well to fare, if so thou be my friend, 
But if my foe, then ill and worse, and so agayne I 

end. 

Finis.' 

3. The Bower of Delights, Seeing that 
neither the 1591 nor 1597 editions of the 
'Bower' is at present available (though at 
Britwell) I gladly give here the Epistle of 
the Publisher Richard Jones, the more 
readily that it explains Breton's disavowal 
in the Postscript of the Epistle to his 
Pilgrimage to Paradise : — 

* TO THE GENTLEMEN READERS. 

Gentlemen : I present you here, in the Authonrs 
absence, with sundrie fine Deuices and rare con- 
cejTtes, in English verse, by the names of Epitaphes, 
Poems, Pastorals and Sonnets : some of worthines, 
and some of wantonnes, yet (all in my poore censure) 
wittie, pleasant, and commendable : If any like you 
(as I hope they wyl), partly for the well penning of 
them : but specially for the Subie[c]t and worthinesse 
of the persons the[y] doo conceme, though (happly) 
you esteeme the rest of lesse regard : I then haue my 
desire, and count my labour and charges well be- 
stowed. I am (onely) the Printer of them, chiefly to 
pleasure you, and partly to profit my selfe, if they 
prooue to your good liking : if otherwise, my hope 
is frustrate, my labour lost, and all my cost is cast 
away. 

Pardon mee, (good Gentleman) of my presump- 
tion, and protect me, I pray you, against those 
Cauellers and find-&ults, that neuer like of any thing 
that they see printed, though it be neuer so wel 
compiled. And where you happen to find any fault, 
impute it to bee coittmmed by the Printers negli- 
gence, then (otherwise) by any ignorance in the 
Author : and especially in A 3, about the middest of 
the page, for Hnu or Uad, I pray you read it Urn or 
lead. So shall your poore Printer haue iust cause 
hereafter to be more carefull, and acknowledge him- 
selfe most bounden (at all times) to do you sendee 
to the vtmott of his power. 

Yours, R. I. Printer.* 
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V. Claims. — I hope that what I ha%*e 
already said of Breton's Characteristics, 
viz., his — I. Style — concinnity and melody. 
2. Brightness. 3. Freshness. 4. Tenderness. 
5. Purity, and given under Sharespercana, 
NoTABiLiA, and Satires and Epistles- 
Dedicatory, etc, together with a critical 
study of the full Glossarial Index, will 
win assent of cai)able and s)Tnpathetic 
readers, when I claim for him first of all 
a place among the * Sweet Singers* of 
our England. It seems declarative of 
the extremely suj^erficial knowledge of 
Elizabethan and Jacobean literature, that 
our (so-called) Historians of Literature, 
larger and lesser, as well as our Anthologies 
and books of Extracts, have no rec<^ition, 
or such recognition as betrays it to be 
second-hand and traditionary, of so fecund 
and long-sustained a Writer as our present 
Worthy (and indeed the same remark holds 
of well-nigh all except prominent and ex- 
ceptional names). I must regard it as 
blameworthy, that to so sorrowful an extent 
the bye-ways of our literature are left un- 
trodden. Such treatment of the great body 
of Elizabethan-Jacobean Verse and Prose 
reminds me of your vulgar Cook 'personally- 
conducted tours' along beaten tracks and by 
cheai>ened hotels, rushing forward in stone- 
eyed disregard of everything save the * ad- 
vertised* goal of the day. The very soul 
and joy of travelling is to *tum aside' into 
the inviolate quietudes and sanctities of 
Nature, and of Biography and History. If 
you would hear the Nightingale really sing, 
you must leave even the glorious streets of 
Florence and hide you in a pine-dell of 
Fiesole. Similarly, if you would get at the 
actual literature of any period, you must not 
limit yourself to a few outstanding names, 
but give willing and laborious nights and 
days to those books that made the reading 
of the vast majority, alike gentle and simple. 
For Nicholas Breton I claim that any one 



who dedicates the necessary time to his 
Works as a Poet, will find himself or (her- 
self) if not in a ' Nightingale Valley/ jret in 
greenwood, vocal with many and many a 
sweet bird-voice, and bright with colourings 
of leaf, and flower, and butterfly's wings^ and 
tenderest fragrancies, and dewy fieslmesses, 
and patterings of soft rata There Is an 
unclo)'ing sweetness in the Poetry of Breton 
that I hold justifies a demand that he shall 
henceforward be represented in every Histoiy 
of our Literature, and in every Collection or 
Selection professing to be based on first- 
hand knowledge. Even the (relatively) few 
things that I have quoted or indicated (as 
siiproy II. l) will bear out my claim ; bat it 
were easy to multiply proofs an hundred-fold. 
My design was (and is) like AlcjOLoder 
Wilson's little boy in the well-known anec- 
dote, to allure into the woods diemselves, 
s\e, to persuade those who have hitherto not 
read Breton to do so for themselves. If 
after that he be not accepted as a * Sweet 
Singer' I shall indeed be disappointed As 
nearly as possible I have arranged the Works 
(Verse and Prose alike) chronologically ; so 
that his growth and culture from the *• ragged 
rimes' of the 'Flourish upon Fancy' and 
other early books, onward to the almost 
perfect work of his middle-period and later, 
can be readily and suggestively traced. 

I further claim for Nicholas Breton a 
still higher place as a Sacred Poet In no 
department of our Literature is the ignorance 
of our Historians and Critics of Literature 
more crass than this of our religious Poetry. 
The surprise of our representative literary 
journals over Dr. George Mac Donald's 
' Antiphon ' would have been ludicrous if it 
had not been so deplorable. It is a charming 
little book, doubtless ; but after all it is thin 
and shallow because restricted in its range* 
Yet restricted as it is, the utterances of 
various Critics on its selections satisfies one 
that to them e\-en the Fletchers, and 
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George Sandys, Henry More, and Richard 
Baxter, and Henry Vaughan were all but 
unknown. Similarly with the reception of 
Archbishop Trench's still more inestim- 
able anthology, his ' Household Book of 
English Poetry.' Its Critics are in open- 
mouthed wonder over the *new' names 
introduced ; and yet his Grace would be 
the first to acknowledge that his representa- 
tion is inadequate, that is, omits others whose 
faculty was as genuine and as noticeable as 
any represented in his book. The religious 
life of England has with rare exception beat 
strong and high, and has all along been 
nurtured in its deepest and finest elements 
by sacred song. The very substantiveness 
and prodigiousness of the theological pabu- 
lum furnished necessitated this. 'Praise' 
alone could catch up those yearnings, aspira- 
tions, conflicts, triumphs, sorrows, and de- 
spairs, alternated with gladness and raptures, 
that belong to the reality of Christian experi- 
ence; and when you come to 'search' you dis- 
cover that England never (or rarely) has been 
left without its sacred Poets. A thorough 
History of our Literature would reveal this 
most gratifyingly. I claim, then, for our 
Worthy, that he did much that deserves our 
thanks in his sacred Verse. I would send 
the reader, with all confidence, to his 
'Solemne Passion of the Soule's Love' 
(1595); his *Melancholike Humours* (1600); 
his * Pilgrimage to Paradise * joined with the 
*Countesse of Penbroke's Love' (1592); his 
'Rauisht Soule' and * Blessed Weeper' 
(1601); his 'Longing of a Blessed Heart' 
(1601); his 'Soule's Harmony' (1602); his 
* Soule's Immortal Crowne* (1605) ; and his 
'Countesse of Pembrook's Passion.' It is 
simply a discredit to our critical authorities 
and ' Histories ' that poems so matterful, so 
radiant, so pure, so musical, so memorable, 
should remain unstudied. Even my well- 
informed friend Professor Morlev, in his 
Library of English Literature : English Re- 
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ligion : has a very imperfect appreciation and 
representation of Breton. His bits from 
' I would and I would not ' give no idea of 
the spiritual wealth and poetic fineness of 
workmanship of his elaborate sacred Poetry. 

I claim, again, for our Worthy, that in his 
Prose, regarding the books broadly, his English 
is rich and pure. I have elsewhere accent- 
uated its concinnity. I think now of its fine 
simpleness, unpretence, ease, continuous- 
ness. There is nothing of Horace's * purple 
patchwork.' All is of the every-day speech : 
now of the 'gentle,' and now of the 'simple.' 
Our Glossarial Index will guide to abundant 
proofs and examples of this. Whether he 
is dashing off a ' Character,' or sketching a 
'Portrait,' or filling in a 'Landscape,' or 
telling a ' Fire-side Chat,' or carrying on a 
'Dialogue,' all is done with spontaneity 
and naturalness. When you examine details 
you find, doubtless, that there must have 
been ' pains ' and ' art ;' but the working is 
concealed, and only the work shown. For 
bright, I might say sparkling, pleasant, 
equally-sustained, and unmistakable English, 
I claim special praise for the Prose of 
Bretoa Except in its orthography and 
occasional obsolete words (some of which 
might to advantage be revived) his English is 
as much Victorian as Elizabethan- Jacobean. 
But as a phraser, as a maker of short, sharp, 
pointed sentences, he has no successor or 
representative in our day. It were better 
if, for the platitudinarian rhetoric of our 
time, we had something of his brevity, com- 
pactness, sententiousness, finish. 

Before leaving this claim for his good 
English, I may notify certain peculiarities 
in Breton. He generally doubles the <? in a 
number of words, e,g,^ doo, dooth, doone, 
prooue, mooue, etc. He also frequently adds 
the letter t/, ^^., chaunging, demaund, etc. 
Could this spelling be phonetic) It was 
not peculiar to Breton. He often writes con 
for cion or tion, as in admiracon, mencon, 
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disposicons, etc. : doubtless the c was pro- 
noiiiKcd as s. The use of / and y inter- 
rhan(;cal)]y, is rommon to him and other 
contcin]K)rarios. The words travMl and 
tra7*f/ are gcnorally, but not always, used in 
tijc reverse meaning of modern usage, e.j^.^ 
travail = modern travel, and vitv rrrsa, trawl 
s= travail (in childlK'd). The singular verb 
following a plural noun w.is frequently used 
liy Hri-ton, as by contemporaries, f,j^. — 

'Tin* ii/^n XhM litlrs thcin now* (1. ii, \\ 10/2, 

1. 2')). 

' 'I'li.it tutiiii'fnnif\ /^/\\*M,\i iiinust ' (I. h, p. 14/1. 
1. lU). 

I'tirther, I claim for Mrettm that he was, at 
an imitative period, specially OKIcinai^ I 
< annot think of any rontemj)orary, whether 
as poet or Prose Writer, resembling him. 
Tliere area<'ci(lents of parallelism in thought 
and wording ; but I think it must be con- 
cede* I that throughout, our \\\>rlhy drew on 
his own resources. He does not hesitate to 
rejjcat himself, or quote from himself. Thus, 
in the * State of Trea.son,* or 'Invective 
against Treascm ' (Vol. I. r), there are three 
stanzas identical with three in the *Soule*s 
Immortal Crowne' (Vol. I. r>), viz., p. 42, 
St. 2, p. 5, last stanza, p. 6, first stanza =st. 
1-3 of* Humilitie' in the *Soulc's Immortal 
Crowne.' * Again, in the * Soule*s Immortal 
Crowne ' there is much of similarity between 
p. lo/i, 1. I, and the opening of the 
* Pilgrimage to Paradise.' En passant the 
resemblance of these two passages to that of 
theoi)eningof *The Passion of a Discontented 
Mind ' may have originated the misascrip- 



* Fair in his * Select Poetry, chiefly Sacre<l, of the Reign of 
James I.' (1847), extracts four stanzas from the printed edition 
of the 'State of Treason.' Three of tlicm vary verbally only 
from my text (viz. the Author's MS. in British Museum) ; but 
the following is entirely different. It seems to answer to p. 5/a, 
«t. 7 of my text. It is a line short : — 

' Let pride be hatefull vnto every state,— 
It is a Tice with vertue not allowed ; 
And such a vice as vertue h.ith in hate, 
For vertue neuer makes the spirit prowde, 
And in advauncement of nobilitie 
Giues greatest graces, Truth's humilitic.' 



tion of it to him, albeit the styles are charac- 
teristically different^ 

In the * Honour of Valour ' (Vol. I. q) the 
style is somewhat stilted. He had evidently 
been studying Michael Drayton, and 
endeavours to catch his tone. Again, in 
the 'Arbor of Amorous Devices' (p. 12/1), 
* Of his Mistresse Love ' may be compared 
with GnfRn's Fidessa, Sonnet 57. The two 
are from the same original, via., a French 
Sonnet by Philippe Des Fortes, with copying 
from whom and Petrarch, Drayton ieprx>aches 
his contemporary Sonnetteers. llie present 
may be reckoned a translation ; Griflin^s is 
an imitation or paraphrase. The French 
begins : — 

' I'n jour, Inveugle i'\mour, Diane et ma maistzcsM. ' 

I doubt if * Of his Mistresse Love ' is by 
lUcton. Once more: It is interesting, be- 
cause of the biographic fiurt — ^as shown in 
(I. Biographical)— that Breton's mother in 
her widowhood married George Gascoigne, 
to find that his step-son paid him the 
most flattering of all homage, of walkmg in 
his footsteps. There are various evidences 
that the poems of Gascoigne were familiar 
to l^rcton. Thus, in the *Floorish vpon 
Fancy' (Vol. I. a), the * Dolorous Discourse 
of one that was bewitched with loue ' (pp. 
25-6) echoes Ciascoigne's * Passion of a 
Lover' (edn. Hazlitt, i. 38). Lines 7-8 are 
taken in substance from it, as cf. : — 

• Some other save they hope, yet live in dread. 
They fuese. the>- flame. the>- flic aloft, they falL' 

Yet Breton here, as on p. 14, indulges in 
a gird or two at Gascoigne, who wrote in his 
* Strange Passion of a Louer ' (edn. Hazlitt 
i. 40) :— 

' Axnid my bale I batli in blcsse.' 



1 In the 'Arbour of A mi irons Devices' there is at least oo 
poem common to it and the ' Phcenix Nest/ vit. A Scnnc 
(p. 1 2 '2). It is anonymous in the latter, but the Coaens af^ 
(DalTodils and Primro-w-;) is evidence that Breton wrote it. Ii 
pp. 9-11 'Britton's Dinnitie' in its opening is fepeatcd fnn! 
the • J^lgrimage to Paradise,' and sixteen stansas further oi 
from ' The Countesse of Penbrook's Love.' 
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Cfl Breton, 1. 13 : — 

' They bide in blesse amid their weaxy bole.' 

Also : — 

' I laugh sometimes with little lust' 

CC 1. 14 :— 

' With heame hearts they show a smiling face. ' 

And again : — 

' And yet mistrust breedes myne anoye. 
I liue and lacke, I lacke and baue : 
I haue and misse the thing I craue.' 

Cf. 11. 9-12:— 

' The feeld once wonne, yet ielousie full ofte 
With vile suspect, theyr yrkesome hearts doth teare. 
They liue and lacke, they lack, and yet they haue, 
And hauing, yet they lade the thing they craue. ' 

So too the opening of * A Gentleman talking 
on a time/ etc. (p. 34/1), is nearly verbatim 
from Gascoigne (L 362), ' When first I thee 
beheld in colours black and white,' It is thus 
clear that in his earliest book, the * Floorish 
vpon Fancy,* the influence of Gascoigne was 
deeper than that of any other in his after- 
books, though he studied his friend Sidney, 
and also Southwell, to advantage. 

Farther: Turning to the 'Countesse of 
Pembrook's Passion,' there are several things 
to be noted. I suppose by 'Passion' 
Breton meant ' trials.' At all events, he is 
particularly fond of putting * patience * and 
'passion' in juxtaposition; and which jux- 
taposition it was that led me in Gleanings 
(Vol. I. u) to assign to him the stanzas from 
Rowley's Book of Tablature. But a much 
more important matter falls here to be con- 
sidered, viz., that there are lines common to 
the ' Coimtesse of Pembiook's Passion ' and 
Thomas Watson's * Tears of Fancy.' My 
deliberate opinion is, that Breton was the 
original and Watson the copyist. To the 
proof. Thomas Watson, to begin with, was 
an unconscionable spoiler of others. Let 
any one study his 'Te&rs of Fancy' with 
George Gascoigne before him, and he will 
come on abundant passages taken bodily 
from Gascoigne. Even in lesser diings he 



pilfered from him, e,g,^ the opening Imes 
of Watson's Sonnet 48 are concocted from 
the same poem of Gascoigne to which he 
was indebted for the last six lines of 
that Sonnet, and the whole of Sonnet 47 
(also his Sonnet 60 belongs probably to 
the Earl of Oxford). The case therefore 
stands thus : Watson or his literary executors 
(for the book was posthumous) undoubtedly 
stole eight whole Sonnets and parts of two 
others from Gascoigne; one Sonnet and 
eight lines of a second are found also nearly 
verbatim in a poem of Breton's : the presump- 
tion consequently is, that he appropriated 
Breton's lines as he did Gascoigne's. My 
friend. Dr. Brinsley Nicholson, in his 
Letters in the Atlufimim (October 13, 1877, 
and 9th March 1878), if I rightly under- 
stand him, sets internal evidence of two 
kinds against this: (i.) That the lines are 
in Watson's style and not in Breton's; as 
to which I can only answer that to me the 
exact reverse seems to be the simple matter 
of fact ; (2.) That the style of the whole 
* Passion ' resembles Breton's about the year 
1600, ue. considerably after Watson's death, 
I demur. I have yet to see marks of likeness 
between this poem and those of that date, 
which are not to be found in the * Countesse 
of Penbroke's Love' of 1592 ; which seems 
to me in substance as in name the companion 
poem. And the title itself, though not 
proving so early a date as 1592, seems to be 
against the notion that it was written so late 
as 1 600. For while * Marie's Exercise ' be- 
longs to 1597, in 'Wit's Trenchmour' of the 
same date an autobiographic passage quoted 
by us (L Biographical, pp. xxvi-viii) makes it 
self-evident that he had then forfeited the 
favour of the renowned Countess, and, as we 
have shown, because of this, suppressed the 
second poem of the Countess's 'Passion.' 
These considerations determine me to date 
the * Passion' not later than 1597. I must 
say finally, that Watson has been, in my 
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judgment, preposterously extolled He is 
the merest mocking-bird beside Nicholas 
Breton. Matter and workmanship are poor. 
There is no life, no pathos, no imagination, 
in all his wTitings. His Latin is mechanically 
accurate only. Let the Reader judge of 



Wation's Teara of Fancy. 

Son. 9o, 1. 13-14. 

' Eies wept and gaz'd too much, 
Yet must I gaze because I see none such.' 



Son. 34. 

• Why liue I wretch and see my ioyes decay, 
Why liue I and no hope of loues aduancing : 
Why doe myne eies behold the sunnie day, 
Why liue I wretch in hope of better chancing. 

O wherefore tells my toung this doleful! tale, 
That euery eare may heare my bitter plaint : 

Was neuer hart that yet bemond my bale, 
Why liue I wretch my pangs in vaine to paint. 

Why striue I gainst the streame or gainst the hill, 
Why are my sorrowes buried in the dust : 

Why doe I toile and loose my labour still, 

Why doe I feede on hope or bild on trust. 

Since hope had neuer hap and trust finds treason. 

Why liue I wretch disdainde and see no reason?' 



Son. 35. 

' Amongst the Idle toyes that tosse my brayne, 
And reaue my troubled mynd from quiet rest : 
Vyle cruell lone I find doth still remaync. 
To brcede debate within my gricued brest. 
When weary woe doth worke to wound my will, 
And hart surcharged with sorrow lines oppressed : 
My sowlen eyes then cannot wayle there fill, 
Sorrow is so far spent and I distressed. 
My toung hath not the cunning skill to tell, 
The smallest greife that gripes my throbbing hart : 
Myne eies haue not the secret power to swell. 
Into such hugie seas of wounding smart. 
That will might melt to waues of bitter woe, 
And I might swelt or drowne in sorrowes so.' 



Watson's spoliations of Gascoigne by these 
tabulated quotations ; for it seems due to 
Breton to exhibit the 'theftuous practice' 
of over-praised Thomas Watson as above 
stated. 



Gascoigne' s Works, ed. Haxlitt, vol i. 

P. 46, 1. 3-4. 

' Though I loke to much. 
Needes must I loke because I see none such. 
[See also p. 399, 1. 23-24.] 



P. 400, last four lines ; p. 401, IL 1-4, 9, xo, la, 13. 

15, 16. 

' Why Hue I wretch quoth he, alas and well away, 
Or why beholde my heauy eies this gladsome sunny day ? 
Since neuer sunne yet shone that could my state arinawro 
Why liue I wretch, alas, quoth he, in hope of better 

chaunce? 
Or wherefore telles my toung this drearye dolefiiU tale. 
That euery earr might heare my grieeffe, and so bemone 

my bale ? 
Since earr was neuer yet that barkened to my playnte. 
Why liue I wretch, alas, quoth he, my pangs in vaine 

to paint ? . . . 
Why striue I with the streame, or hoppe against the hill. 
Or search that neuer can be found, or loose my labor 

stUl? 
Why liue I wretch, alas, quoth he, with lucke thus ouer- 

leyde ? 
Wliy feedes my heart on hop>e? why tyre I stfll on 

trust? . . . 
Since hope had neuer hap, and trust always found trea- 
son, 
Why hue I wretch, alas, quoth he, where all good luck 

is geason ? ' 



p. 121, U. 7-18. 

' Among the toyes which tosse my braine, 
and reaue my mind from quiet rest ; 

This one I finde doth there remaine, 
to breede debate within my brest. 

When wo would work, to wound my wyl, 

I cannot weepe, nor waile my fylL 

My tongue hath not the skill to tell 
the smallest griefe which gripes my heart. 

Mine eyes haue not the power to swell 
into such Seas of secrete smart. 

That will might melt to waues of woe, 
and I might swelt in sorrowes so.' 
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Son. 36. 

' My waterie eies let fall no trickling teares, 

But flouds that ouerflow abundantly : 

Whose spring and fountaine first inforst by feares, 

Doth drowne my hart in waues of misery. 

My voice is like unto the raging wind, 

Which roareth still and neuer is at rest : [= stay 

The diuers thoughts that tumble in my minde, 

Are restlesse like the wheele that wherles alway. 

The smokie sigh^ that boyle out of my brest. 

Are farre vnlike to those which others vse : 

For Louers sighes sometimes doe take their rest. 

And lends their minds a little space to muse. 

But mine are like vnto the surging seas, 

Whom tempest calme nor quiet can appease.' 

Son. 37, IL I- 12. 

• Where may 1 now my carefull corps conuay. 
From company the worker of my woe : 

How may I winke or hide mine eies alwaies. 

Which gase on that whereof my griefe doth growe, 

How shall I seeme my sighes for to suppresse, 

Which helpe the hart whuh else would swell in sunder. 

Which hurts the helpe that makes my torment lesse : 

Which helps and hurts, O woeful! wearie wonder, 

How now, but thus in solitarie wise : 

To step aside and make hie waie to moane. 

To make two fountaines of my dasled eies, 

To sigh my fill till breath and all be gone.' 

Son. 40. 

• Tlie common ioye, the cheere of companie, 
Twixt myrth and mone doth plague me euerraore : 
For pleasant talke or musicks melodie, 

Yelds no such salue vnto my secret sore. 
For still I liue in spight of cruell death, 
And die againe in spight of lingring life : 
Fude still with hope which doth prolong my breath ; 
But choackt with feare and strangled still with strife, 
Witnes the daies which I in dole consume. 
And weary nights beare record of my woe : 
O wrongful! world which makst my fancy fume, 
Fie fickle Fortune fie thou art my foe. 

heauie hap so fix>ward is my chance, 

No daies nor nights nor worlds can me aduance. ' 

Son. 43, 11. 1-4. 

' Long haue I swome against the wished waue, 
But now constrained by a lothsome life : 

1 greedilie doe seeke the greedie graue, 

To make an end of all these storms and strife.' 

Son. 47. 

• Behold deare Mistres haw each pleasant greene, 
Will now renew his sommers liuerie : 

The fragrant flowers whicl^ haue not long beene seene, 
Will flourish now ere long in brauerie. 



p. 121, 11. 19-22, 25-28 ; p. 122, IL 3- 8. 

' Yet shed mine eyes no trickling teares, 

but floudes which flowe abundantly. 
Whose fountaine first enforst by feares, 

fotmd out the gappe of ielousie, . . . 
My voice is like the raging wind 

which roareth still and neuer stales ; 
The thoughtes which tomble in my minde. 

are like the wheele which whirles alwayes : . . 
The sighes which boyle out of my brest, 

are not lyke those which others vse. 
For louers sighes sometimes take rest, 

and lend their mindes a leaue to muse. 
But mine are like the surging Seas, 

whome calme nor quiet can appeas. ' 

p. 400, IL 1-4, 7-X0, 13-16. 

might I then 

which worketh all 
might alway 

should 

that 
hurt 

helpe and hurte 
how 



[Only the above words different. ] 



p. 399, 11. 13-16. 19-22 ; p. 398. 11. 7-12. 



plundge 



Yeeld 
Lo, thus 

Fedde 



as fast 



Ay me, 

Alas ! the nightes which witnesse well my woe. 



Out and alas. 



[Ibid.] 



p. Z20, 11. 1-4. 

' Which makes me swim against the wished wave. 
Lo thus (deare wenche) I leade a lothsome life, 
And greedely I seeke the greedy graue. 
To make an ende of all these storms and strife. ' 



p. 358, 11. ix-14. 17-20, 23-28. 
Alas I quod she, behold 
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But I hUs within who^ mourning mind. 

Th»: grafts of gricfc arc onelie giuen to grow : 

(Jannot inioy th«T spring which others find, 

Ftut still my will must wither all in woe. 

T hf! histic viT that whilome might exchange, 

My t(''i<*f to ioy, and my dilif^ht increase : 

Spring'! now i-Im* wIutc and showes to me but strange, 

M> wiritrrs wo<' thrrfforc can ncuiT coxm*. 

In otlii-r nr.\\\\ his sunnr lUtth citiiirly shine. 

AipI I'lrnl'Mi irMti to rurry mould but mim'.' 



Son. 48. linos 1, 3, 5. 7, 9-14. 

• I III- li-ndiT liuds whom cold hath long kept in, . . . 
Will spring and sprowt as they do** now Ix'gin, . . . 
///// I old of c.in- so nifjs my ioycs nt roolc, . . . 

S'o sunn*- rioth shinr iliat well can d(M* // l>ootc, . . . 

J'ur V)h.il cjin spring ihal frelcs no force of vcr, 

What A";i.rr flimrr can flourish where no sunne doth 

slimr : 
'I lie'U' btilUi deare loue within my brcsl I Ix'are, 
'I'o brcake my harki* and make my pith to pine. 
N'erds must I fall, I fade l>oth root and rinde, 
My br.inclH's Ixnve at bUist of oucric windc' 

Son. 58, 11. I- 13. 

• When as I markc the ioy of cuery wii^ht, 

Howe in their mindes deepc throbbing sorrow ceaseth. 
And by what meanes they nourish their delight, 
Tlieir sweet delight my paine the more increascth. 
l-*or as the Dearc that sees his fellow feede, 
Amid the lusty heard, himself sore brused : 

Or a.> tlie bird that feeles hcr.selfe to bleede, 
And lies aloofe of all his pheercs refused, 

So hauc 1 found and now too deerely trie, 

That pliMSure doubleth paine and bliss annoy : 

Yet still 1 twit my selfe of Surcuidrie 

As one that am vnworthy to inioy 

The lasting frutc of such a hcauenly loue.' 



graffes 



which 
then my ioyes 



full cleare doth 



lends 



p. 358. W- »5. »6, ai, aa. 99-31 ; p. 359, IL 1-3. 



The 

What pLint 
floure 



them 



bales, quod she. 



p. 44. last 3 lines : p. 45. 1-3, 6 ; p. ii8. IL 91-03. 
' And there to marke the iestes of euerf ioyfixll w|ght. 

And with what i^inde and waue they fleet, to nourish 

their delight 
For as the stricken Deare, that seeth his fellowes feede. 
Amid the lusty heard (vahiut), and feeles hlmsdfe to 

bleede 
Or as the sccly byrd that with the Bolte is brusd. 
And lieth aloofe among the leaues, of all his pheares 

refusd 

Euen so I finde by proofe, that pleasure dubleth payne. 

.Vnd styll accuse my selfe of Surqutdry : 

As one tliat am Miworthy to enioye 

The listing fruite of such a loue as thine. ' 



It is curious that Mr. J. Payne Collier, who 
is so preposterously and uncritically hard on 
the venial borrowings of Griffin's * Fidessa,' 
should have selected as a good specimen of 
the Tears of Fancy, a sonnet (No. 47) which 
is all but verbatim from Gascoigne, as No. 
60 has already been seen to belong almost 
certainly to the Earl of Oxford. Dr. Nichol- 
son also would have been safer to have 
eschewed the sonnets, necessarily all suspect 
by Watsonian plagiarisms elsewhere. For my 
part, having regard to Watson's poverty of 



poetic gift, and the character of his * Tears 
of Fancy/ I must hold him to have been 
the thief in each case. I would however 
remember that as 'Tears of Fancy' was 
posthumous, its editor rather than its author 
must bear the blame of its wholesale 
depredations.^ 

It will be understood that where only 
single words or so are placed opposite, 



1 I wish specially to acknowledge the great help rendeied m< 
in this detection of WatM>n by my firieod J. M. 
Esq., of Edinburgh. 
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Watson has only to that extent departed 
from Gascoigne. 



Watsons Tears of Fancy. 

Son. 56. 
' Were words dissolued to sighs, sighs into teares, 
And euerie teare to torments of the mind : 
The minds distresse into those deadly feares, 
That find more death than death it selfe can find. 
Were all the woes of all the world in one. 
Sorrow and death set downe in all their pride : 
Yet were they insufiSdeot to bemone. 
The restles horrors that my hart doth hide, 
Where blacke dispaire doth feede on euerie thought, 
And deepe dispaire is cause of endles griefe : 
Where euerie sense with sorrowes over-wrought, 
Lines bnt in death dispairing of reliefe. 
Whilst thus my heart with loues league tome astmder, 
May of the world be cald the wofuU wonder.' 



Son. 57 (1. 1-8). 
' The hunted Hare sometime doth leaoe the Hound. 
My Hart alas is neuer out of chace : 
The liue-hounds life sometime is yet vnbound, 
My bands are hopeles of so high agrace. 
For natures sidcenes sometimes may haue ease, 
Fortune though fickle sometime is a friend : 
The mhids affliction patience may appease. 
And death is cause that many torments end.' 



I for one have not a shadow of doubt that 
again Breton was the original and Watson 
the copyist. Breton's was too rich a mind 
and too self-contained to filch from so 
meagre a poet as Watson. Need it be re- 
called that it was the mode to circulate 
poems, — especially in ms., — long prior to 
publication ? 

There are traces of Spenser, Sidney, and 
Southwell and Drayton in Breton, as there 
is tender and fine praise of the first two. 
But with every allowance for inevitable 
obligalions to otheis and semi-nnconscious 
impressions fi'om others, our Worthy remains 
notably original. His use of the word 
'compiled' in some of his title-pages was 
fetched from his step-&ther-in-law, Gascoigne, 
and others used it ; but it was equivalent only 
to our * compoBed' 

Finally — I claim grateful and positive 
recognition of Breton for his Purity. He 



All this being so I place in similar tabu- 
lated form Watson and Breton : — 



Breton's Countess of Pembroke's Passion. 
Where words desolve to sighes, sighes into tearrs, 
And euerye teare to torments of the mynde ; 
The mynd's distresse into those deadlye feares. 
That finde more death, than death it selfe can finde. 
Rut all the woes of all the worlde together, 
S(»TOW and Death sitt downe in all ther pryde. 

With all the horrors that the harte may hydc. 



I 



St, 5, 1. 1-4. 



St. 6. 1. I, 3. 



St. 6. I. 4. 



Wher every sence with sorrowes overwrought, 

Lives but in death, dispayring of relef ; 
Whilst thus the harte with torments tome asunder, 
Maye (A the worlde be cald the wofull wonder. 



The hunted harte sometymes doth leave the hound, 
My harte, alas, is never out of chase ; 
The lime-hound's lyne sometymes is yett unbound, 
My bands are hopelesse of so high a grace. 
For nature's sicknes sometime maye have ease, 
Fortune, though fickle, sometime is a friende ; 
The mynde's affliction patience maye appease, 
And death is cawse that manye torments ende. 



St. 3, 1. 3-C. 



St. 13, 1. 1-4. 



St. 7, 1. 1-4 



is out-and-out * clean.' His sacred Verse 
and his religious books, t,g, *Di\ane Con- 
siderations,' necessitated that ; but the same 
attribute belongs to all he wrote. This is 
something to be remembered in recollection 
of the abandon^ the insinuation, the provoca- 
tivencss, of a good deal of contemporary 
writing. It is pre-eminently satisfying to 
compare and contrast his * Passionate Shep- 
herd' with like collections of the period. 
The shepherds are shepherds. The maidens 
are virgins. The love is heart-deep, not lip- 
shallow. The lights and shadows of wooing 
mean wedlock. The love-gifts are love- 
tokens, not snares. There is the smell of the 
breath of kine and hay and butter-cups and 
May-blooms in the vernal or summer air. 
The argument of the * Hesperides ' might 
fitly have been prefixed to these Works : — 

' I sing of Brooks t of Blossomes, Birds, and B&wen : 
Of April, May, of June, and ^'•'^Flowers. 
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I sing of May-poUs, Hock-caris^ Wassails, Wakes, 

I write of Youth, of Ixwe, and have accesse 

By these, to sing of cleanly- Wantonnesse. 

I sing of Dewes, oi Raines, and piece by piece, 

Of Balme, of Oyle, of Spice, and Amber-Greece. 

I sing of Times trans-shifting : and I write 

How Rose% first came Red, and Li Hies White. 

I WTite of Groues, of Twilights, and I sing 

The Court of Mab, and of the Fairie-King. 

I write of Hell ; I sing (and ever shall) 

Of Hcanen, and hope to have it after all.' ^ 

But his * Hespcrides * has no leering 
Satyr, no gorge-raising (scunnering^ Scotice) 
brutality of thought or epithet I think of 
him as of a singing brook that wells out 
softly and quietly from some bosky cleft, and 
glitters through the green grass and beneath 
green boughs, and falls into some pure 
river (rather than the sea) uncontaminated. 
Witness his * What is Loue ' (I. k^ pp. 12-13) 
— with its Shakespearean parallels. 

The flowers and greenwood of Breton are 
natural, not artificial. A good three cen- 
turies have come and gone since they 
bloomed and bore, but they are as daintily- 
hued and rich-flavoured to-day as in the 
beginning. So that as we gather them from 
book to book, we admire alike their fra- 
gility and indestructibility. Let the clos- 
ing lines of one of Henry Ellison's fine 
Sonnets interpret all this for me : — 

* On a Flower-worked Stone Table. 

Ye flowers, your stone hues still delight the eye ; 
Your marble-blooms have known no sere decay 
Of elements ; rude Autumn cannot lay 

Your brightness in the dust or bid ye die ! 

Yet has the heart with ye small sympathy, 
Ye art-made things : e'en Fancy will not play 
'Mid your un wind-stirred clusters, which no ray 

Of sunshine ever warmed ; we pass ye by 

With a chance-glance, and dream of ye no more ; 
For we can pluck ye not to deck the brow 

Of those we love ; ye give us back no store 

Of early thoughts ; and tho' the flowers that grow 
Wild in the fields, must wither in their hour, 
'Tis like ourselves, with hopes ye never know !'* 

I think that Nicholas Breton deserves 
our revival of his Works. I think that his 
life-time popularity alluded to in Beaumont 
and Fletcher, and elsewhere, was deserved, 

^ Mad Moments, L pp. 1x5-1 16. 



and was z. factor \xi the formative elements 
of the grand Elizabethan and early Jaco- 
bean age. I think that while without 
that pronounced genius that compels our 
wonder and our submission, he had things 
in him that only genius owns. I make no 
' great ' claims for him. He was of the rank 
and file, not of the Leaders and * mighty * 
Captains \ but within his own lowly and 
homely and familiar sphere, he is worthy of 
our gratitude as of our praise, and of our 
study as of our remembrance. For myself, 
there are Poems in his Verse as there are 
maxims, apophthegms, counsels, vivid putting 
of things in his Prose, that never can leave 
my memory. In the illustrious gallery of 
English Worthies, I write out for enduring 
honour, the modest yet distinct, the un-noised 
but living name of * Nicholas Breton, 
Gentleman.' 

VI. Desiderata. — No one but myself ever 
can know the toil and anxiety involved in 
bringing together iox the first time these works 
of Nicholas Breton. No one either save 
myself can estimate the disappointment that 
I feel in being unable to * complete ' the 
Works by adding the Four preserved in 
the famous library of Britwell. I trust 
some after-comer may be fortunate enough to 
supplement ray collection with these, either 
by access to those now withheld, or by the 
discovery of other exemplars. They are 
these : — 

1. The Workes of a young Wvt trust vp with a Far- 

dell of pretie fancies, prontable to yoang Poctes, 
preiudicial to no man, and pleasaont to enery 
man to passe away idle tyme withall : Where- 
unto is iomed an odde kinde of wooingwitha Ban* 
quet of Comfites to make an end withalL Done 
by N. B. Gent. Imprinted at Londoa ni^ 
vnto the three Cranes in the Vintree by Tho. 
Dawson, and Tho. Gardyner. 1577. 4*^, 39 
leaves (Haxlitt's Hand-Book and CoUectkNis 
and Notes s,n,), 

2. Brittons Bower of Delights, contayning manj 

most delectable and fine deuices of lare Epi- 
taphs, pleasant Poems, Pastorals and Sonets. 
By N. B. Gent Imprinted at London by 
Richard Ihones, at the Rose and Crowne, neere 
Holbome Bridge. 1 591. 4^, 30 leaves (M^ ). 
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3. Pasquils Mistresse ; or the worthie and vnworthie 

woman ; with his description and passion of that 
Furie Jealousie. Imprinted at London for 
Thomas Fisher, and are to be soulde at his 
Shoppe, at the Signe of the White Hart in 
Fleete Streete. 1600. 40, 24 leaves {jhid,Y 

4. Old Mad-Cappes new Gallvmawfry, made into a 

Merrie Messe of Mingle-Mangle out of these 
three idle conceited Humours following. I. 
I will not. 2. O the merrie time. 3. Out 
ypon Money. At London, Printed for Rjchard 
Johnes neere S^ Andrewes Church in Holbome. 
1603. 4S 20 leaves {idid,). 

With reference to No. 2 it is to be 
remembered (i.) That in his Pilgrimage to 
Paradise Breton repudiates responsibility 
for it ; (2.) That in Daffodils and Primroses, 
through the Cosens ms., we have probably 
all in it that really belonged to him. It is 
probable that much of No. i. is similarly 
represented But the others it makes me 
heart-sore not to be able to reproduce. 
Another book recorded by Hazlitt is : — 

'Honest Connsaile. A Merrie Fitte of a Poeti- 
call Furie : good to read, better to follow, 
at London 1 



Imprinted 
1605. 4 



o> 



by W. W. for W. Jones. 



Of this no exemplar whatever is known. 
Neither has any exemplar come down to us 
of these entries in the Stationer^ Raters : 

a. The Payne of Pleasur, compiled by N. Brit- 

ten : 9*^ Sep. 1578 (vol. ii. p. 337). 

b. Nay then by Nicholas Bretton. 5*^ July 1622 

(voL iv. p. 73). 

c. A booke called Nothinge by Nicholas Bretton 

{ibid, ) : also entered 9^ August 1622, as ' A 
booke Called Oddes : or all the world to 
Nothing; by N. B. {ibid, p. 77.) 

I have also failed to trace a copy of the 
1603 edition of ' A Mad World my Masters.' 
My text of 1635 is without the Epistle- 
dedicatory to valiant John Florid, that I 
should have liked to give. 

Such is the (comparatively) little all of 
Breton's numerous books that are required 
to make the Works * complete.* Because of 
their lack I have not — as in the others — 
put 'complete' in the title-pages; but I 
am thankful that what I lack is so small 
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beside what I have obtained and acttially 
reproduced. 

Of books mis-assigned to Breton it needeth 
not that I add much. No student of 
Breton will hesitate in rejecting 'A small 
handfuU of fragrant flowers,' etc. (1577). 
It is the very antithesis of his style, while 
' N. B.' (without his usual, if not absolutely 
invariable ' Gent') belongs rather to Na- 
thaniel Baxter of ' Ourania ' — itself so long 
ascribed to Breton — at any rate not to 
our Worthy. 

'Marie Magdalen's Love. A practical 
discourse on lohn xx. 10-18. 1595 ' (i6mo) 
is intensely Roman Catholic, while Breton 
was as intensely and evangelically Protestant. 
It is a pity that the late Rev. Thomas Corser 
so hastily assigned this book to Breton from 
the mere accidental binding up of his copy 
along with Breton's ' Solemn Passion.' Be- 
sides its Roman Catholicism, neither his 
name nor initials anywhere appear in it. 

The * Passion of a Discontented Minde,' 
1601, has neither his name nor initials nor 
the mint-mark words of the period, whereby 
the Breton authorship should have been 
betrayed. 

In the 'Case is altered. How) Aske 
Dalio and Millo,' 1604, the initials 'F. T.' 
to the Epistle-dedicatory and to the Reader 
— Mr. Collier assigning these to Francis 
Thynne — must decide the non-Breton author- 
ship of this tractate. So too with ' Barley 
Breake or a Warning for Wantons,* 1607. 
The initials ' W. N.' assign it necessarily to 
another ; while, as I have shown in my repro- 
duction of it in Occasional Issues, its whole 
substance and manner are anti-Breton. 
Everybody now knows that Lowndes erred 
in placing among Breton's writings ' Pleasant 
Quippes for upstart new-fangled Gentlemen ' 
(1595) and 'England's Joy' — well-known 
productions of others. 

An anonymous book that internally seems 
out-and-out Bretonese is the following: — 

k 
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* Choice, Chance and Change : or Conceits 
in their Colours. Imprinted at London for 
Nathaniel Foxbrooke, and are to be sold at 
his shop in Paul's Churchyard, at the signe 
of the Helmet.' 1606. (4to.) As I read 
and re-read this singularly brilliant and 
unforgetable manners-painting book, I felt 
here was the ' fine Roman hand ' of Breton. 
But seeing that there is no external authority 
for giving it to him, I reluctantly decided 
not to include it among his Works, but 
rather perhaps find a place for it among my 
Occasional Issues. 

I have now in conclusion to return my 
heartfelt thanks to all who have in any 
way aided me in my * labour of love,' of pre- 
paring these Works of Breton. In their 
places I acknowledge special help with rare 
exemplars, etc. etc. I would repeat empha- 
tically here my sense of obligation to my 
dear friends Dr. Brinsley Nicholson of 
London ; George H. White, Esq., of Glen- 
thome, Torquay, and John M. Thomson, 
Esq., Edinburgh. I wish also to thank 
Henry F. Bailey, Esq., London ; Rev. T. 
O. L. Davies, M.A., Southampton; Rev. 
J. W. Ebsworth, M.A., Molash Vicarage, 
for excellent help throughout ; and last, but 



not least, to my admirably intelligent and 
kindly co-operative printers.^ 

I would &in persuade myself that the 
completion of these two massive volumes 
shall lead a select number of sympathetic 
minds to acquaint themselves with the Works 
of Nicholas Breton. I would send such 
to them confident of this, that none will do 
so unrecompensed. For it is with his bright 
and pleasant books as with those commended 
of Caxton. With his gracious inviting words 
applied to our Worthy I close my Introduc- 
tion: — 

*The exercises of duralry are not used and 
honoured as they were in ancient time, when the 
noble acts of the knights <^ England that used 
chivalry were renowned through the universal worid. 
O, ye knights of England, wher6 is the custom and 
usage of noble diivalry? What do yt now but go 
to the bains and play at dice? Alas ! what do ye 
but sleep and take ease, and are all disofdered from 
chivahy? Leave this, leave it, and read the noble 
volumes of St. Graal, of Launcdot, of Tristrem, of 
Galaod, of Perceval, of Perceforost, of Caawayn, and 
many more ; there shall ye see manhood, ooiiHesy» 
and gentilness.'* 

Alexander B. Grosart. 

1 See Appendix B for a number of odds and ends d acr t in g 
preservatioo. 

* ' Of the Order of Chyvaby and Kayghdiood,' quoted in 
Orlandiu, Broadtt on e of Honour (iroL vr, pp. 403-4 : edn. 1876^ 



*«* Three little things promised in Notes and Illustrations I add here : — 

(a) In 'A Mad World' (II. f, p. 6, 1. 13 from bottom) reference is made to an ancient description of 
'Mock-Beggars' Hall.' It is as follows :~'Mock-Beggers HaU, with his situation in the spadous country 
called Anywhere.' n.d. Roxb, Coll. 

(b) For ' A Mother's Blessing ' (I. m, p. 6/2, I 15) Dean Ramsay furnishes this Scottish example of a 
shepherd's wit : — ' Lord Cockbum, the proprietor of Bonaly, amongst the Pentlands, was sitting on the nill-side 
with the shepherd, and observing the sheep reposing in the coldest situation, he observed to him, "^ohn, if I 
were a sheep, I would lie on the other side of tne hill." The shepherd answered, ** Ay, my lord, but if ye had 
been a sheep, ye would hae had mair sense." ' (Reminiscences, ch. i. : cf. also anecdote cif shepherd and Lord 
Rutherfurd, ibid,) 




Finally, as supplementing and confirming; our remark in this Introduction (I. page xxxx 
pathetic is st. 153 ol^* I would and I would not : — 



'Thus would I spend in seruice of my God, 

The lingring nowres of these fewe daies of mine. 

To shew how sinne and death are ouertrod, 
But by the vertue of the power diuine. 

Our thoughts but^ vaine, our substance sllmc and du»t. 
And onely Christ, for our Etemall trust/ 

In 1 614 he was (probably) beyond his three-score years and ten. 



) very sweet and 



G. 



APPENDIX A. 

VISITATION OF LEICESTERSHIRE 1619 {Co/U^e of Arms, C. S. {o, 48^). 



William Breton 
of London. 



Elizabeth dau. of 
. . . Bacon. 



^, 



Richard Breton 
of London 



Katharine dau. of 
£dw: Guest of 
Worcestershire. 



I 

Nicholas Breton 
of London. 



I 
Robert Breton 

of Barwell in 

Com : Leic : 



Alice, dau. of Richard 
Wright of Sutton juxta 
Broughton in com. 
Leic: 



I 
Mary, mar. to 

Edw. Newton 

' of Leicester. 



I 

Elizab : mar. to Francis 
Ducket of Broughton 
in Com. Leic : 



Richard Breton, Daniell, William, FRANas, Robert, 



son and heyr, 2** son, 
setat. ao in 1619. aet. 19. 



3<i son, 8et« 
16, aSchol- 
ler in Cam- 
bridge. 



4^ son, 
set. 12. 



S»son, 
set. 8. 



• 1^1 I 

John, Thomas, Katherine, Mary, 

6»*»son, 7**»5on, aet 14. aet i. 

aet. 6. aet 5* 
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WITH reference to ' Meny. Wonders ' 
(Vol II. g\ p. 8/a, Ik 39.41, this 
Epitaph is assigned to John Hoskins in 
the Dr. Farmer Chetham ms. and in Cam- 
den's Remaines concerning Britaine. Page 
lo/i, L I, John Owen afterwards put this, 
neatly parodying Virgil, thus : — * Una salus 
sanis nullam potare salutem.' 

In * Daffodils and Primroses ' (Vql. 1. /), 
p. 16, Na 8, the first four stanazs are set 
to music in R. Dowland's Musical Banquet^ 
(1610) ; but the author's name not given : 



p, 17, Na 13, is preserved also in Harleian 
MS. 6910, and thence printed in Excerpta 
Tudoriana. In the Harleian ms. it is sub- 
scribed Finis La. R. (Rich, I suppose) ; but 
there seems no great doubt that Breton was 
the author: p. 19, No. 18, this was printed 
by Fry in Pieces of Ancient Poetry, 1814 : 
p. 20, No. 21, there is another anonymous 
copy in the 'Phoenix Nest:' ibid. No. 22^ 
the last three stanzas of these are also in 
* A Most excellent Passion ' in the * Phoenix 
Nest (as at p. 6^ suprot) : p. 22, No. 27, this 
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is set to music in Bartlet's Ay res, 1606 : he 

reads in st. 2, 11. 4-5 : — 

' Love himselfe is sworne to seme thee 
Princesse in a Goddes place.' 

Instead of the ms., st. 3, he has the follow- 
ing:— 

' Looke bow loue thy seniant dyeth, 
Harke bow hope for comfort crieth, 
Take some pity on poore fancy. 
Let not fancie proue a franxie :' 

p. 28, No. 31, forms the conclusion of the 
long Elegy on Sidney printed in the Dr. 
Farmer Chetham ms. This is an addi- 
tional proof that the Elegy is Breton's, not 
Dyer's : ibid. No. 33, the first twelve lines 
were printed in Percy's 'Reliques' from a 4to 
MS. in Percy's own possession. He added 
twelve other lines of his own. I had in- 
tended giving a more minute account of the 
Cosens ms. ; but my space is exhausted. 

In my notice of the letters not found in 
the 1603 ed (on p. 52) of *A Poste, etc' 
* 77 to 85 ' ought to be * 78 to 86,* the 1637 
niunbers having been altered by my insert- 
ing the Answer of the Laugh as Letter 57. 
I regret that I detached this last from the 
Letter to which it is a reply: a 2d Part, 
1606, of these Letters was probably the ist 
ed. of the 2d Part 

In the * Arbour of Amorous Devices' 
the Epistle (p. 3) mentions * many men's 
workes.' The following identify some, e^g,^ 
*A Lovers Complaint' (p. 6/2, and p. 7/1) 
is from Sidney's Arcadia (No. 40) : * A 
Poeme both pithie and pleasant' (p. 5/2), 
and 'Fantasma' (p. 6/1), are among the 
anonymous pieces in Tottel's Miscellany, 
(1557) — too early for Breton : the latter, 
according to a broadside copy reprinted in 
the late lamented Mr. Huth's Anciait 
Ballads and Broadsides^ is by a certain J. C. 
[Canand]. 

In 'Will of Wit,' etc. (p. 17, 1. 43), cf. 
Donne and contemporaries on the * flea,* as 
I meant to have illustrated. 

In * Floorish vpon Fancy ' (p. 14/2) these 



allusions may be helpfully filled in: L 16, 
' Pride and Fowle disdaine.* See Bausle/s 
Treat3rse shewing and declaring the Pryde 
and Abuse of Women Now a Dayes \circ. 
1550] in Hazlitt's Early Pop. Poetry, voL iv. : 
1. 17, 'letters amatorie' — see W. Fulwood's 
Enimie of Idlenesse (1568) — a voL of letters 
like Breton's 'Poste,' etc, some in verse: 
L 19, 'Pretie Pamphlets' — ^a section of 
'A Gorgeous Gallery of gallant inventions' 
(1578), is headed 'Pretie Pamphlets byT. 
Proctor:' 1. 20, 'Posies' — the 'Posies' of 
George Gascoigne, Esquire, 1575 : ibid. 

* Satirs '— « The Steele Glas A Satyre com- 
piled by George Gascoigne Esquire 1576': 
L 21, 'Falconrie* — ^Turberville'sBookeofFal- 
conrie or Hauking (1575): U. 22-23, *Day 
of Doome,' etc — Gascoigne's Droomme of 
Doomesday (1576) : 11. 24-6, * Tales of Lap- 
wings ' — Ciascoigne's Complainte of Phylo- 
mene (1576) : L 27, 'Songes and Sonets * — 
'Songes and Sonettes written by the right 
honorable Lorde Henry Howard late Earle 
of Surrey and others' (1557). 

I regret that after-researches have not 
yielded me materials for illustrating certain 
names that I had counted on being able to 
illustrate. I decided to leave the ' Countess 
of Pembroke's Passion ' itself to vindicate its 
Breton authorship, as well as those that bear 
his initials reversed, and other disguises. 
They abundantly do so. For 'Good and 
Badde,' I have mislaid the spurious 'Vn- 
worthy Queen' of a later edition. The 
student for himself will easily discern in 

* Good and Badde ' Thomas Fuller's proto- 
type. It was my purpose to have gleaned 
facts and references confirmatory of Breton's 
Travels and knowledge of Italian, etc., and 
to have noticed some of his proverbs, inns, 
etc. etc. If any other points prbmised in 
Notes and Illustrations or elsewhere, to be 
noticed, have been inadvertentiy overlooked, 
I crave pardon. G; 



A Floorish vpon Fancie 



AND 



The Toyes of an Idle Head. 



1577-1582. 
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NOTE, 

The ' Flourish vpon Fancie ' and ' Toyes of an Idle Head ' were re- 
printed from the edition of 1582 in 'Heliconia.' It is Breton's usual 
small quarto— 50 leaves — ^black letter and occasional lines and words 
in Roman, somewhat arbitrarily. I am indebted to Henry Huth, 
Esq., London, for his neaiiy unique exemplar of the same edition ; 
whereby I have been enabled to correct the all-too-many negligences 
and corruptions of words and orthography in 'Heliconia' — including 
restoration of so many as four lines and more at a time in three places. 
I have, however, to suit our double colunms, divided the long lines as in 
' Heliconia ' and occasionally substituted the author's fovourite colon ( : ) 
for a comma, and conversely. It is noticeable that (i) The semicolon 
nowhere occurs in these two booklets ; (2) The adjective, not the notm, is 
made prominent by a capital letter. The first edition (1577) it has not 
been my good forttme to see. Of both these most characteristic early 
works of Breton, see our Memorial-Introduction. — G. 
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as A Floorifh 

vpon Fancie. 

As gallant a Glofe, vp- 
on so trifling a text as euer, was written. 
Compiled by N. B. Gent. 

To which are annexed 

The Toyes of an Idle 

head : Containing, many pretie Pamph- 
lets/ for pleasaunt heads to passe away 
Idle time withall. By the 
same Authour. 
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AT LONDON 

Printed by Richarde 

Ihones : dwelling at the Signe of the 

Rose and Crowne, neere Holbome 

Bridge. 1582. 
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To all younge Gentilmen^ 

That delight in trauaUe to Farreine Countrds. 

YOU GALLANT YOUTHES, who are of minde, rather addicted to traoaile through the world, for experience 
in the diuersities aswell of Countries as customes : of men, as of manners : of languages, as of other lawdable 
points, too tedious to discourse of : as well to the commodity of your Countrey, comfort of your Parents, 
content of jrour freends, as cheefely to your owne aduaunoement : rather then to sit at home, as a Chicke vnder a 
broode Hen, esteeming warmthe, the cheefest wisdome : golde, their God : and a whole skinne aboue an Honourable 
name : As many,— the more pittie,— by too mudi dandling of then: Dads ft making of their Mams, do now adayes. 
To yon, my young Mates, I say — I heere vnnamed (as jroung as one) hauing lately taken in hande to pane a looge 
Pylgrimage to PARNASSVS HiU, to PALLAS and her NIMPHBS, to sue for a SchoUership in the Schoole of 
VBRTVR : I was not far out of mine owne Contrey, but suddenly, in a place vnknowne, a league or two from any 
towne, vnperfect to retume the waye I went : standing in a muse a while, not knowing what best to doo, seeing many 
footepathes leading diners wales : at last I thought good to take the moste beaten way, as moste likely to leade me to 
some place of habitation, where for that night to take vp my lodging, and the next morning to enquire further 
onwarde on my loumey. But not bearing in minde, that the broade waies are commonly beaten with Beasts : and the 
footepathes (I meane) are very narrow, I foolishly followed the Coxoomes Causey before me, which led me on a long 
streight to the Forrest of Fooles. and so to the Forte of Fande : of which Forte, c%m ^erUntncijs^ of my comming 
thither, abode there, and retume from thence, I haue more hugelie then learnedly discoursed. Yet as it is, I hope it 
win seme your tumes : though not as a direction to the place I ment to goe too, yet as a disswasion (in your travaile) 
from that way that hath led mee so much out of the waye before yon. Thus, helping to tume the thriftlesse fruite of 
my fonde trauaile to the commodity of a great many of yee : that I hope some of yee will one day thanke me for : 
I wiihe you all, with my setfe, in tranaile, to treade the Patbe that maye bring vs all to perfiect Paradise. 



Fkom hit Chamber in Hotboome, 
this XX. of February. 
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AProuerbe olde, and therewith tme there is. 
That haste makes waste : ech thing must banc 
his time : 
Who high aspires must ever looke to this, — 
To maxke his steppes before he ginne to clime : 
For who in diming takes no care at all, 
Ere he get vp, is like to catch a £eUL 

Who dooth desire to HONOR high to clime. 

By due desart, must woorshippe first attaine : 

Then for to seeke, in farther tract of time. 

The meane. whereby to HONOR to attaine : 

For he that thinkes to be a Lorde first day. 

Will misse a Lorde, and prooue a Loute, straight way. 

Who doth assault the huge high FORT OF FAME, 
Must first beginne to scale the outward walles : 
Long is the Ladder that dooth reach the same. 
And happie he that gets vp without &lles : 
Tedious the time, the labour nothing short. 
To take in hande to scale so high a Forte. 

This Pronerbe olde. my selfe obsemed well. 
Who not assault the gallant FORT OF FAME : 
But FANCIES FORTE, not minding there to dwdl. 
But for to see the secretes of the same : 
And many times I thought to make retire. 
But in the ende obtain^ my desire. 

I scalde the walles, and got into the Fort 
With ease inough, short time and little fight : 
And there I sawe whereof I make report, 
Eche thinge that was for to be seene worth sight : 



And when that I somethne therein had past. 
How, by good hap, I got away at last 

Now frmne from this, I see THE FORT OF FAME, 

A harder thinge, to giue assault vnto : 

I dare not seeke the meane, to scale the same, 

And, if I durst, I knowe not wliat to do : 

In scalinge Fortes, my skill is too too small, 

Then if I clime, I needes must catch a iaU. — 

By lying still, I can but little gaine. 

By diming too. the feare is but a &11 : 

No praise in deede is gotten without paine, 

Small hurte by frdles, if braxe growe not withaU : 

No bruxe nor faU takes bee that takes good heede. 

No taldng heede, great haste and little speede. -^^ 

Then when I dime, my selfe am wamde to leame 
The way to scale, ere ought I take in hande : 
To set my LADDER, wisely to disceme. 
To dKXMe a place, where it may surdy stande : 
Then for to make my LADDER of such stuife 
As I may trust, to txeade on sure ynouffe. 

But then the ROVNDES must not be made of RIMES, 
My feete will slippe, in treading on the same : 
And REASON sayes, that who so fondly dymes, 
Falles downe into the Ditche of foule De&me : 
God keepe me thence, and hdpe me lo to dime. 
That REASON yet, may imyae me vp in time. 

FINIS. 



THE 



SCHOOLE OF FANCIE. 



METHINKES I see yon smile, 
before you gin to reede, 
At this same title of my Tide : 

but, for yon shall not neede. 
To maruaile at the same. 

First, read it to the ende, 
And marke ye still, throngh all the tale, 

wherto eche point dooth tend : 
And you shall see I hope, 

that this same title semes 
Fit for this tale : els, sure my minde 

from reason greatly swames : 
Who is expert in any Arte, 

dooth beare a Maisten name : 
Then he who cheefe is in an Art, 

dooth well deserue the same. 
Of Arte of hicklesse Lone, 

first Fande is the ground, 
Although that Cupid, with his Dart, 

doo giue the doidly wounde. 
First, Fande liking breedes, 

and liking breedeth Loue, 
And Loue th€ breeds sudi passing pangs, 

as many Louers prooue : 
And when the troubled minde, 

with torments is oppiest, 
Fande dooth finde some secret meane, 

to breede the hart some rest : 
And Fande, shee sometime, 

to breede the Louers ioy, 
A thousand sundrie wayes (at least) 

dooth still her paines impk>y : 
She thinkes on this and that, 

ahee teadieth how to looue. 
And tds the Louer what to doo, 

as best for his behoone. 
But least I go to fun, 

and run too mudi at large 
Out of the waye, and take no care 

what thing I haue in charge : 
I will begin to show, 

what Unde of Sdioole this is. 
What orders too shee keepes therein. 

Fiiat, k> the Sdxxde is (his. 



The roome bothe large and long, 

and very darke of sight. 
The most sight that her SchoQers haue, 

is chieflie by fier light : 
Which fier dooth bume so bright, 

as giues them light to see 
To read such books, as there are taught 

but what this fier may bee, 
Nowe thereby lyes a case. 

Well marke what I doo wrlght. 
And 3rou shall know : for I my selle. 

haue scene it burning bright 
First, Fancie fetcheth ooales, 

and calles for Deepe desire : 
By him shee setteth Vaine delight, 

and biddes them blow the fire : 
And when the fire once bumes, 

for to maintaine the same, 
The Colier Care, hee brings in coales 

▼nto this daintie Dame. 
Hee makes his Coales of wood, 

that growes on Haire braine hill : 
The Groue is cald, the Thriftles thicke 

of wilde and wanton win : 
The wood is of small groth, 

but stickes of Stubbome youth, 
Which semes as fittest for that fier, 

God wot, the greater rathe : 
Lo thus, this fier dooth burae, 

and still dooth giue the light 
To Fandes SchoUers in her Schoole : 

they haue none other sight : 
Now, Sir, in this hot Schoole, 

first Fande highest sittes. 
And out of aU her SchoDers still, 

she takes the wildest wittes. 
And those she takes in hands, 

to teadi the Art of kme : 
Whidi being taught in that vain Art, 

do soone fine schoUers proue. 
She teacheth them to mourae, 

to flatter and to laine : 
To speake, to write, and to Indigfat, 

to labor and take Daine : 
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To go, to run, and ride, 
to muse and to deuise : 
To iuggle with a deerest freend, 

to bleare the parents eyes : 
To spend both landes and goods, 

to venter Urn and life. 
To make foes firends. and twizt deere frends, 

to set debate ft strife : 
To doo, and vndoo too, 

so that they may obtaine, 
Theb- mistresse looue : and neuer care, 

for taking any paine. 
To iet in braue attire, 

to please their Mistris eye : 
Although perhaps they vtterly 

vndoe themselues thereby. 
To leame to singe and daunce, 

to play on Instruments, 
To speake choice of straunge languages, 

to trie experiments 
Straunge, seldome had in vse : 

in fine, to tell you plaine. 
To doo almoste they care not what, 

their Ladies loue to gaine : 
And thus in tract of time, 

by such instructions, 
Shee makes them tread, the perfect pathe 

to theb- destructions : 
Some other Schollers now, 

are taught within her Schoole 
By Vsshers that teach vnder her : 

of which one is a foole 
By nature and by name, 

for Follie men him call ; 
And he will teach his SchoUer soone, 

to prooue a NaturalL 
The second, Frenzie is, 

in teaching too as bad : 
For he will teach his Schollers most, 

the way to make them mad : 
The Vssher Follie first, 

he teacheth to be bould. 
Without aduice to giue no eare, 

to counsaile that is tould : 
To take delight in gauds, 
. and foolish trifling toyes. 
In things of value, little worth, 

to set his chiefest ioyes. 
To prate without regarde, 

of reason in his talke. 
To think black white, and wrong for right, 

ft know not cheese fi-Q chalke : 
To loue the things in deede, 

which moste he ought to hate : 
For trifling toyes. with deerest fireends, 

to fall at dire debate : 
To looue to play at Dice, 

to sware his blood and hart. 
To face it with a Ruffins looke, 
and set his Hat a thwart. 



To haunt the Tanemes late, 

by night to trace the streetes. 
And swap ech slut vpon the lippes, 

that in the darke he meetes : 
To laughe at a horse nest, 

and whine too like a boy. 
If any thing do crosse his minde^ 

though it be but a toy : 
To slauer like a slaue. 

to lie too like a Dog, **" 

To wallow almost like a Beare, ~* 

and snortle like a Hog. ' 

To feede too like a Horse, — 

to drinke too like an Oze, 
To shew himselfe in eadi respect, 

a very very Coze. 
But sudi a SchoUer now, 

is chosen of grose wit, 
Because that Beetle heads doo seme 

for such instructions fit 
The other Usher now, 

that Frenzie hath to name. 
His kinde of teacfamg, hee againe^ 

another waye dooth frame : 
Hee teacheth how to rage, 

to sweare and ban and curse. 
To fret, to fume, to chide, to diafe, 

to doo all this and worse. 
To teare his flesh for griefe, 

to fill the aire with cryes. 
To harbor hatred in his hart, 

and mischiefe to deuise : 
To hate all good aduice, 

to follow witlesse will. 
And, in the end, for want of grace, 

to seeke himselfe to kill. 
And sutch his Schollers are, 

ripe wits, but wanting grace. 
And sutch vngratious graffies, doo leame, 

sutch gracelesse geare apace : 
These Schollers all are young, 

ezcept that now and than. 
To be a schoUer with the rest, 

there step in som ould man. 
Who when that he a whfle, 

hath bin in Fande's Schoole, 
Dooth leame in his olde crooked age, 

to play the doting foole. 
And such there are sometime, 

(more pittie) for to see. 
That in their crooked doting age, 

would faine fine loners bee. 
Which beeing in that Schoole, 

doo prooue. for all their paine, 
By Frenzie mad, by Folly fooles, 

or els by Fande vaine. 
My selfe can tell too well, 

for I haue seen the Schoole, 
And learned so long there, tiU I proii'd 

more halfe a very foole. 
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First, Fande dandlgd me, 
and held me on her lap : 
And now and then, shee would me feede, 

with worldly pleasurei papw 
Shee tould mee, I was yoong, 
and I my youth must spend 
In youthful! sporte. I did not know, 

how soone my life would end : 
Be meny while I mought. 

Set carke and care aside : 
How mad were he, that mought in bliise, 

and would in bale abide? 
Such sugred qpeadi of hers, 
had soone intiapt mee so. 
That I did thinke, that did me good, 

that wrought (in deed) my wo : 
Remayning thus a wfaOe, 

at last I had an eye 
To see how FoUy taught his Yoothes, 

and some rules, by and by. 
My selfe b^gan to leame : 

First this, for to be boukl. 
And to refuse to lend my eare, 
where good aduise was tould. 
In foolish trifling toyes 

to take a great ddight : 
To take in hand to prate of that, 

wherein I had no sighL 
These rules I soone had leamd, 

but when I came to that. 
Where Ruffins card ft dice, and sweare, 

and ware aside their hat, 
I read no farther then, 

but up againe I went. 
Unto my Mistrisse Fande fine : 

and straight downe shee me sent. 
Unto the nether ende 

of all her Schoole below. 
Where Frende sat : and.sweating bard, 

he gan to puffe and bkm. 
He little likte my minde, 

yet would I ye or no, 
I leamd some of his raging rules, 

ere I away did go : 
I leamd to fret and fume, 

though not to ban and curse, 
And oft for griefe, to sigh and sob, 

and many times doo worse : 
But yet, I thanke my God, 

I neuer had the will, 
In greatest firanticke fit I felt, 

to seeke my selfe to IdlL 
But to make short my tale, 
his lessons likte me not. 
But up againe in haste I went, 

to Fande fond, God wot 
And lying in her lap, 

I fdl a sleepe anon : 
Where sleeping so, I dreamed sore 
that I was wo bcigon : 



IT Me thought that wisdome came, 

and warned mee in hast. 
To lothe sutch lessons as I leamd, 

ere that my youth were past. 
For short should be my sweet, 

and time would passe away : 
The man is in his graue too day 

that liued jresterday : 
Thy life (quod hee) poore soule, 

is like vnto a flower. 
That groweth but in daunger still 

of cropping euery hower : 
And if it be not cropt, 

yet soone it will decay. 
And like the flower, in little time, 

it wither will away. 
Thy pleasures wilbe paine, 

thy game will tume to greefe. 
And thou wilt seeke in vaine to late, 

when y« wouldst finde releef : 
Arise thou sluggish slaue, 

out of that lothsome kp. 
And be no k>nger like a Babe, 

so fed with pleasures pap. 
Lose no more labor so, 

in sutch a witles Schoole, 
Where as the best that thou canst gaine, 

is but to prooue a foole. 
Study some better Art, 

for lo thy wits will seme 
To leame to doo, that may in time, 

a good reward deaerae : 
Better then best degree, 

that thou art like to take 
In Fandes schoole : I tell thee plaine, 

therefore I say, awake, 
Awake, in haste, awake, 

and hie thee hence, I say : 
Take warning in good time, poore soule, 

lor time will sone away : 
But since that with such Youthes, 

words sddome will preuaile, 
With this same rod, thou foolish boy, 

I meane to breedi thy taile. 
V^th which (me thought) he gaue 

a ierice, that made me smart : 
Which soden smart, although but small, 

yet made me give a start : 
And in my starting so, 

I waked sodenly ; 
And so awakte, I cald to minde 

my vision by and by. 
Thus thinking on my dreamer 

I heauy grew in minde. 
Which by and by, when Fande fond, 

gan by my countenice finde : 
How now, my youth (quoth she) 

what ailes thee seeme so sad? 
What cist thou think to cfaeare thy minde, 

bntthatitshalbehad? 
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No, no. (qooth I) I not 


But now. that Imn oat. 


beleeue iheM woordi of thtee. 


bygiweoTOoD, Iiweam. 


Tbou uui>r >lue (qooth ibe) d>r<M )- 


While I doo line, If I an dKKiH. 


minnut tbew wordi of mine ? 




And, ih(nwithinan«e. 


Bm Fande, hearing; tU*. 


Shee tbiewe me &om her bf. 


tomakemeeRTlltoilar. 


And with the bU. be ihcew ber ban. 


To fetcbemee In with plea«nt apotUi 


Icau^lBcraeUt%i: 


Inuentedmanyawar: 


Wherwitb. tnmtbing dlifdcud. 


But when I dyd percdoa 


Why fine Mlitrii (quoth I) 


bow neere mee ttin ibe came, 


What can roa Ude no ien ? iki.— 


Then (ram bar quite I llooag In hatte. 




and to I left ihi. Dame. 


Wllboul or taking leaue. 


Loe, thni I tell foii how, 


or anj duty done, 


I came from Fandei Scoola : 


From Faiide in a rage I Song. 


Where, kunrng but a little while. 


andcmtofdonslronne: 


I [voou-d mote halfe a ftele : 


AndbejmKOUtordoote. 


Wberfore, dnce my good hap. 


tfaeM invdei me Ibonght I lald. 


hath ben to tome from tbence. 


me OD Ihea FANCIE, Oalteirog Syn. 


Altbougb wHh labour loM, In deede. 


t hold me wel apaide : 


and aome, too mulcb expence: 


That I am got awaj. 


1 now bane thoofM it good. 


out of Ihy ikjrDesM ScooU : 


to wane eche ooe mjr frende, 


For now 1 tee, iboa wenttt about 




. tomakemeeaTlgbtfMle: 


ftaolmakeanende. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

As FANCIE hath a SCOOLE. 

so hath she too a FORT, 
Of which, the chiefest points, mj sdfe. 

wyll somwhat make report. 
The ground wheron it stands, 

and the foundation then : 
How it is built, how it is kept, 

and by what kynde of men : 
What kinde of cheere she keepes, 

who are her chiefest gesse : 
What drink she drinks, who ar her cookes 

jt al her meat do dres : 
Whom most she loues, who is her foe, 

& who againe her frend. 
And how the Fort may soone be scald, 

ft ther to make an ende. 

THE FORTE OF FANCIE. 

THE gnmnd wheron it stands, 
is haughtie Harebraine Hyll, 
Hard by the Thick I tould you, of 

wild and wanton wilL 
The fond Foundation is, 

fiUse Fortunes fickle wheele. 
Which neuer stands, but stil eche way, 

is ready for to reele : 
Now here, now there againe, 

with euerie blaste of winde : 
Not as she list, but as it most 

doth please Dame Fortunes mind. 
Tlie House it selfe is calde. 

The Lodge of luckelesse Loue ; 
Within the whiche are diuers roumes, 

beneath and eke aboue : 
The names wherof anon, 

I meane at large to showe : 
Bat first, the outside of this House, 

I must declare, I trow : 
The commyng to the same, 

the walles, the Gates, and then. 
The base courts, courts ft gardens 

then, ft then the gards of men : 
The Porters to the Doores, 

the Officers within : 
And therefore, thus in order, 

I wyll now my tale begyn. 

S3 



IT The commyng to the same, 

is by a great hie way, 
Faire beaten plaine, with Foolet footsteps, 

and troden euerie day : 
The Soyle is pleasant sure, 

bedeckt with gallant flowers. 
But, being gatherd once, wil scarce 

bide sweet aboue two houres : 
And in this Soyle, there standes, 

a Forrest large and wide. 
Which is ¥rel stoard wt thicks ft woods, 

the beasts therin to hide : 
Of which great peeoe of gronnde, 

for to declare the name. 
The Forrest (Sir) of Fooles it if : 

loe, now you know the same : 
And in this Forrest now, 

this beaten way doth lie. 
Which leadeth unto Harebraine Hyll, 

the right way redyly. 
At foote of this same Hyll, * 

and round about the same. 
There is a Ditche. which Deepe 

decdpt is calde by name : 
Ouer this lies a Bridge, 

but trust mee, verie weake : 
For when you are in midst therof, 

then sodenly twyll breake : 
And downe into the diche, 

of Deepe decdpt you fidl : 
Rise againe, as you can your sdfe, 

you get small helps at all : 
The Bridge is calde, the breache 

of perfect amytie : 
Tis made of Hollow harts, 

of such as wanted honestie : 
Which, being rotten styll, 

wyll neuer beare the waight 
Of any man, but sodenly, 

downe casts hym in Deceig^t : 
Now sir, although you iall, 

no bones shall yet be burst. 
Nor what so euer hurt jrou take, 

you feele it not at funt : 
But beyng falne, if you 

can make a shift to swym. 
Though it be but a stroake or two, 

yet may you get xsp txfOk, 

B 
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Unto the bankes therof. 

and so by shrabs that growe 
Upon the bankes, to make a shift, 

vp to the gate to goe : 
But if you can not swym, 

you may catch such a fall, 
That you may chaunce, vnto your cost, 

to catch a bruse withall : 
Not swimming as in Seas, 

for feare in deepe to drowne, 
But swinuning sir, in Worldly wealth, 

for feare of fallyng downe. 
But if that you can swjrm, 

then soone perhappes you may. 
By shmba and bushes, to the Gates 

make shift to finde a way. 
Then bedng at the gates, 

there shall you standing finde 
A peltikfi^ patch for Porter there, 

of nature very kinde : 
His name is Daliance : 

a foolish crafty knaue, 
Who needeth not, to let you in, 

too much intreatie haue. 
Welcome, good Sir (saith he) 

now trust me, by my fiiy, 
I thinke that 3rou have trauailed 

a wery peece of way : 
Wilt please you to go in, 

and take alittle rest? 
Thus by the Porter Daliance, 

you go in as a guest 
Now if up to the gate 

you cannot finde the way. 
Then lustely to scale the walles 

you must somewhat assay : 
Which walles you soone may scale, 

if 3rou will take the paine, 
Or els may quickly bait them downe 

with beetd of your braine : 
Few are to make defence, 

and such as are, wHl stay 
Their hands from dooing harm to you, 

but rather, make you way. 
And shall I show in Unde, 

what gallants yon shall see ? 
That for to garde this Forte are set, 

and what their weapons bee? 
It were a sporte to tdl, 

to set them out in kinde : 
Well, I wyll showe them all, as well 

as I can beare in minde : 
First, loe, a Garde of Geese 

and Ganders, in one rancke. 
With doutie Duckes and Drakes hard by, 

vpon an other bancke : 
A right of Asses then, 

there stoode in Battell ray, 
With lackeanapeses on their bftckes : 

and they stoode in the way 



That leades into the Court : 

further you can not passe. 
Except you let a lackeanapes, 

to ride you lyke an Asse. 
But if you wyll do so, 

then may you passe vp straight. 
Into th' inner Court (forsooth) 

where long you shall not waight. 
But out vnto the doore, 

comes out an officer. 
And gently (Sir) into the Hall, 

this man wyll you preferre : 
But now sir, wyll you know, 

what meanes these Armies so, 
That standes to gard Dame Fancies Fort ? 

well marke, ft 3rou shal Icnow. 
The Gard of Geese are first, 

Vngratious Graftes of Youth, 
That wallow euery wanton way, 

and misse the trackt of trueth. 
The Duckes (good Syr) are Doults, 

as well both 3rong as olde. 
That in that careksse Court are set, 

to keepe a fool]rsh holde. 
The Asses they are Loutes, 

of wisdome none at all : 
Yet haue a certaine kinde of Mrit, 

to play the fooles withalL 
The Apes, that rides them now, 

and rules them euerie way, 
ft tume their heads which way they list, 

a thousand times a day. 
Are Foolysh Apish toyes, 

fond heads for to delite : 
Not voide of reason vtterly, 

though voide of wisdome quite. 
Their Weapons are their Tongues, 

wherewidi they make a crye. 
Away, I say, away, stand backe, 

soft Syr, you come not by : 
But if so bee they see, 

one ridden like an Asse, 
Then will they make but small a doo, 

but let him gently passe. 
Now Syr, thus like an Asse, 

be goes to the Hall doore. 
And there becomes a Man againe, 

and stands an Asse no more : 
Yet though his eares grow short, 

he is not altered so, 
But be shall beare an Asses head, 

where euer so be ga 
And be he Man or Asse, 

Jacke an apes hee nrast beare, 
As long as hee is in that Forte, 

or els be bides not there. 
Now Syr, at the Hall dore, 

the Porter Pleasure standes : 
He looks for, ere he farther go, 

fftiiiy noiieT at Us b^ i^l* 
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He lets in none for thankes. 


Besides, in pictures too. 


^ 


he must haue money, hee : 


and toyes of straung deuise, 




He goes not in els, I am sore, 


With stories of olde Robin Hood, 




for so hee delt with mee. 


and Walter little wise : 




But if hee him rewarde. 


Some showes of warre long since. 




he brings him to the HaD, 


and Captaines wounded sore. 




And there the Vsher, by and by. 


And souldiers slaine at one conflict. 




good Syr, hee meetes withall. 


a thousand men and more : 




Hee entertalnes you then, 


Of hunting of wilde Beastes, 




in such a pleaaiunt wrise. 


as Lions, Bores, and Beares : 




As makes you thinke you are arriude. 


To see how one an other oft. 




in place of Paradise. 


in sunder straungely teares. 




Not long he bides with ]rou, 


Of gallant Citties, Townes : 




bat to the Chamberlidne 


of Gardens, Flowers, and trees : 




Hee brings jrou vp, where cunously 


Of choise of pleasant herbs, and fruits, 




hee dooth you entertaine 


and such like toies as these : 




With Besoles manos, 


These hange aboute the waUes, 




imbrasings downe to knee : 


the floore now is troade 




With Cap of curtesie : and a grace. 


With pleasant flowers, herbs, ft sweets, 




the t>niuest that may bee. 


which in her garde grode. 




This is a gentle youth. 


But now, the names of them. 




but ere I farther go. 


I purpose to descrie : 




The names of these same Officers, 


In steede of Fenell, Syr, 




I plainely meane to show : 


the first is Flatterie, 




The Vsher of the HaU. 


The other Herbe is Sawslnesse, 




is called Vaine delifi^t : 


in steede of Sauourie : 




Hee entertaineth none, except 


In steede of Basell, now 




be be some witlesst wight. 


there lyeth Brauerie : 




The Chamberlaine is 


And for sweete Southernwood, againe. 




called Curiositie, 


is secret Slauerie : 




And fellow with this Vaine delight, 


In steede of Isop, now, 




and of ailinitie : 


there lies Inuention : 




For at request of this, 


And in the steede of Camamill, 




his fellow. Fond delight. 


there lies Confusion : 




Hee brings jrou where of Fande fisire. 


The Flowers now are these : 




you soone may haue a sight : 


in steede of lylliflowers, 




And if you like him well. 


Fayre lestes : that last not sweete, alas, 





hee workes so in the ende. 
That hee will in your sute, foorthwith, 

cause Fande stande your freend. 
To Fande then, good Sir, 

he brings you, by and by, 
And there may you beholde her, how 

she sitteth gaUantlie : 
Her Chamber large and long, 

bedect with thousand toyes : 
Bnuie hanging clothes of rare deuise, 

pictures of naked boyes, 
And Girles too, now and then, 

of sizeteene yeeres of age : 
That will within a yeare or two, 

grow fit for manage. 
But they must haue a Lawne, 

a Scarfe, or some sutch toy, 
To shrowde their shamefastnes withall : 

but if it be a boy, 
Hee standes without a Lawne, 

as naked as my naile : 
For Fande hath a sporte sumtlme, 

^§1111^ a "alg^'^ taile. 



aboue two or three houres. 
For Roses, Rages : which 

wyll not so soone decay : 
For Paimsdes, pretie Practises, 

that alter many a way : 
For Marygoldes, MIschiefe : 

for Walflowers, Wantonnesse : 
For Pinckes, Presumption: 

for Buttons, Businesse : 
For Daysies, Doubtfulnesse : 

for Violets, Vidousnesse : 
For Primroses, Foolysh Pride : 

for Cowslips, Carelesnesse : 
With these flowers and Hert)es, 

with many moe (God wot) 
Doth Fande strow her Chamber floore, 

whiche I remember not. 
Now S]rr, in this same roome, 

thus braudy bedect, 
Syts Fande in her brauerie : 

and S]rr, in eache respect. 
So serued in her kinde, 

with her fine Chamberiayne, 
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That not for any thyng she hath, 


She shews you flowers, but tels you not. 


that she needes to take payne. 


how soone they wil decay : 


Fine Curiositie, 


Shee telles you this braue tree. 


her Chamberlaine, doth all 


a gallant fruict wyll beare. 


The sendee in her Chamber, Syr : 


This is a gallant Princely Phmi, 


bat the Vsher in the Hall 


and this as braue a Peare : 


He doth her sendee too, 


This is a Pippyn right. 


although not all so neere 


this is a Philbeard fine, 


Her person, as her Chamberlayne : 


This is a Damson delicate : 


she houldeth him more deere. 


but fewe suche fruictes as mine : 


The order how she sittes, 


When God, he knowes, the Tree 


is this Syr, in a Chayre, 


whose fruictes she bragges on so. 


Fine earned out with Caruers worice. 


b but a plant of peeuishnes. 


and couerd, verie fidre. 


and brynges foorth fruits of woe. 


V^th a stiange kind of stuffe : 


Her Plum is but a Pate, 


the colour is all green : 


that puffed is with pryde : 


Bnne fringde and hang'd, with two fine Pearles, 


Which eyther quickly rotten growes. 


the like but seldom seen : 


or breakes out on som side : 


Now Syr, her Chayre (in deede) 


Her Ptere is an olde plant. 


is but a Youthfiill biayne. 


that bringeth Outwarde ioye 


Whose head is verie greene, in deed : 


To sight, at least : but, eaten once. 


the Frindge, to tell you plaine. 


wyll choake 3rou with annoy. 


Are Haires upon the head : 


Her Pippyn is a Crabbe, 


the Pearles, they are the Eyes : 


that growes in Sainct lohns wood : 


Fast set vnto the head (good Syr,) 


Which makes a shewe of a frdre finict, 


and loe, thus in this wise. 


bat in taste is not good. 


I shewe you Fancies seat : 


This is a secreate foe. 


but if the eyes dyd see. 


that seemes a fiiythfull fi«nde. 


What great dishonour tis to them, 


But wyU be sure, who trust in him, 


in Fancies Chaire to bee : 


to foile hym in the ende. 


They rather would faJl off. 


Her Fylberds hane fidre shales. 


then hang in such a place, 


but Kemelles all are gone. 


Where they are ruld, when they punight rule. 


Her Damsons are decdptihll firuicts, 


and so to gayne disgmoe. 


as hard as any stone : — 


But be they as they be. 


Harde : how?— not hard in hand. 


I shewe you as they be : 


nor very hard in taste. 


Beleeue me, when that you come there. 


But bejmg swallowd, veiy hard 


then you your self shall see. 


for to digest at last. 


WeU Sir, thus Fande sits, 


These Trees, with many mo 


before whom you must stand. 


which I not call to mynde. 


Tyll she her selfe do bid you come. 


In Fancies gallant Garden plot 


and take 3rou by the hande : 


yoa shalbe sure to finde. 


And that she soone wyU doo. 


Now in this Gardein, more 


for she is curteous ; 


alas, I had forgot : 


And where she takes a likyng too. 


About the midst tberof (I gesae) 


die is as amorous. 


there standes a prety plot. 


Now, bejmg come to yoUf 


Wherin is made a Maze, 


these wordes first she wyU say. 


an bordered with Wilde breere. 


She wyll be askyng, how at firtt. 


Set all about the bankes with Rue, 


you thither found the way? 


that grew there many a yere. 


Wherto, your Answere made^ 


Joit in the midst wfacfof, 


then she wyU take the payne, 


a huge high Mount dooth stand. 


To shewe you all her roomes within, 


Whkfa grew by nature in y* plaoe. 


and shee wyll entertayne 




You in so biaue a sorte. 


The hOl on the one sMe, 


that you shall thinke, a whiles 


Is made nmcfa lyke a Hart, 


You are in heauen : with sngied q;)eeclie 


And as like to a Hed agalne 


she wyll you so beguile. 


▼pon the other part. 


Now, first, she leades yoa in. 


And in this Mount, there dwels 


into her Qaiden fay : 


a mniber of mad men : 
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Some mad in hart and some in bed. 

and eoery one liis den. 
Upon the Hart side, stands 

the cave of crueltie, 
A cmrish knane, which with his teeth. 

ttJU gnashing, dose doth lie. 
Bjr hhn hath foule Despight 

a Qrlthy Den ]]^Dewise, 
Which, in that lothsome lodge of his, 

Stin fretting, dayly lyes. 
By hfan honible Hate, 

hath dw a Unde of Cane, 
like a foale hole : but good inough 

for sodi a filthy alaoe : 
Upon the hedside now, 

lies Mdancoly first, 
Hee beates his head with studie lo, 

as if his braines wonld burst. 
By him vile Enoy next, 

foule fiend, with fierie eyes. 
Bound about bed w* Serpent skinnes, 

in lothsome manner lies. 
Right ouer him dooth keepe 

fierce F^nensie, in his caue : 
Hee frets, hee fiunes, he stampes and stages, 

ft neuer lins to raue. 
Aboue them all, vpon 

the top of this same hill, 
Dwds Madnes, Maisterof them all, 

and with him, witles Will : 
His lodge is like a hoiue, 

that had bin built of stone. 
That had bin ouerthrowne, ft nought 

left but the walles alone : 
It hath a Unde of roofe, 

but all vncouered : 
So that the raine vpon him fiEdles, 

as hee lies in his bed : 
And for the manner now 

how he lies, credit mee. 
It is the stranngest sight mee thinkes, 

that euer I did see. 
His Bedsteed is of Wood, 

ingrauen with Vgly fru^es : 
And standes more halfe a sunder, burst 

in twenty sundry places : 
His Bed with fethers stuft, 

but an the Downe flowne out : 
And those yt bide, are stubbome quilles, 

yt prick him round abouL 
Upon an olde crackt Forme, 

by his Bedside, there lies 
Ould instruments of Musicks sound. 

an broke in wondrous wise. 
A Lute, with but thre strings, 

and all the pinnes neere out : 
The belly crakt, the back quite burst, 

and riuen round about 
His Viiginals, with neuer a lack, 

and [but] halfe the keyes : 



His Organes, with the bellowes burst, 

and battred many waies. 
His Fife, three holes in one : 

his Harpe, with neare a string : 
Great pittie, trust me, for to see^ 

so broken euery thing. 
A Pen and Inke he hath, 

and Paper too hard by. 
But paper quite in peeces tome, 

pen burst, and Inkhome drie. 
He feedes of Fancies fruites, 

that in her Garden growe, 
He drinks of Drugs of foule Despigfat, 

a beastly broth I trow. 
He feares no heat nor colde, 

for if with heate he glow. 
The waues of wo wil coole him streight, 

yt there by tides do flow. 
For through this Forrest runnes, 

the Seas of sorrow sore : 
Whose Waues do beate against this Fort, 

that bordereth on the shore. 
And if with colde he quake, 

the heate of raging ire 
Will quickly warme him so, that he 

shall neede none other fire. 
In raging Frantick fittes, 

he passeth foorth the day 
In straunge perplexities, himselfe 

tormenting many a way. 
Among many mad toyes, 

I saw him play one parte, 
With looke full fierce I saw him holde, 

a Dagger to his Hart, 
Redie to kill himselfe. 

and with his heare vpright. 
He cryed, he would rather die, 

then bide sutche deepe dispight : 
At which same crie of his, 

me thought that euery one 
Within their Caues, all sodeinly 

did make a piteous mone : 
With which amased halfe, 

not knowing what to say. 
By helpe of God, I know not how, 

but straight I got away. 
And then I was againe 

with Fande, by and by. 
Out of the Maze in her Gardeine : 

who led me presently, 
As she will you likewise, 

if you will : backe againe 
Into her house : where you will thinke 

in heauen for to remaine. 
The Entrie first, before 

you come vnto the Hall, 
Is set out gallantly with toyes, 

and that of cost not small. 
The Pauements are of stone, 

which Hard harts haue to name : 
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They grow all in a minde of man, 

and thence she hath the same : 
About the Entrie walles, 

doo hang devises straunge : 
And, by the brauerie of the same, 

much like the Low Exchange. 
From Entrie then you come 

streight way vnto the Hall ; 
And that with manie Jewels riche 

is hanged round withalL 
The roome it selfe is long, 

and therewith somewhat wide. 
And for the DoshioQ, in my minde. 

not much unlike Cheapeside : 
There hang great store of gaudes, 

of which the Vsher straight, 
Dooth offer to Dame Fancies eie. 

and therfore there dooth walght, 
Chaines, Jeweb, Cups, ft pots : 

Ptturles, precious stones, ft Rings, 
Fine wfaistels, Corals, Buttons, Beads, 

ft such like costly things : 
Fine Brooches for your Hat, 

fine Aglets for your Cap, 
Fine Tablets for a gallant Dame, 

to hang before her lap. 
These things, with many mo. 

in this same Cheapeside Hall. 
Hath Vaine ddight. to please Fancie. 

his Mistris minde withalL 
Now though she see them all, 

her Chamberlain must chuse 
What he best thinkes will like her minde, 

ft what she wil refuse. 
That Chamberlaine (you know) 

is Curiositie : 
He euer chooseth all the ware, 

that Fancie fond dooth buye. 
Now from the HaU, vnto 

the Pftrlor straight you go, 
Which, as the Hall, with Jewds riche, 

is brauely hanged so : 
The roome is long, not large, 

I met it not with fisete : 
But, as I gesse, in fashion tis, 

much like to Lombarde streete : 
This roome the Vsher too, 

dooth looke too, with the Hall : 
WeU, there within a Uttle while 

you quickly will see all : 
Which, beeing seene, you passe 

into the other roome. 
Which called is her Counting house : 

wherin when you be come. 
There shall you see her bookes, 

that treates of many toyes, 
And most of them doo show the cause 

of louers greefes or ioyes. 
Some volumes Syr. doo treate 

of naught but Vanitatc^ 



But very few that speakes a worde 

of perfect Sanitate. 
Some auncient Authors write 

De arte amandi : 
Which who so studies throughly. 

runs mad or ere he die : 
And. in the steede of Tullies workes. 

written De officijs. 
There standes Tom tatlers treatise, Syr, 

Define Brandictjs : 
Among the rest are some. 

Belle discorce damere^ 
And some doo write discourses 

De graundisjimo dolore : 
Some bookes doo make discourse 

of Pride and Foule disdaine, 
Some letters Amatorie are : 

some of Despite againe. 
Some Pretie I^mphlets are, 

some Posies, Satirs some : 
Some doo discourse of Falconrie, 

and some of Day of Doome ; 
And they are called Druromes : 

and some tell pretie tales 
Of Lapwings, Swallowes, Fesant cocks, 

ft noble Nightingales : 
Some Songes and Sonets are, 

and some are Lxmers layes : 
Some Poets paint The pangs of loue, 

a thousand sundry waies. 
Now Mrith such bookes as these. 

with other such like toyes, 
Dooth Fancie store her Counting house. 

for to instruct her bojres, 
And girles too. now and than : 

at least, if they doo reede : 
And in such vaine Discourses, most 

her selfe delights indeede. 
Now Syr. when you haue seene 

her fine Libiarie there : 
She shewes you then her other roomes, 

ft leades you euery where. 
But sure her Counting house. 

of all that ere I see. 
Is built as like to Poulet Churdi yarde, 

as euer it may bee. 
Now next she leades you too 

her Wardrope of fine doth, 
Of diuers kindes of colours Syr : 

what, laugh you Syr. of trothe? 
Bdeeue mee. when that yon 

to Fancies Forte doo go : 
And if you come into her Couite, 

then you shall finde it ao. 
The colours of her doath 

aie (aire and verie gaj : 
White, red, blewe, greena^ Cenuokm, 

Ydow and Popyniay : 
Of blackes. pax, vary iem : 

bm other ookxm Mora 
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Of mingled colours, or suche as 


Except they first be looked on 


I tolde 70a of before : 


by Curiositie : 


Now, she that keepes that romne 


But Follie, manie times. 


is a yonge pleasant Dame, 


standes at his dbow so. 


And Wantonnesse I trow it be. 


That makes him choose the worse sometime. 


that Fande calles her name : 


and let the better go : 


Nowe Wantonnesse againe. 


Well, there not longe you bide. 


shee keepes a pretie knaue. 


but downe you come againe 


That eoery day deviseth styll, 


Into the Hall beneath good Syr, 


newe fashions for to hane. 


where longe you not remaine : 


He hath a knaoish head. 


But to the Kitchhi strdght. 


fine knackes for to invent. 


she forthwith leadeth thee : 


Whecof good stoare of cloathe, in haste, 


Where, how she dresseth all her meate, 


in fashions may be spent : 


the order thou shalt see. 


In gardes, in weltes, and iagges. 


And what kinde cookes she hath, 


in laying doath upon doath : 


and how they make their fyre 


And this same youth a Tailor is. 


To roast, to seeth, to broUe, to bake. 


for men and women bothe. 


and what you will desire : 


His name is Fond deuise : 


The roome is narow syr. 


he came of Apish race : 


in which a Harth, all bare. 


A man, for such a mistris meete. 


On which the Cook powers on his ooales, 


and fit for such a place : 


ft kindels th€ with care : 


But for Dame Fande fine. 


Then layes he to the Spit. 


no garments Syr. he makes : 


if any meate be roast : 


But first the view her Chamberlaine 


And if the fyre be once a flame. 


Curiositie takes : 


then it bonnes to toast. 


And if he like it weU, 


The meate that most he roastes. 


then will she stand content : 


for Fandes daintie toothe. 


If not, his labour all is lost. 


Are Partridges, larkes, plouers greene, 


and cost in yaine is spent 


& such fine foule (for sooth). 


Now this same Wardrop Syr, 


The Coles are made of stickes, 


is likest, in my minde. 


of stubome youth (God wot) 


To Watling streete, of any place, 


Which kindle quicklie of themselues. 


that euer I could finde. 


and blowing needeth not : 


Now Syr, from thence you come : 


The kinde of woode is Will, 


when you haue scene all there. 


drie, without Sapience sappe : 


Yon go into her Gallarie, 


The lobcoke Lust, from thriftlesse thick, 


a roome that I dare sweare. 


both bring the in his lap : 


The like is sddome seene 


Which wood with lying still. 


for gallant setting out : 


is growne so verie drie. 


If one 8hoi:M tranaile euerie day, 


That with a Sparke of Sporte, alasse, 


almost the world about, 


they kindle, by and by. 


For dioice of Gallant stuffe, 


The Cooke is Carelesse calde : 


and fine deuises strainge : 


the fowles he roastes, are these : 


No place so like, that ere I see. 


For Larks, are looks ; for Plouers, thoughts : 


as is The high Exchanges 


for Partridge, Practises : 


Such purses, gloues, and pointes. 


The Larkes are Lookes : 


of cost and fashion rare. 


which when they liue, doe file : 


Such cutworks, partiets, sutes of lawne. 


But beeing stroken dead, they seme 


bongraces, ft such ware : 


for Fancie, by and by : 


Such gorgets, sleeues, and ruffes, 


The Partridge, Practises : 


linings for gownes, and calles. 


which, liuing, seeme so good. 


Coiffes, crippins, comets, billaments. 


That they are put vnto the fyre 


muske boxes & sweet balles, 


to seme for Fandes foode : 


Pincases, picktoothes, bearde brushes. 


For as the Partridge keepes 


comes, needds, glasses, belles. 


her selfe close to the grounde. 


And manie sudi like toies as these : 


Because, by colour of her coate, 


that Gaine to Fande sels. 


she may not so be founde : 


But yet, of all these toyes, 


So Practises, that shift. 


not one wiU Fande buye. 


to keepe themsdues vnseene. 
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Are Foules most fit for Fancies tooth : 

and now, for Plouers greene, 
Greene thoughts, that flie about : 

now here, now there againe : 
But if, by chaunce, by Cupids dart, 

they hap for to be slaine. 
Then Ijring but a while, 

at this same flaming fire, 
They make in deede a meate, that most 

fond Fande doth desire. 
Now hauing seene all this, 

then shall jrou see> hard by. 
The Pastrie, Mealehouse, and the roome, 

wheras the Coales do ly : 
The Coalehouse is a Caue 

of care and miserie : 
The Putiie, is a Place 

of open patcherie : 
The Mealehouse, is a Place, 

with set mischiefe finaught. 
For sore, the meale is made of come, 

yc is much worse then naught. 
The Corne is called Rye : 

and diueralLlncIeslEere bee 
Of this same Rye : as you your self, 

when you are there shall see. 
For there is one kinde Rye, 

is called Knauerie : 
Another, Flatterie, 

with Tketcherie, and Patcherie : 
An other Thmaperie, 

an other Mockerie, 
And Baudrie too : and yet the best 

is but a kinde of Rye, 
Wherof the Meale is made, 

that maketh Fancies bread : 
And that is baked in the braine, 

of a hot fool]rsh head : 
The Graine is sowne by sundrie slaues : 

of which one, Beastlinesse, 
The other Secrete sawdnesse : 

another Trayterousnesse : 
An other Peeuishnesse, 

and another WQIulnesse, 
With Lowtishnesse, and many moe, 

which I can not ezpresse : 
And reaped by suche slaues, 

to Fande, slaues, in deede. 
Which bring the Come into the Bame 

of Beggerie, with speede : 
They now, that thresh the Come 

are two stronge sturdie knaues. 
Who haue great beetles in their hands, 

in steed of thrasshing staues : 
Of whome to tell the names : 

first, Lobcocke, little wit. 
And wayward Wyl : a good tugfa knane : 

he stands, his fellowes sit : 
They with their Beetds in 

their hands, or beades, at lean. 



Doo make it readie for the Myll : 

then he that grindes the griest, 
b Many better sir, 

an arrant craftie knaue : 
Who, with his toulyng, wyll be sure, 

a good round gaine to haue. 
Now sir, this Myll doth stand, 

vpon an Hyll on hie. 
Whose Sayles are driuen by blastes of winde. 

ft so grind merdy : 
Now Syr, the Come thus grounde : 

to Fandes.Fort, streight way, 
The MyOer coms, and in the house, 

there down his Meale doth lay : 
Now Syr, when you haue ben 

in all those Offices* 
And that at Fancies handes, 3rou finde 

sudie loue and gentlenesse. 
To shewe you all her House : 

but soft, I had forgot 
To speake of her Bedchamber fine. 

which now sir, I wyll not 
Let slippe, for any thing : 

the Roome it sdfe is rounde, 
And in the night dooth stand hir Bed, 

with Curtens braudy boQd. 
The Wanes hangde all with Hope, 

on thone side verie faire : 
Vpon the other side againe, 

darke hangings of dispaire. 
Strange pictures by hir Bed : 

on thone side, fittes of greefe. 
On thother side, to euerie pange, 

a present sweete rdeefe. 
Upon the one side, sweete acoorde, 

on thother Dire debate, 
Vpon the one side. Naked loue : 

on thother, Couerd hate. 
On thone side, Pkodigies, 

with pleasaunt Dames in ioye. 
On thother side, Chauing Peasoods : 

in greefe and great annoye. 
These diners contraries, 

with many thousands mo. 
When Fande gaseth on a while, 

she is amaxed so. 
That musing so a while, 

she shunbreth at the last. 
And bedng in a slumber so, 

die deepeth, but not fisst : 
Her Bed is all of Downe, 

whereon she lies so sofk. 
As any Ladie in this land : 

and at her Bed a loft. 
Are written in fisire haadob 

and easie for to reede : 
(Although I seeme a kindla dame, 

I lothsome am in deed^ 
This adempne sentence. 

Who ener to dooch aetb 
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And dooth consider the contents, 

will neoer like of me. 
Her Bed is thus bedeckte : 

the Cmteynes are of Sajre, 
Not greene, nor yealow, red nor blew, 

nor white, nor popiniajre : 
No soke, nor Cmel Sajre : 

what then may be the same? 
This Say is calde, saye for thy selfe : 

lo, nowe jTOU know the name. 
Her Couering, Curious cost : 

her Blankets, Louers blisse : 
Her Sheets are Shifts : to shroud her aelfe. 

her quilts, are yiiditi es : 
Her PiUowes, they are Points : 

that Louers leane vpon. 
Her Bolster, is a Beggar's Bagge : 

when ooine and goods are gone. 
Her Bed she Ijres vpon, 

is a yonge Mellowe braine : 
Where Fande softlie lyes and sleepes, 

and neuer feeleth paine. 
And of such Beds, she hath 

such stoare of choise (by roode) 
That (if so be) she like not one, 

an other is as good. 
Of which, some are so softe, 

that she dooth like them so, 
That with her lying in them long, 

they more halfe rotten growe : 
And if they be not turned, 

or ere they go to farre. 
In time, both braine, and head, and al 

she wilbe sure to marre. 
Thus shall you see her Bed 

and Chamber, brauely deckte : 
And euery roome within her house, 

set out in each respect. 
So gallantlie : that as 

I saide, I saye againe. 
You sure will thinke (at first) a while, 

in heauen for to remaine. 
Thus, when that Fande fine, 

hath led jrou rounde about 
Her statelie house, in everie roome : 

then shall you see a loute. 
Come with a napkin fine, 

about his body bound. 
Into the chamber, there where first 

Dame Fande fine you found : 
He comes to laye a doth, 

▼pon Dame Fandes boorde : 
And then to bringe in all her cates : 

and trust me (at a worde) 
It is so strangeli sighte, 

to see her seru6d so. 
As I shall neuer see the like, 

where euer so I ga 
Her Table is a Forme, 

that standi without a frame, 

53 



And none but she and her oompeeres, 

can sit vpon the same : 
Her Stooles, stande without feete, 

I cannot shew you how. 
Though I haue scene them (credite me) 

I haue forgot them now. 
But you shall see them there, 

if thither you will go. 
Now sir, when you are there, 

and see this order soo. 
Then unto Dinner straight, 

she goeth by and by : 
There shall you see her fine Comgeeres, 

that beare her companie. 
First, vpper most she sittes, 

in a great maiestie : 
Then sits there downe by her, a Dame 

called Ladie vanitie. 
Then downe sits her Compeeres, 

Follie and Frenxie both : 
Such companie, as for to keepe, 

a Wiseman would be lothe. 
Her Waiters at her borde, 

are Curiositie, 
Her Chamberlaine ; and next to him 

stands Carefulnesse hard by : 
The Cooke that drest the meate : 

then Nodcoke naturall. 
Then lacke-an-apes and busie Bee, 

worst manered of them all : 
1 nus fumisht is this boorde. 

with waitors in such sorte : 
The meates whereof she feedeth most, 

I neede not make report : 
I spake of them before : 

but for her kinde of drinke. 
No beere, nor ale, nor wine it is : 

and what then doo you thinke? 
It is a drinke composde, 

of dnigges of diuers sortes, 
Disoourtesie, Disdaine, Dispigh : "^ 

and mingled with Disportes, ^ 
Sappe of faire Semblaunoe, 

with secret Simukition. 
With loice of herbes of hollow hartes. 

and fButhfuU protestation : 
These Dnigges, with many mo, 

puts Fande in her drinke : 
Which though they sumwhat please the tast, 

yet make the bosom stinke : 
And workes so in their heads, 

that are not used theretoo, 
That maks them more half mad : for grdf, 

they know not what to do. 
Now syr, this is her drinke : 

her meate before you know : 
Her servaunts I haue showne you too, 

that do attend her so. 
Now Syr, when you haue fed, 

of Fandes &re one day : 



* 
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I doo bdeeue that jrou will wisbe, 

your sdfe, next day away. 
I promise you (of troth) 

I did when I was there : 
And I would not be there againe, 

for twentie pound, I sweare. 
And more then wishing too, 

at horde aloude I aide : 
I would I were away, this fare, 

I cannot I abide. 
Which when that Fande sawe, 

she tooke me from the boorde. 
And thmst me out of dores in haste, 

not speaking any worde. 
And flonge me downe the steares, 

wherewith I caught a fall. 
That greened me sore : but yet (me thought) 

I stood c6tent withaL 
The Tsher of the Hall, 

he tooke me by and by. 
And out of doores too in like sorte, 

he thrust me presently. 
Then euery lacke-an-apes, 

that rid upon an Asse, 
Was ready for to ride me stUl, 

as I the Courte did passe. 
The Geese and Ganders hist, 

the Duckes cride quack, at mee : 
Thus euerie one would haue a flyrt, 

ere I could get out free. 
The Porter Daliaunoe, 

he draue me out in haste. 
And thrust me downe so hard the Hill, 

my neck was almost brut 
And Tp I rose againe, 

though brusdd verie sore^ 
And ment, if once I gat away, 

for to come there no more. 
WeU, limping as I ooulde, 

I hit the beaten waye, 
Of fooles foote steps : through Forrest back, 

that led me so astraye. 
And back againe I came, 

to I yearning's narrow lane : 



And there I hit The trackt of Truth. 

that I should first haue tane. 
That leaues the Forrest quite : 

which when I had hit on, 
I staide awhile, and there my walke 

I gan to thinke vpon : 
And thinking so, I saw 

a SchoUer oomming by. 
That came from leamM Vertue's Schoole 

and, sigliing heauely, 
I calde him vnto me, 

and tolde him of my wo. 
Of my sore faXL, from Fancies Forte, 

and how I caught it so. 
Whk^ when that he had harde, 

he tooke me by the hande. 
And beeing verie weake (in deede) 

scarse able for to stande : 
He led me to a house 

of Wisdome : an olde man. 
His Father (as he saide) he was : 

and there I rested than. 
This Jentle youth, if I 

do not fofget the same^ 
li Honest Reason : so I thinke, 

his Father cald his name. 
Where, beyng but a while, 

my tale I gan to tell 
To bym, of this my gentle walke : 

wfaenu he laugliM well. 
And knghing so (quoth he) 

go. Youth, here take a booke. 
And write now, for remftranoe thine, 

y* when thou chance u> looke 
Upon the same againe, 

then thou mayst take heede styll. 
Of leauyng MHsdome's narrow Lane, 

and follow wanton wyll : 
Loe, thus at his oommannd, 

I wrote it by and by : 
And this it was, bdeene me now, 

or els (at least) I lye. 

FINia 
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In Difpight of Fancie, 



AH, feeble Fande, now 
thy force is nothing worth : 
Thou hadst me in thy Castd onoo^ 

but now I am got forth: 
Thou barst a gallant flagge 

of lustie brauerie. 
But I haue seene y* all thy dioipe, 
is but meere knanerisk 



Thy Fethers flaunt a flaimte, 
are bknme awaie with windo, 

And Falsbood is the tmstie Tkotb. 
that one in thee shall finds. 

Thy Tahire is but numtes^ 

thy weapons are but wordes : 
Thou viest Shales, in steede of Shot, 
and ilgiies in steeds [oQ swwdi. 
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Thy Forte is of no force, 


Where when I was arriued. 


each foole maie scale the same, 


by helpe of a deere frende : 


And thoQ thy aelfe art but a flirt, 


Trew reason : one with whom I meane. 


and not a noble Dame, 


to keepe till life do ende. 


As some doo thee acoompt : 


Now when that I came there. 


I know thee too too well. 


he did declare to me. 


And none but Dawes & Doltes, within 


What ment that foolish Forte of thine. 


thy foolish Forte do dweU. 


and all that I did se : 


Thy Castell is, in deede. 


Which when I well had markt, 


a Cane of miserie, 


I did not all repent 


A place in short space for to bring 


My labour in my Journey so. 


a man to beggerie. 


although my cost I spent. 


Thy Forte defended is. 


Because thy nature so. 


by Dnckes and gardes of Geese, 


and deeds I did discrie : 


By Tacke an Apes. Asses too. 


Which deeds of thine, I doo detest. 


and sndi gallants as these. 


and thee I doo defie. 


Thy deepe delight is all 


And now unto the worlde. 


in foolish trifling toyes : 


in deepe despight of thee. 


Thou makest a man in things of nought, 


I shew what a vaine flirte thou art. 


to set his cheefest ioyes. 


that euery man may see. 


Thy Schoole maie well be called. 


I haue set out thy Forte, 


the Schoole of litteU skill. 


thy Force, and eke thy Schoole : 


Thy Schoolers most are waywarde wits. 


Thy Vshers too, that teach therein. 


that follow wanton wil : 


a mad man and a foole : 


Thy Lessons lothsome are. 


Thy lothsom lessons too. 


^y selfe a Mistris too. 


and how, by great good happe, 


Of naught but Mischeefe, which thou most 


I am got out, although long first. 


doost make thy SchoUers doo. 


out of thy lothsome lappe. 


Thy Pleasure breeds Man's paine. 


What shall I farther say, 


thy Game doth tume to Greefe : 


I haue set out. in kinde : 


Thou woorkest many Deadly woe, 


Eche peewsh poynt I know in thee. 


but few doost lend releefe. 


for euery man to finde. 


Thou makest a man to gaine 


Therefore, let &11 thy flagge. 


Dishonor and Defame. 


and all thy brauerie ; 


Thou makst him thinke a Sthiking Slut 


I haue at large. I thinke, set out 


to bee a Gallant dame. 


thy suttiU slauerie : 


Thou makes him Hang on hope. 


And that, in such a sort, 


and drowne in Deepe dispaire : 


as who so lust to reade, 


Thou makest him. like a mome, to build 


My whole discourse of thy dispight. 


High Castels in the aire. 


will leame for to take heede. 


Thou makest him thinke Black White, 


Of all thy gallant showe, 


ft when that all is known. 


they know now what it is : 


Thou makest him Like an Asse, to se 


Thou long hast lined unknowen. alas. 


a fooles head of his owne. 


but now descride, I wis. 


Thou art The cause of care. 


And for my selfe, thy Forte 


but comfort very small. 


I know so well, I sweare. 


And so, what euer is amisse, 


That I doo meane to keepe mee thence. 


thou art the cause of all : 


and neuer to come there : 


My selfe haue scene all this 


But if I doo looke vp. 


that I report, and more : 


and follow thee againe : 


Thou madest me thinke yc did mee good. 


Then keepe mee fast within the Forte. 


that gieeu^d me ful sore. 


and plague me for my paine. 


But long I was so blinde. 


But trust me. I meane it not : 


thou so hadst dimd my sight. 


with Reason here, my frend. 


That I could neuer see the craft 


I meane to lyue in thy dispight, 


of this thy deepe dispight : 


and so I make an ende. 


Till I out of thy Forte, 


And yet before I make 


was derely got away. 


a flat ende, ere I go. 


And came to Graue aduises house. 


I wyll discharge my stomache quite, 


where now I hope to stay. 


and byd thee farewell so. 
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A Fooicy 

Dame Fancies man, 

speaketh in Defence of his Mistresse, Fancie, 



WHAT meanes that mad man, tro, 
that lailes on Fancie so ? 
That sedces to do her snch dispight, 

& sweres himsdf her fo : 
The man mistakes himsdfe. 

it is not Fancie, sure. 
That for to ial into such rage, 

doth him so much procme. 
Why, Fancie, is a finende. 

to euery curteous Knight : 
Why. Fancie, is the chiefest thing. 

that doth the minde delight. 
Why, Fancie, was the cause, 

that wunders first were founde : 
Of many fine deuices strange, 

first, Fancie was the ground : 
Why, Fande is the tMng, 

that mooueth men to kme. 
And teUes the Loners what to doo. 

as best for their bdiooue : 
Fande, findespretie toyes, 

to please eadi Courtly Dame : 
Fande, to passe the time in sporte, 

inuented many a game. 
To Courtiers many a one, 

a good frende Fande standes : 
She makes them reap good lyUng, at 

tbdr louing Ladies' hands : 
She made the Poets olde, 

deuices to endight, 
Which they in wrightyng, left behind, 

for other men's delight 
She seeketh vnto none, 

but many seeke to her : 
And those who are her servaunts styll, 

she seeketh to pi e f erre 
To high degree in time : 

and that in Court (perduiunoe) 
She hdpeth them, and many wayes, 

doth seeke them to admunce. 



Now some (perhaps) againe, 

that are of grosest wit. 
And, by their dispositions. 

For Follye Schollers fit : 
Those now (perhaps) in deede, 

she letteth all alone, 
With FoUie, ondy, to rewarde, 

and them rcgardeth none. 
But those that are againe, 

of quicke capadtie. 
Who can consider Vertue wise, 

fifom fool]rsh Vanytie : 
Sucfae men she chieflie loues, 

and suche, although they know her, 
ShaO haue smal cause, in tract of time, 

in deed, for to beshrow her. 
I may not speake too mndie, 

for I am partiall. 
But what I haue said is true, 

for I have tried alL 
And tberibre, sure the man, 

that nyleth on her so. 
Hath done her wrong, without iust cause, 

to stand so much her fo. 
Fairs wordes are euer best, 

baddiiting is too bad. 
And therfore, I doo thinke the man, 

is dther dronke or mad. 
That tedns her suche de^rfght, 

so much without desarte : 
And, by her countenance, it seemes, 

it greeues her to the hait 
To be so mucfae abusde : but wot 

yon what, noremedle: 
A wicked tongue doth say amisse, ^ 

and win do tyU I die. 
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The Lamentacion of Fancie, 



ALAS, poore Melie wretche, 
now malste thoa weepe and wayle : 
For now, thy Forte is of no force, 

thoa canst no more pieiiajde. 
Fancie, let faU thy fla^, 

thy bfanerie is descride, 
Thy shifts are seene, wlierwith thou thou^htst. 

thy selfe from sight to hide. 
The man is got away, 

whom late I entertainde : 
And loe, by him I am defamde, 

and an my state is staind : 
Why did I not him feede, 

with some more sweete repaste ? 
Why dyd I not deuise to dresse, 

some toy, to please his taste ? 
I pat into his drinke, 

too much Drogges of despight : 
Thou moughtst aUayd the bittemes, 

with drams of sweet delight 
Why didst thou, in a rage, 

first fling him from thy lap, 
And leaue to feede him any more, 

with Worldly pleasures pap ? 
Why did I, in my rage, 

not ^)eakyng any worde. 
Take him so roughly at the first, 

and set him from my boorde? 
And thrust him out of Doores, 

in such a scomlull wise : 
Thou hadst ben better let him dinde 

and let himself to rise. 
Why didst thou throw him downe 

the Steares in sudi a sorte ? 
That he of thy diacurtesie 

may iustly make report : 
And beeing finlne downe so, 

why didst thou, Vaine delight. 
Thrust him out of doores 

by force, in such dispight? 
You, Jacke an Apeses too, 

why caught you at him so? 
To ride him like an Asse, as he 

along the Courte did go? 
Why did you hisse, you geese? 

and Duckes, why cride jrou quacke, 
To raile on him? why did jrou not 

more gently let him packe? 
Why didst thou, Daliaunoe, 

so thrust him out of doore? 
That made him catch so great a fall 

and bnise himself so sore. 



Alas, what blame I you ? 

my sdfe I ought to blame : 
For, if I had forbidden it, 

you had not done the same : 
Coulde none of all my Flowers, 

so &ire and sweete of smell, 
Cause him to haue desire, againe 

within my Forte to dweU ? 
Coulde not my Bedchamber, 

with all my Pictures fisire. 
Make him yet ere he die againe. 

thither to make repaire ? 
Alasse, I feare he sawe 

the words at my Beds head : 
And, out of doubt, I feare in deede, 

that sentence he hath read : 
And that hath causM him 

to lothe my Bed and me : 
But could not all the other sights, 

that in the Chamber he 
Did see, to mooue delight, 

make him forget the same? 
Oh no, well Fancie, yet 

seeke none at all to blame. 
But euon thy onely selfe, 

who tookste so small r^garde 
Vnto a Stranger in such sorte, 

and handle him so harde. 
Well, since that he is gone, 

and that I am discride ; 
And that finom hfan my shiftes, alasse. 

I can no longer hide : 
I must a warning take, 

the next that come againe 
Vnto my Forte, for seruice mine, 

better to entertaine. 
And though he thus be gone, 

I doubt not but there be. 
Some youthes abroade yet in the worlde, 

y< wil come seeke out me : 
But all that I can euer 

haue, to ease my peine. 
Will neuer doe me halfe that good 

as to see him againe : 
Which if I euer haue, 

I now not sorrow so. 
But I shall then rdoyoe asmucfa, 

and ridde me of my wa 
Untill which time, alasse, 

I languish still in paine, 
And so shall doo, vntill I see, 

my gentle yoath againe. 
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A FAREWELL 
To Fancie, 



FONDE Fancie, now farewell, 
thy Lodging likes me not : 
I serued thee long, fiill like a slaue, 

yet little gaines I got. 
Yet though I say my selfe, 

no slaue that euer seru'de 
Of any Mistris in this world, 

bane more rewarde desem'd. 
But he that bindes himselfe 

apprentise to a Patch, 
At leauen yeares ende, will this be sure, 

to gain sum foolish catch. 
So Nodcoke I, that longe 

bane serued thee like a slaue ; 
For my rewarde, by dew desart, 

Repentaunoe gained haue. 
Thou nerer badst me go, 

but I would runne with speede : 
If thou didst bid me stale againe, 

two biddings should not neede. 
When I had better runne, 

when thou didst bid me stale. 
And better staide then goe on foote, 

to breede mine owne decaye. 
When thou didst bid me VxHat, 

I readie was to marke* 
And would not loose the thing so soone, 

no, not in greatest darke. 
When better I had beene, 

for to have shut mine eye. 
Then for to cast mine eye on that, 

should worke me woe thereby. 
When thou didst bkl me like, 

I kxnidd, by and by : 
When thou againe badst me mislike, 

I hated oontrarie. 
What shall I further say, 

thou nothing badst me doe, 
But I was willing, by and by, 

for to agree thereta 
But what, for all my paines 

haue I now reapt in fine. 



A goodly galne, Repentaunce sore, 

of such great foUie mine : 
When thou didst bid me go, 

my running made me fall : 
When thou didst bid me stay againe, 

twas for no good at all. 
Thou madste me studie ofte, 

but what? — ^fonde trifling toyes : 
The Arte of Loue, and of the cause 

of louers greefes and ioyes. 
Thou madste me think, long while, 

that louers greefe was game. 
And that no ioye could be compard, 

Tuto a gallant Dame. 
Thou madst me thinke Vm% time, 

no pleasure like to that. 
With Curtisans, in their Unde^ 

to doe, I say not what 
Thou madste me halfe amasde, 

sometime, with fiantick fits. 
And, now and then with thoughts of loue 

almost out of my wits. 
Thou maadst me take delight, 

in Lodge of Loue to dwell : 
And for to oqumpt that thing a heauen, 

which rather was a helL 
Thou maadst me thinke that Loue 

did purchase heauenly Joy : 
Which now I see did purehase paine, 

ft wrought naught but annoy. 
Thou maadst me take delight 

to let in braue attire : 
Which now I finde was more, indeede, 

than reason did require. 
In Fethers flaunt a flaunt, 

and tossing in the winde, 
Thou maadst me take deligfat, which now 

a foDy great I finde. 
Tbon maadst me take deSgfat 

in singularitie, 
In Tailors worke to haue a tridoe, 

that none dKNdd hane bat L 
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Tbou mtadit me oonmpt a piaiie, 

some feshion to deuiae, 
Wherewith I sought in wisemens sight, 

my selfe for to disguise. 
Thou maadst me spend my time. 

in vaine and foolish toyes. 
And euer didst withdraw my minde, 

from seeking perfect ioyes. 
Thou maadst me thinke it was 

a heauen. For to go gaye, 
But neuer badst me looke in time, 

how long it would hould way. 
In fine, as long as I 

was SdioUer at thy Sdioole : 
For all the learning that I got, 

I proou'd my selfe a foole. 
Thou didst withdmw my minde 

from Perfect pietie, 



And maadst me cheefely to delight 

in worldly Tanitie. 
But now, since that I see, 

that it hath pleased God, 
To plague me well for my desarts, 

with smart of mine owne rod : 
And giue me grace to finde, 

what greefes by thee doe grow. 
And that, although vnto my cost, 

thy nature naught I know. 
What gaines by thee are got, 

what pinching penurie. 
What greef of minde, what plague of purse, 

what wretched misery : 
I now forsake thee quite, 

and neuer meane to dwell, 
Neere thee, by fifteene thousand mile : 

and so, Fande farewell. 



FINIS. 




The Toyes of an Idle head: 

verye pleasaunte and delectable, to passe away idle 

time withall. 



II A pretty Dittie in despight of Fantasie. 

IT THE ARGUMENT. 

Y Since Fantasye fyrst mooued mee, 
To rime thus rudely, as jrou see : 
A prety Dittye of Despi^t, 
Gaynste Fantasy, first will I write. 

NOW, by my troth, I cannot chuse but smUe. 
To see the foolish fittes of Fantasie : 
With what deceits she dooth the mind beguile. 
As pleaseth best her great inoonstande. 
As well the wisest as the foolish man. 
She troubleth, I tell you, now and than. 

And no denyall : if she lyketh once, 
It must be had, what euer so it bee : 
And eadi day new Deuices for the nonoe, 
Ondy to please Mistresse fonde Fantasye. 
For she can neuer like one thing two dayes, 
Though it deserue neuer so great a praise. 

This thing to day, to morrow that agahie, 
And yet the next day neither of them bothe : 
That now she likes, anon she will disdaine, 
And whom she louM, seemeth now to loath. 
Thus chopping still, and chaunging euery day. 
With Taine delights, she leades the minde away. 



She makes the Louer thinke his Lady fayre. 
Although she be as foule as foule may bee : 
Shee makes him eke, build Castles in the ayre, 
And very fiure in Milstones for to see. 

And in the ende, I thinke if all were knowne. 

Shee makes him see, a Fooles head of his owne. 

Shee makes my Lady so mudi to esteeme 
Of her greene pratling Fanatte in the Cage : 
This makes her eke her little Page to deeme, 
The finest Boye in England, of his age : . 

This makes her set more by her tame white Deare. 

Then some would doo by twenty pounds a yeare. 

And who can choose but laugh, to thinke vpon 

Such finwarde fittes of foolish £uitasie ? 

And how, alas, the minde is woe-begon. 

If that it hath not eadi thing, by and by. 
That she desires, whateuer so it be : 
Cost life or death, it must be had, we see. 

Shee feedes the minde of man with many a toye. 

Shee makes himsdfe to seeke his owne decay ; 

In thinges of nought, she makes him set his ioye. 

And fi:om all Vertue leades him quite away. 
And shee it is, that ndndy causM me. 
Against her sdfe to rime thus, as you see, 

FINIS, 
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A dolorous Discourse^ 

of one that was bewitched with loue. 



ir THE ARGUMENT. 

IT Since that the passing paoges of kxme, 
Which many Loouera ofte doo prooue : 
I fynde the cause, from time to time, 
That made men shew their mindes in rime. 
I doo intend, in verses few 
A dolorous discourse to shew, 
Of one that was bewitcht in looue : 
What passing pangues he ofte did proooe. 
In whidi, God wot, the more his paine, 
Eoen till his death he did remaine. 

IF I had skin to frame a cunning Vearse 
Wherein I mougfat my loathsome life lament. 
Or al>le were in rimes for to rdiearse 
The gryping greefes, that now my heart haue hent : 
Such priuie panges of looue I could descrie. 
As neuer any Louer felt but I. 

Some say they freeze, they flame, they flie alofte* 
And yet they fell, they hope, and yet they feare : 
The fedd once wonne, yet ielousie full ofte 
With vile suspect, theyr yrkesome hearts dooth teare. 
They liue and lacke, they lack, and yet they haue, 
And haning, yet they lack the thing they craue. 

They bide in blisse, amid their weary bale, 
With heauie hearts, they show a smiling fece : 
In figures thus, they tell a moumefull tale. 
And set their sorrow out vrith such a grace, 
That who so reades the same, and markes it well. 
Would thinke a Loner's torments worse then HdL 

Then thhike you, what vyle torments doo I feele, 
When all th^ pangues are but Flea-bytes to mine : 
I neuer came to top of Fortune's wheele. 
But vnnemeath, in dolours still doo pine : 
I neuer flew, whereby to haue a fall. 
Yet stoope I ofte, although my gate be small. 

Am I not then in case much worse then they 

That flye sometimes, although they fell as fest ? 

Oh yes, my case let any Louer way, 

And they shall see, I neuer yet did taste 
One sugred ioye that they haue swallowed ofte, 
That flye and fell, although they fall not softe. 

For they that flie, although they catch a fell. 
Yet while they flie, the time so ioyftill is : 
The harme they take by felUng is but small. 
For when vnto themselues they thinke on this, 
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What a fyne flight, but euen ere while they had : 
For ioye thereof, they cannot long be sad. 

But Fortune neuer yet so feuoured mee, 

To lend me winges to take on little flight, 

Whereby the harme by felling I mought see, 

Or yet in flying fynde the deepe delight. 
I cannot call to minde one ioyeftill day. 
Which, for a time, my sorrowes may allay. 

But lye along all weryed with this woe, 
And know not how to prooue to make a flight : 
With chilling colde, my ioyntes are frosen so, 
That when I striue but euen to stande vpright, 
I feele my feebled limbes to feint so fast. 
That staggering still, downe flat I fall at last 

My harte it selfe, is bitten so with frost, 

That all my senoes now are waxed nome : 

My tongue his taste of pleasaunt ioyes hath lost, 

My minde with cruell care is ouercome : 
My dazeled eyes are waxed dimme with teares, 
Wliich shew the state wherein my life it weares. 

Mine eares waxe deafe, no pleasatmt tunes they heare, 
That may reuiue with dole, my dulled braine : 
Where I was wonte with Musicke for to cheare 
My heauy heart, now seemes a deadly paine. 
For each sweete note I heere men play or sing. 
Thorough mine eare, like thunder clappes, dooth ring. 

But thus to liue, oh what a lyfe is this? 
To liue (alas) my sences all bestraught : 
Though straunge it seeme, yet trust me true it is, 
Such chilling cold my sences all hath caught, 
That I can neither heare, nor feele, nor see. 
Nor smell, nor taste, and yet aliue must bee. 

And shaU I tell how fyrst I caught this colde? 
By looking long vpon thy louely feoe : 
For when I did thy heauenly hew behold. 
And markt therewith thy braue and comly grace : 

Good Lord, thought I, what worthy wight is this? 

Some heauenly Dame, then Venus sure it is. 

Venus, quoth I ? with that I winckte for feare, 
And shut the windowes of my seeing shoppe : 
For greefe whereof my heart did swelte, I sweare : 
Then gan I striue against the hill to hoppe. 
With gaxing eyes to stare on thee againe. 
Whose only lookes haue wrought me all this paine. 
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But when I heard a name to thee assignde, 
And sawe thou werte an earthly Creature ; 
Then gan I thus imagine, in my minde, 
Which waye mought I this Ladyes Loue procure, 
To me poore Page, that thus sore wounded lye 
At point of death : yet dying cannot die. 

But when I sawe mine owne vnworthinesse, 
And could not call to minde a due desarte : 
Whereon I mought presume, in this distresse, 
To craue of thee some salue for this my smarte : 
With greefe thereof, I caught this chilling colde, 
Which, quaking yet, my quiuering corps dooth bolde. 

Yet lookte I, loe, and stared still on thee. 
Thinking thereby to finde some ease of paine : 
But straight, me thought. I sawe thee looke awrye. 
As who should say, thou didst my lookes disdaine. 
Which lowryng looke droue me into this fytte, 
Which God he knowes, how it torments me yet. 

But yet I must oonfesse at fyrst, deare dame, 
lliat wfaot desyre my greefe hath caused so : 
But, by and by, my fieree and fierie flame. 
Was quicklye quenchte with wanes of wearie wo : 
In which wet wanes, I too and fro am tost. 
Seeking in vaine, to finde tome qoiet cost. 

Now (noUe Dame) since that thou seest plaine, 
How fyrst I caught this greefe that gripes my harte, 
And makes me thus to pine in pangues of paine : 
Since that in theo it lyM to ease my smarte, 
And only thee : (dnre Dame) doe not denye 
To helpe me now, for if thoa doest, I dye. 

But thinke vpon my bitter passion, 
And dee the passing pangues wherein I pyne : 
And how Cut bound, without redemption, 
I lynger fooith this loathsome Ijrfe of mine : 
And bow thou ma]rest with speede, if thee it please. 
Both set me &ee, and care my stmunge disease. 

Which if thou wilte, I know for certaynty 
Thou canst not dioose^ but lend me some releefe : 
Thou wilt, beholding my calamity, 
Lend some one graioe of comfort to my greefe : 
Which when thou doest, for a Phisitions fee, 
A noble name thy greatest gayne shall bee. 

And so, deare Dame, when thou doest thinke Tpon 
The lothsome lyues that Louers oft rehearse : 
Among the rest, let this of mine be one, 
Which here to thee dooth shewe itselfe in vearsa : 
Then shalt thou.see how foire my passyon. 
In pangues of loue, hath paste them euery one. 



^ A Gentleman being on a Christmas £ue 
in a very soUitaiy place, among veiy 
solemn Company : where was but small 
cheare, lesse myrth and least musicke : 



beeing very earnestly entreated to sing a 
Christmas Caroll, with much adoe sung 
as foUoweth. 

Now Christmas draweth near, & most me make good 
cheare, 

With heigh how, care away : 
I lyke a sidy mome, in drowsy dumpes at home, 

Win naught but fSEist and pray. 

Some syng and daunce for lyfe, some Carde and Dyce 
asryfe. 

Some vse olde Christmas Games : 
But I, oh wretched vright. In dole both day and night 

Must dwell : the vrorld so frames. 

In Court, what pretty toyes, what fyne and pleasaunt 
ioyes. 
To passe the tyme away : 
In countrey nought but care, sower Oieese ctu-des. 
diiefest fSeuv, 
For Wyne, a Bole of Whay. 

For enery daintie dish, of Flesh or else of Fish, 

And for your Drinke in Courte : 
A dish of young fiyed Froogges, Sodde houghes of 
mesled Hogges, 

A cuppe of small Tap worte. 

And for edi Courtly sight, ech shew that may delight 

The eye, or else, the minde : 
In Countrey Thomes and brakes, and many miery lakes. 

Is all the good you finde. 

And for fine Enteries, Halles, Chambers, Galleryes, 

And Lodgii^ses many moe : 
Here desert Wooddes or pkdnes, where no delight 



To walke In too and fit>e. 

In Court, for to be shorte, for euery prety sporte. 

That may the heart delight : 
In Countrey many a greefe, and small or no rdeefe, 

To ayde the wounded wight. 

And in this Desarte place, I, Wretch, in wofuU case, 

This merry Christmasse time : 
Content my sdfe, perforce, to rest my carefull corse : 

And so I end my rime. 



^ In the latter end of Christmas, the same 
Gentleman was likewise desired to sing ; 
and aldiough against his will, was con- 
tent to singe as foUoweth. 

TH£ Christmas now is past, and I haue kept my fast. 

With prayer euery day : 
And like a Country Clowne. with nodding vp and 
downe, 

Hane put the time away. 
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As for old Christmas Games, or da t insi n g with fine 
Dames, 

Or shewes, or prety playes : 
A solemneoath I sweare. I ctaat not where they were. 

Not all these holy dayes. 

I did not sing one noate, except it were by roate, 

Still budng like a Bee : 
To ease my heatiy harte, of some, tho«gh ttttletmarte. 

For want of other glee. 

And as for plftafW"*^* Wine, there was no diinke so fine, 

For to be tasted heere : 
Full simple was my fieire, if that I should compare. 

The same to Christmas cheere. 

I sawe no Unde of sight, that might my minde ddight, 

Beleene me, noble Dame : 
But euery thing I saw, did fireat at wo my maw, 

To thinke vpon the same. 

Upon some bushy balke, full laine I was to waUce 

In Wooddes, from tree to tree, 
For wante of better roome : but since my fatall doome. 

Hath so appointed mee : 

I stoode therewith content, till Christmas full was spente, 

In hope that God will sende 
A better yet next yeare, my heaiiie heart to cheare : 

And so I make an ende. 



^ The same man beeing in very great dompes 
the same time, beeing likewise intreated 
to write some doleful! Dittie of his owne 
inuention wrote as followeth. 

What griping greefes, what pinching pangues of payne ? 

What deadly dinte, of deepe and darke annoye? 

What plague? what wo, dooth in this worid remaine ? 

What Hellish happe ? what wante of worldly ioye ? 
But that (oh Caytife) I do dayly bide. 
Yea, and that more then all die world beside. 

If euer man had cause to wish for death, 
To cut atwo this lucklesse lyne of life : 



Why striue not I, with-speede to stoppe my breatk? 

Since cruell care, not like a earning knife, 
But like a Sawe, still hackling to and froe. 
Thus gnawes my heart, with gripes of weary woe. 

What, doo you thfaike I iest, or that,I fidne? 
Or, Louer-like, my life I doo lament? 
Orthatmyfytte^grefiuiGiesofthebraiQe^ . . 
Whidi waner still, «nd neuer stande content? 

Or that my sighes are pought but signes of sloath ? 

Ob, thinke not so, beleene me, on my troath. 

This I protest before my God on hie. 

If that I could my doloures well declare : 

I thinke I should such priuie pangues descrie 

Of sorrowes smarte, as surely seldome are 
Seene nowadayes : I thinke, especially : 
Yea, seene or fdte, of such a Youth as I. 

But some perhaps will aske, what is my woe ? 
What is the thing that makes me so to moume ? 
And why I walke so solemne. too and froe? 
I aunswer thus : such fjrry flames dooth burne 

Bothe day and nlglit, within my tMylin^ brest. 

That, God he knowes, T take but little rest. 

But shall I teU how fyist this flame arose? 

And how these Cojbes werekindled at the furst? 

I may not so my doUoures deepe disclose : 

For credit me, I would frdne, if I durst : 
But since, alas, I may not as I would. 
Let this suffice, I would fidne, if I could. 

What if I could? nay, durst : what did I say ? 

For if I durst, I know fiiU well I could : 

What could I doe? no whit more then I may : 

I know that too : but yet, if that I would, 
I could doe much more then I meane to doe, 
As thus advisde : but whether doo I goe? 

What neede so many words, so much a doe? 
To blaze the breyles that I doe dayly bydf :, . . 
Or else to tell of tormentes too and fro, 
Wherewith I am beset, on euery. syde : 

These few wordes mought baue seraed the toume. I 
trowe: 

Ten thousand plagues, but pleasures none I knowe. 





^[ A pretty gyrd, giuen by a Gentlewoman to her servaunt, 
whereupon these Verses were made as followeth. 



^ Farewell Youth, to your vntruth. 

Whbn as thou badst forewdl to myne vntrueth, 
I hope thon spakett it but in iest, deare Dame : 



Or else, for that 3rou thought that euery youth. 
Most commonly is touched with the same : 
Such 3routhes there are, I must confesse, in deede, 
As with vntrueth their Ladies fiandes feede. 
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But what of that : tush, I am none of those, 
Though 3routhly yeares, I cannot well denie : 
For rather lyfe then trueth, I chuse to lose : 
By trueth, I meane my true fidelitie : 
Which who so breakes. to him, as to a youth, 
Thou mayest well say : farewell to thine vntrueth. 

But yet, good Lady, say not so to mee, 
Till thou dooest see, my trueth by falshood staynd : 
Which when thou seest, then iustly spit at mee, 
As at a slaue, whose trueth is all but faynd : 
But till that time, say not to mine vntrueth 
Farewell againe, but onely to my youth. 

For all vntruethes I Ytterly denye. 
And to my trusty trueth, I stoutly stand : 
And who so list against the same replye, 
Gainst him with speede, I goe, with sworde in hande 
Into the Feeld, the same for to defend : 
For loe, in this my credit dooth depend. 

And though (perhaps) most commonly, each youth 
Is giuen in deede, to follow euery gaye : 
And some of these are touched with vntruth, 
Yet some there be, that take a better waye : 
And stande rpon their trueth and honesty. 
More then vppon their fooUsh bnuierie. 

Which two I count to be the dieefest poinctes 
That ech man ought to builde his life vpon : 
And these holde I my cheefe and strongest joynctes : 
For what were I, when these two poinctes are gone ? 
Wherefore, deare Dame, as I begon I end : 
My Youth I graunt, and tmeth I still defend. 



^ It chaunced not long after, that this 
Gentleman happened to be in the com- 
pany of his very friend, which at Dyce 
lost much money : and after his losse, 
entreated him to write some despightfull 
Ditty, to diswade him from Cards and 
Dice: which with much intreaty he 
graunted, & wrote as foUoweth. 

Mt freend, I saye. If thou be wise, 
Use not to much the Cardes and Dyce : 
Least, setting all at sincke and syoe. 

Doe make thee know the cost : 
Twill make thee weare a thinne light purse, 
Twill make thee sweare, and ban, and curse : 
Twill make thee doo all this and worse. 

When once thy Coyne b losL 

Therefore, take heede in time* I say : 
For time at Dice runnes fSEist away. 
No time worse spent then at dyoe-play, 
I put thee out of doubt : 



And say not, but it was thee tolde : 
The nearer that thy purse is polde. 
The more still firiendship waxeth colde, 
Yea, all the woilde throughout. 

And then, when once thy coyne is gone, 
And friends to hdpe thee thou hast none, 
Nor house nor Land to live vpon : 

Oh then, what wilt thou say ? 
Well, once I might haue taken heede, 
I had a trusty freend in deede. 
That tould me true how I should speede, 

If I did hold this way. 

For who continues in this vaine 

Of setting still, bothe bye and majme, 

But in the ende he shall be faine 

To leaue it, will or nill : ^ 

And doe the thing that dooth despight 
Most men, though some it dooth delight. 
To them that play to holde the light. 

Full ill against thehr wilL 

Leaue therefore (friend) while thou art well, 
And marke the woordes that I thee tell : 
If once thy lande thou fall to sell. 

Thy credit will impaire : 
And care not thou, though Gamsters say, — 
(These Gamsters, Roysters call I may) 
What, Dastard, darest thou not play? 

Howe, reach this man a Chaire. 

WeQ, if he bring it, sit thee dowse. 

Or dse go out into the towne : 

If not, then walke thee vp and downe. 

And beare a time his scoffe : 
And thou shait see within a while. 
How thou majrest finely at him smOe : 
When he would gladly wish a file, 

To file his yrons oCL 

For commonly, such knaues as these 
Doe ende their lyves vpon three trees : 
Or lye in Prison for theyr fees. 

For all their bragging out : 
And though one yeare they goe full gaye. 
And euery day play lusty play : 
Yet with a Rope they make a firaye. 

Ere seuen jreare goe about. 

And therefore, say they what they list, 
Take thou still heede of, had I wist : 
And^rse not too too much thy fist. 

To shaUng of the Dice : 
For fynt, thy galne will be but small. 
The credit lesse, thou gettest with all : 
Thy estimation least of all. 

Though deare thou buy the price. 

Good Lorde, was not that man halfe madde, 
That once a prety lyuing had : 
And would not rest, but oat most gadde. 
To Gardes sad Dyce in bane : 
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And vsed them ao histfly, 
Setting, and throwing cardedy : 
Tm in shone space, full foolishly, 
He spent eoen aU, at laste. 

Enen so wilt thou, I promise thee, 
If thoa doe not giue eare to me, 
And leane thy tronling of a Dye, 

And that with speede, my friend : 
For they that vse so histfly 
The Gardes and Dyce, most oommonly 
Are eyther brought to buggery. 

Or hang dse in the ende. 

And now, fiunewell 1 since that I may. 
As now, no longer vrith thee stay : 
My comsaHe, therefore, beare away. 

And leane that vaine delight. 
That now thou hast in Gardes and Dyce 
And leame betimes for to be wise : 
Once well wamde, is as good as twise : 

And so, my freend, good night. 



An Other Dittie, after that, made by the same 
man (after a sorte) in defence of Cardes 
and Dice, as foUoweth. 

To play at Dice is bat good sporte. 

So it be vsed in good sorte : 

But who delights hi Gardes and Dyse, 

In deede, I cannot count him wise : 

For he that playes, till all be gone, 

^^th Robm Hoode and little John, 

May trace the Wooddes : for wise men say, 

Keepe somewhat till a rayny day. 

But will you, therefore, generally 
Disprayse the Dyce so spigbtfiilly? 
Wluu thing so good, that now is vsde. 
But by a foole may be abusde ? 
I speake not this vnto that ende. 
That you should thinke I would defend 
Dyce playing vniversaUye, 
But onely used moderately. 

For who so long dooth vse the Dyce 
Tin he thereof hath knowen the price : 
I meane, till almost all be gone : 
Then marke this, straight way, such a one. 
Bonnes to leame to cogge a pace : 
Whereby he dooth so much disgrace 
The Gardes and Dyce, that men doo feare 
To play, for Goggers euery where: 

But if that Goggers all were barde, 
And cleanly cutters of a Garde, 
And euery Gamster would play square : 
Then some men would hope well to five. 



And then would few so much despise. 
As now they doe, both Gardes and Dyse : 
For neyther Gardes nor Dice be naught. 
If men would vse them as they ought. 

For how can Gardes or Dice hurt those, 
That care not whether they win or lo•e^— 
But who doe so? such men these are 
As play no more then they may tpue : 
And when they come to any Game, 
They make a pastime of the same ; 
But hab or nab, speede weO who may, 
And merrily so wfll spend the day. 

And what is lost too, fiurewell it, 

Neuer chafe nor freate a whit. 

And they that vse play in this sorte. 

With Gardes and Dyce make preaty sporte. 

Then, therefore, since both Gardes and Dyce 

Be good for some men, as I say : 

Who dooth abuse them, is not wise, 

Nor worthy, in my minde to play. 

Therefore, as I bq^one, I ende^ 

Moderate play I doe defend. 



% An Other time, not long after, he chaunced 
to be in his friends and betters house : 
being in his bed about midnight, by 
chaunce awake, heard in the next cham- 
ber a Page of the Ladyes of the house, 
lamenting, as he laye in his bed, very 
sore his vnhappie estate : which as he 
could well beare away in the morning, 
put it in verse only for his owne read- 
ing, to laugh at : but being by his friend 
intreated, put it, as you see, among his 
Toyes (as one not the least), which was 
as followeth. 

That I would not perswaded be, 

in my 3rong rechlesse youth : 
By plaine experience I see, 
that now it prooueth truth : 
It is Toms song, my Ladyes Page, 
That seruice is no heritage. 

I hard him sing this other night, 

as he lay all alone : 
Was never Boie in such a plight, 
where should he make his mone? 
Oh Lord, quoth he, to be a Page, 
This seruice is none heritage. 
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Mine Uncle told me tother day, 


And if that they may heare of this. 


that I must take great paine : 


I were as good be hangde : 


And I must cast all sloath away, 


My Lady shall know it, by Gis, 


if I aeeke ought to gaine : 


and I shall sure be bangde : 


For sure, quoth he, a painefuU Page 


I shaU be vsed like a Page, 


Will make sernice an heritage. 


I shall not loose myne heritage. 


Yea sure, a great commodltie, 


Well, yet I hope the time to see. 


if once Madame he doe displease : 


when I may run as fast. 


A cuffe on the eare, two or three 


For wandes for them, as they for me, 


he shall haue, smally for his ease. 


ere many dayes be past : 


I would, for me he were a Page, 


For vdien I am no longer Page, 


For to possesse his heritage. 


ne give them vp mine heritage. 



I make deane many a ooate : 
I seeke all honest meanes I may, 

how to come by a groate : 
I thinke I am a painefull Page^ 
Yet I can make no heritage. 

Why? I to get haue much a doe 

a Kirtle now and than : 
For making deane of many a shooe, 
for Ales, or Mistresse Anne. 
My Ladies Maides will wipe the Page, 
Ahrayes of such an heritage. 

The w6ches they get Coifes and Cawtes^ 

Fk«cfahoods & partlets edce : 
And I ge< naught but chedcs and brawles, 
a thousand in a weeke : 
These are rewardes meete for a Page, 
Sardy a goodly hexitage. 

My Ladies maides too, must I pltese, 

but chiefly mistresse Anne : 
For else, by the Masse, she will disease 
me vily, now and than. 
Faith, she will say, you wfiorson Page, 
tie purchase you an heritage. 

And if she say so, by the roode. 

'tis Cock I warrant it : 
But God he knowes, I were as good 
to be without[en] it. 
For all the gaines I get, poore Page, 
Is but a slender heritage. ■ ■ 

I haue so many folkes to please, 
and creepe and kneele vnto : 
That I shall neuer Uoe at ease, 
what euer so I doe : 
lie therefore be no more a Page, 
But sedce some other heritage. 

But was there euer such a patch* 

to speake so lowde as I : 
Knowing what hold the Maides wQl catch, 
at euery £ault they spie : 
And all for spight at me, poore Page, 
To purdiase me an hsrimga 



Wen, I a while must stand content, 

tin better happe doo fall : 
V^th such pore state, aS God hath sent, 
ft giue him thankes for all : 
Who wyll, I iiope, send me, poore Page. 
Then this, some better heritage. 

With this, with hands and eyes 

lift vp to heauen on high : 
He sighed twise or thrise, 
and wepte to, piteoudy. 
Whteh when I saw, I wisht the Page 
In fiuth, some better heritage. 

And weeping thus, good God, quoth he. 

bane mercy on my soule : 
That ready I may be ior tlieeb 
when that the bdl dooth knoufe : 
To make me free of this bondage. 
And partner of thine heritage. 

Lord, grannt me giaoe so thee to serue, 

that at the latter day : 
Although I can no good.deseme, 
yet thou to me mayest say : 
Be thou now free, that werte a Page, 
And heere in heauen bane heritage. 



% The same man beeing desired the next 
day following, to singe some prety song 
to the Viiginalles, by a Gentlewoman 
that he made no small accoumpt of: 
was faine, Extempore, to endite, and 
sing as followeth. 

Amid my ioyes, sodi greefe I fynde. 
That what to doo, I know not I : 
My pleasures are but blastes of winde : 
Full wdl euen now, and by and by 
Some sodaine panges tonnent me so. 
Thai I ooukl enen crie oat for wo. 
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And yet perforce no remedy : ' 

Ncndes must I laugh when I could moume : 
Yea, ofte I sing, when presently 
To teares my singing could I tojirne. 
Such luck haue Gaimstera, some men say, 
>^nhne, and loose, and all in a day. 

But some there are, whom Fortune still 

Gities leaue to winne, and seldome lose : 
Oh, would to God, I had my will. 
That I might soone be one of those 
That are in Fortunes fiiuour so : 
Then neede I not thus plajme of wo. 

For if that I were sure, at leasts 

For to obtaine that I would cratfe ; 
Yea, though it were but one request, 
I vfould desire no more to haue : 
I aske init euen one happy day. 
Let me doo alter as I may. 

And sure I see no remedy, 

Bat eoen to hope on happe alone ; 
And that it is that comfortes me : 
For when hope fayles, all iojts are gone. 
Therefbrei what with hope and dispayre. 
My ioyes lye houering in the ayre. 

Which, would to God, would eyther foil. 

Or else be driuen quite away : 
That I might haue no hope at all. 
Or else that I might happily say : 
Now haue I found the thing I sought. 
Now will I take but little thought. 

Well, yet I hope, or ere I dye. 
To light on such a happy day : 

Tliat I may sing full menilyi 
Not, heigh ho wele, but care away : 
- The Ship, full many tempesu past. 
Hath readit the quiet Hauen at last Finis. 



IT The next day after that he had written 
this passion of Loue, dyuers Gentle- 
women being then in the house: he 
was intreted by two or three of them at 
once, to make s^me verses: and one 
among the rest, being very desirous to 
haue her request fulfilled, brought him 
a Pen, and ynke, and Paper : with 
earnest intreaty, to make some verses, 
upon what matter he thought best him- 
selfe : he, very vnwilling to write, not 
knowing of a sodain, how to please 



-them all in vearse, and yet desirous to 
graunt all their reit^uests, Ivith much 
adooe, was in the end intreated to 
write, as foiloweth. - 

What, shall I wiite some prety toy? 

WiU that like Ladies best ? 
Or shall I pen the praise (rfpne^ , 

fidre Dame, abooue the rest? 
Or shall I write at randon else, 

what fyrst comes in my braine ? 
No, no : for words once tiowen abroade, 

can not be cald agahie. 
Why then, since none of these will seme, 

what other kinde of stfle. 
Shall I picke out to write upon^— 

now sure, I needes must smile. 
To thinke vpon my beetle brahi, 

that can no finite bring fooith : 

But such Baldictum rimes as these, 

as are not reading worth. 
Faith, Ladyes, but for sfaamii, I would 

not write one word at all. 
In ryme (at least) because yoa see, 

my reason is so smalL 
But since it is such aS it is, 

indeede small and too small : 
I must desyre you, for this once, 

to stand content withall. 
And take the same in as gt>od parte, 

as if a wiser man 
Had better done : because you see, 

I do the best I can. 
And more then can, you can not craue : 

for if you do of me, 
Before you aske, be sure to go 

without, I promise ye : 
But any thyng that well I can, 

commaund you all of me : 
And I wyll do the best I can, 

to please each one of ye : 
And thus, as humbly as I can, 

I craue of you to lend 
Your padence to my rudenesse this : 

and so I make an ende. 
Full sory that I cannot write, 

so finely as I would. 
To like your fancies all alyke, 

for if I could I would : 
And so agayne, foyre. Ladies all, 

in curteous sort I craue. 
As I deserue your favours so, 

and friendshyps, let me haue. 



IF Not many dayes after, hee sawe a Gentle- 
woman in the house, whom he ac- 
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counted hb deere Mistresse, beginne to 
shew her euill countenaunce without 
cause, and to make very much of an- 
other, whom he thought very vnworthy 
of such good happe : and being not a 
little agreeued, to see himselfe cause- 
lesse to grow dayly so much out of 
countenaunce, and his adversary so vn- 
worthy, esteemed : wrote one day among 
other, halfe a sheete of Paper in verse : 
wherein he priuily shewed his aduer- 
saries unworthinesse, his Mistresses in- 
constancy, and his owne euill happe : 
and finding a fit time, deliuered the 
writing to his sayde Mistresse : which, 
how she tooke in worth, that restes : the 
verses were these. 

When Flatterie fialles to play the fleeryng knaue. 
And tried trust is put out of oonceight : 
And oogging craft by subtyU shiftes can haue 
The gaynes, for which doth laythiuU seruice waight ; 
Then deepe deoeight must needes possesae the parte 
That doth in deede belong to due desarte. 

% When fond suspect, shall cause a faythfull firende 
To deeme amisse of friend, without desart : 
And ooy conceight, shall cause a finall ende 
Of frlendshyp there, where friendes were linckt in hart : 
Then double dealjmg, must of force preuaile 
To winne reward, and Ciiythfull friendship frdle. 

When men are scomde, and shadowes are esteemde, 
And shels are sau'd, and kernels cast away : 
And deedes be done, and woords for deedes be deemde. 
And outward brauery beares the bdl away : 
Then honest meaning may go chaunge his minde. 
Or dse is sure a oolde rewarde to finde. 

But when, in deede, vile flatterie fidse is found. 
And tryed Trust dooth reape his due rewarde : 
And deepe decdte is digged vnder ground. 
And conf^ng craft can get no tale be haide : 
Then right may haue that reason dooth require^ 
And due desarte may haue his deepe desire. 

Lo thus, deare Dame, this for my seUe I write : 
My troth, I trow, your selfe haue tryed well : 
For which (alas) I reape nought but despight. 
The iust cause why, Qod knowes, I cannot tdl : 
Except, by stealth, some fleering flattering knane 
Hath got the gaines, which I deseme to ham. 



Or else, perhaps, some false suspect hath bread, 
Misliking some, of me, without desarte : 
Or coye conceyte hath entred in your head 
To hate the man who honoures you in harte : 
Or double dealing seekes some secreate meane. 
Betwixt time friendes, true loue to banish deane. 

Or else, I doubt, some shadow of a man. 
In my despight, some gallant wordes hath usde : 
On whome I vow to doe the best I can 
To seeke reuenge, where I am so abusde : 
Wherefore, good Lady, if such any bee : 
I humbly oraue, hide not his name from mee. 

That I, with speede, may giue him his desarte. 
Or else receaue my iust and due reward : 
For then, when you shall see my honest harte, 
I doe not doubt your harte will be so harde. 
But you at last, although fyrst somewhat long, 
Will make amends to me for euery wrong. 

And thus, in hope no fiedse and fonde suspect 
Of liking yours, shall cause such sodaine chaimge : 
And that you will such coye conceyts reiect. 
As to your friend, doo maJce jrou seeme so straunge : 
I rest the time that reason dooth require. 
When my desarte may haue his deepe desyre. 



Not long after, seeing his Aduersary still 
creeping in countenance, and himselfe 
almost excluded : sitting on a day alone 
in his Chamber, thinking on the de- 
spight of Fortune & the want of discre- 
tion, in his discourteous Dame : wrote 
in haste these verses following. 

Oh I mhax a spigfat it is vnto a noble harte 

To see a Scabbe, without all due desarte, 

V^th no account of credit nor of fame. 

To winne the loue of any gallant Dame. 
Which valyant harts, with treuaile great and paine, 
Haue much adooe, long time for to obtaine. 

My sdfe I count of valiancie but small, 

Yet such as may my credit weU defend : 

And iocfa as in my Mistresselionour shall 

Be wdl content, with speede my \yft to spend : 
Whidi, let me spend, and spend, and spend againe, 
Yet ihall an other sucke my sugred gaine. 

With much a doo, I once did fiiuoure winne, 
Of one, in. deede, a fayre and gallant Dame : 
Whidi Boy good happe no sooner did beginne, 
Bat by and by, to ooerthrov the same, 
A prhrie Pstcfa, a wborescm acomy Knaue, 
Inloyed the frnktet that wu my right to haae. 
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HisjBnriog fiice, her peeoish £uide pleasde. 
My tiyed troth was put oat of conceyte : 
He gladde, I sadde, he well, and I diseasde : 
He caught the Fish, for which I layde the baite. 
He idle sate, and nothing did all day, 
And yet at night did beare the Bell away. 

Bat linoe I see, that cases so foil oat, 
That valyaunt hearts so little are regarded: 
And gallaant Dames will seeme to Joue a Loitte, 
And let a noble yoothe goe vnrewarded : 
I will no more, henceforth, such trauaile spende 
In cases socfa : and so I make an ende. 



^ Not many dayes after, seeing his Mis- 
tresse' discourteous dealing, began to 
put her away, and chuse himself an 
other Mistresse : and, beeing then in 
the Christmas time, presented his new 
Mistresse with a new yeares Gifte^ in 
thissorte. 

This little Toye to thee, 

for wante of better shif te, 
I heere presume for to present, 

as a small Newyeares gifte. 
The value smaU whereof, 

weigh not, I humbly craue : 
But take, in worth, his great good will 

whose friendly heart you haue. 
To vse brane vatmting words, 

win winne naught but disdaine : 
But Taliant deeds, with words but few, 

be they that credit gaine. 
Therefore, for to be breefe, 

thus much I do protest : 
That if to worke your harts content, 

within my power it rest, 
Commaund what so thou wilt : 

if I denye the same, 
God let me never haue good looke, 

of any noble Dame. 
But you, perhaps, will thinke, 

these wordes are all but winde : 
But doo not so : first trie, then trust, 

and foncie, as jovl finde. 
And let not false suspect, 

<mce cause 3rou for to deeme» 
That there is any one aliue, 

whom I doo more esteeme. 
But, as I doo protest, 

so count me yovi deare friend. 
Who likes, who loues, who hononrs yon : 

and so I make an end. 

53 



If A verse or two written Extempore, vpon 
a sight of a Gentlewoman. 

I SIGH to see thee sigh : 

the iust occasion why, 
Qod knowes : and I, perhappes, 

can gesse, vnliappily. 
But whatsoeuer I thioke, 

I meane to let it passe : 
And thus, in secrete sorte^ to thinke 

▼nto my selfe (alas) 
Poore litUe sedy soule, 

God quickly comfort thee. 
Who could his sighes refraine, a Dame 

in such sad sorte to see? 
The cause whereof I gesse, 

but not the remedy : 
I would I could a medicine firame, 

to cure thy mallady. 
For if it were in mee, 

or if it euer bee. 
To doo the thing, oh noble Dame, 

in deede, to comforte thee : 
My hart, my hand, my sword, 

my purse, which (though) but small. 
At your commatmd I offer heere, 

all ready at your calL 
Of which if any shri^ke, 

when you vouchsafe to trie : 
As I deseme, disdaine me then, 

and God then let me dye. 
And thus, from honest harte, 

as one your foithfull friend, 
In few vnfoyned friendly wordes, 

forewell : and so an ende. 



^ Verses written vpon this occasion : a yong 
Gentleman, fiadling in loue with a foire 
yong Damsell, not knowing how to make 
manifest vnto her the great good will he 
bare her : vsing certaine talke vnto her, 
in the end of her talke demaunded of 
her, whether she could or no? she 
answered 3rea : vpon which yea, he wrote 
these verses following, and found time 
to present them vnto her presently, as 
he wrote them. 

Ip thou canst reade, then marke what heere I write : 
And what thou readst, bdeeue it to be true ; 
And doo not thinke, I doo but toyes indite : 
For, if thou marke in time what dooth insue. 
Then thou, ere long, perhaps, shalt easily fynde 
The effect of that, that may content thy minde. 
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And, to be plaine, I lyke and loue thee well, 
And that so well, as better cannot be : 
What should I say? I wish that I did dwell 
In place where I thy selfe mought dayly see : 
That yet, at least, I mought injoy her sight 
In whom doth rest the stay of my delight. 



^ A Gentleman talking on a time with a 
yong Gentlewoman, being apparreled 
very plainly, shee tolde him she was too 
plaine for him, he must go seeke some 
gallanter Geste, more meete for his 
tooth : to which, answering his minde 
afterwarde, wrote vpon the same as 
followeth : and gaue them vnto her to 
reade. 

When first I saw thee clad 

in coloures blacke and white, 
To gaze vpon thy seemely sdfe 

I tooke no small ddight 
Thy blacke betokens modestie, 

thy white, a Virgins minde : 
And happy he may thinke himselfe, 

that sudi a one can fynd& 
That which is painted out 

with colours fresh and gay. 
Is of it selfe but little worth, 

the colours set away : 
Bat that desemeth praise, 

which of it selfe alone 
Can shew it selfe in playnest sorte, 

and craueth hdpe of none. 
What should I further say? 

let edi man choose his choice : 
Though some in painted toyes delight. 

in plainnesse I reioyoe. 
And why? because my selfe 

am plaine, as jrou doo see. 
And therefore, to be plaine with you, 

yotrt plainnesse liketh me : 
The playnnesse of your minde, 

and dee 3rour plaine attyre : 
For gaye and gallant Cotes is not, 

the thing that I desyre. 
But noble gallaunt minde, 

and yet too therewith plaine : 
For now and then, in gijlant minds, 

dooth deepe deceite remaine. 
But for in you, foyre Dame, 

bothe ndble gallant minde. 
And therewith meaning plaine in deede, 

I now doo plainly finde. 
Chuae others what thej list, 

this plainely I protest : 
Your gallant minde in plaine attire, 

it is, that likes me besL 



^ A comparison betweene a slippery stone 
and a trustlesse friend. 

As he that treades on slippery stones. 

is like to catch a fall. 
So he that tnistes to trothlesse friends. 

shall iU be delt withalL 
But he that lookes before he leapes, " 

is likest sure to stande : 
So he that tryes or ere he trust, 

shall be on surer hand. 
But once found out a good sure ground. 

keepe there thy footing fast : 
So charyly keep a &ithfull friend. 

whose friendship tride thou hast 
For as some grounds that seeme full sure, 

in time will much decay. 
So some false friends that seeme full true, 

at neede will shilnke away. 
And as within some rotten groimdes, 

some hidden holes we see. 
So in the hartes of faithfiill friends. 

ao many mischiefies bee. 
Therefore, I breefdy bidde my friends 

for to beware in time. 
For feare of further after clappes : 

and so I end my rime. 



II A Dolorous discourse* 

Ip he who lingers Iborth a loathsome l]rfe, 
In weary wyse, ezprest with endlesse woe : 
To whom care still stands, as a hackeling knife. 
To teare the heart that is tormented so : 

Who neuerfelte one bowre, nor spaxke of ioy. 

But deepe lyes drownde in Gulfe of foule annoy. 

Whom Fortune euer frounde on in his life. 

And neuer lent one Indcy looke at aD : 

With whome the Moone and Staires are all at strife. 

Who all in vaine dooth dayly crie, and call 
For oomforte some, but yet receiueth none, 
But to himselfe his gree fe orast still bemonJe. 

Whose greefe first grew in time of tender yeares, 
And yet dooth still continue to this daye : 
Who, all berent, dooth diaunge among the Breares, 
And still hang fest, and cannot get awaye : 

Who euery way, which he dooth seeke to goe. 

Dooth finde some block that dooth him ouerthrow. 

Who neuer was. is not, nor lookes to bee. 
In way of weale, to ridde him of his woe : 
Who day by day, by proofe too pilaine, dooth see 
That Desteny hath swome it shall be io : 

That he must liue with torments so opprest. 

And till he die, mutt neuer loolte for rest 

I 

If such a one may weU be thought to be 
The onely man that knoweth misery : 
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I may well lay Uun I (poore man) am hee ; 
Who dayly so doo pine in penury ; 

Whose beany lieait is so oppcest with greefe. 

As, mtill death, dooth looke lor no leleefe. 

To swim and sinke, to borne and be a-oolde. 

To hope and feare, to sigh and yet to sing : 

And all at onoe, are loners fyttes of olde. 

To many knowen, to some a common thing : 
Bat still to synke, fiye, feare, and alway sigh, 
Are patterns plaine, that death approcheth nigh. 

And doost thou then, sweete Death, approohe so neare ? 

Welcome, my friend, and ease of all my woe : 

A friend in deede, to me, a friend most deare. 

To ease my heart that is tonnented so : 
Happy is he who lightes on soch a friend. 
To breede his ioyes, and cause his greefes to end. 



II A Letter sent by a Gentlewoman, in verse, 
to her Husband, being ouer sea. 

What greater greefe, than leese a cheefest ioy? 

Then why line I, that lacke my cheefe delight ? 
My friend I meane, for whom thus, in annoy, 

In weary wise, I passe both day and night : 
For loe, a friend, in deepest of distresse, 

To friend dooth yeeld of euery greefe ledresse. 

His company dooth often drioe away 

Such dolefun thoughts as mought torment the rainde 
With friend, a friend to passe ech dolefrill daye. 

Of comfort great, may many causes finde : 
A freend, sometime, but with his only sight 

His dolefriU friend dooth many times delight 

No greater ease is to some heauy heart, 
Yea, when it is with greatest greefes opprest : 

Tbeo trusty friendes, to whom for to imparte 
Such canse of greefe, as breedes it such vnrest : 

For ofte, by telling of a dolefriU tale. 
The tongue dooth ease the brest of mickle bale 



If heart be glad, what myrth can then be more, 
Then when true friends doo meete with merry cheare ? 

The greefe forgotte of absence theirs before, 
By presence bad, doo soddaine ioyes appeare. 

What shall I saye ? as I begone I end, 
No toye to loue, no greefe to losse of friend. 

Then, n^ sweete friend, in this my deepe distresse. 

Let me inioy thy company againe : 
For thou alone must purchase my redresse, 

And ease my heart, that thus doth pine in paine. 
Thou art the friend, that euen but with thy sight 

Mayest me, poore soule, thy dolefriU friend, delight 

What now can ease my pyning pensiue heart, 
Thus day and night, with torments sore opprest : 

Then vnto thee, my friend, for to imparte 
Such cause of greefe, as breedes me such vnrest ? 

For olie, by telling.of this doleftdl tale, 
My tongue wiU easa my bmt of mldde bale. 



If thou werte heere, my heart that now is sadcfe, 
To thlnke on thee, whose absence breedes my wo, 

With thoughts on thee would soone become so glad, 
As should forget those greefes that gripes me so : 

And, as before, so now agaime I ende, 
I feare to die, for want of thee my friend. 

Thou art my friend, chiefe freend, and onely Feare, 
My Jemme of ioy, my Jewell of delight : 

God ondy knowes, for thy sweete sake, my deace, 
How I in dole doo passe ech day and night 

Come, therefore, come: with speede come h<mie 
againe, 
To comfort her, that thus dooth pine in paine. 

IT Thy kming Wife, and faithfull friend. 
And so will bide, till life doo end. 



U One sitting in dolefull dumpes by himselfe 
alone, thinking to haue written some 
dolorous discourse, was let by occa- 
sion: and so, for want of time, wrote 
but onely sixe lynes, and left them vn- 
finished : the verses were these. (I like 
them, and therefore thought good to 
place them among other imperfections.) 

My hand here houering stands, 

to write some prety toyc, 
My mourning mind for to delight, 

yt wants all worldly ioye : 
And Fancy offereth eke, 

fyne toyes for to indite vpon. 
To comfort thus my heauy heart, 
that is thus woe begon. 
But all in vaine : for why? 

my minde is so opprest with greefe, 
As all the pleasures in this world 
can lend me no releefe. 

Finis imperfecta. 



H A dolorous verse, written by him, that 
in deede was in no small dumpes, when 
he wrote them. 

If any man doo liue of ioyes berefte. 

By heauens I sweare, I thinke that man am I ; 

Who at this hower, no sparke of ioy haue lefte. 

But leade a life in endlesse myseiy : 
I sigh, I sobbe : I cannot well expresse 
The greefes I bide, without hope of redresse. 

So manyarethecausesof my greefe. 

That day by day torments my mourning rainde. 
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As that almost there can be no rdeefe 

To ease my heart, till ease by death I fynde. 

What shall I say? what pangues bat I abide? 

What pleasure that but is to me denyde? 

What si^^pe of sorrow but I dayly taste ? 

What mite of myrth, that I can once attaine ? 

What foule despight dooth follow me as faste. 

To plague my heart with pangues of deadly paine? 
Ten thousand Poets cannot paint the smarte 
That I aUde, within my harmelesse heart. 

And why doo I by pen then seeke to shew 
The panfaig pangues that I doo dayly bide? 
The pangues I paint by pen (God wot) are few» 
Comparde to those, which I on euery syde 
Am faine to feele : and that is worst of all, 
Without all hope of any helpe at aU. 

Then yon, alas, that reade this mourning vearse, 
Waye with your selves what loathsome life I leade : 
And let your hearts some sparke of pitty pearoe, 
To see me thus (as one amasde) halfe dead : 
Striuing for life, desyring still to dye, 
And yet, perforce, must pine in penurie. 

And thus an end of writing heere I make. 
But not an end of mourning, God he knowes : 
For when I seeke one sorrow to forsake, 
Another greefe a new as freshly growes : 
So that of force, mysdfe I must content 
To dwell in dole, vntill my dayes be spent 


For if ye knew the urgent cause 

that kept me so away. 
And therewith saw mine earnest haste 

to come againe this day. 
For to reoouer credite lost : 

I doo my selfe assure, 
V^th little sute I should ywis, 

your pardon soon procure. 
Well, to be shorte, I hope no hart 

is of such crudtie, 
But that, in an offender, will 

regard humilitie. 
And since that noble Ladies all 

are pittilull by khide. 
Let some remorce, good Lady mine, 

take roote within your minde. 
And doo not me, your seruaunt poore, 

for one small fault disdaine : 
But let me, by my due desarte, 

your fiuiour get againe. 
And though y* once I brake my word, 

in matters of small weight : 
Yet thinke not, therefore, otherwise 

in me to rest decdght. 
For in a case of credit, loe, 

wherein my worde I giue. 
If that I shrinke or eate my word, 

then God let me not line : 
And if in me to doo you good, 

by worde or deede, it rest ; 
Vnto my power, I solemne vow 

doo make, to doo my besL 


11 A^ Gentleman hauing made promise unto 
his Mistresse to come unto her vpon 
a certaine appointed day, to doo her 
seruice, brake promise with her: but 
the next day following, thinking her 
haste [not] of necessitie so great but 
then he might come soone inough to 
accomplishe such matters as he was 
wonte to doo, came: and confessing 
his &ulte of breache of promise, pro- 
fessing it against his will, shewing his 
earnest desire of more haste, craued 
pardon and recoverie of credit lost, in 
verse as foUoweth. 

Though yesterday I brake my word, 

ft therby purdiasde blame : 
Yet now to day, as you may see, 

I come to keepe the same. 
And though thb be not halfe inough 

my fault to counteruaile : 
Yet do not you my word mistnitt, 

though ODoe my pfonlse fiidle. 


H A Gentleman beeing on a tkne desyred of 
diuers of his friendes, sitting togeather 
in company, tcnnake some verses, which 
he graunted, ami yet not knowing howe 
to please them all, and yet willing to 
perfourme his pnnnise, wrote as fol- 
loweth. 

SOMB pleaaannt beads, deUght in prety toyes, 

And some count toyes^ most meete for foolish boyes : 

Some greatly kxw to heare a menry rime. 

Some statdy styles, which doo to honour dime : 

Some lone no rimes, what ener so they bee. 

And some mens mindes with Tcrses best agree. 

Thus enery one hath by himseUe a ndne. 
Which, an to pkaae, it wen to great a pahie : 
Which dnoe I see t'is fiure too much for mee. 
To write what may with aU mindes best agree : 
I thfaike It best, since I hane nothfaig doD, 
To make an ende of that is scarce bcgon. 

So dian I weD my promise patt ftilfilU 
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Which promise made of mine, I trow was this, 
To write a rime : and heare a rime there is : 
Wberdn ahhoqgfa but little reason be. 
Yet rime there is, and senoe jnongh for me. 



IT A prety Epigram, vpon Welth and Will. 

Whbkk Welth doth want, there Wm can bear no sway ,* 
And where Will wants, there Wealth can make no way. 
In many things, Welth greatly rules the roete, 

In some things too, selfie wfll, will beare a sway. 
To winne the wager, Wdth will spare no costy 

Which, to soboert. Win worketti many a way : 
And, in the end, let Wdth doo what he can. 
Yet, commonly. Will stands the stouter man. 



II A Gentleman, marking his Mistresseangrie 
countenaunce without cause; tolde her 
of it in verse, as followetL 

Br ooontenannce of fiice, a man may iynde 
(I say, &yre Dame, by outward view of face) 
Such sundry thoughts, as occupie the minde : 
Sometime by one, and efte another grace. 
Looke, with that thoughts the minde is aye possessed 
Straight by the lookes the same is plaine expressed. 

The frowning fiace declares a froward harte. 
And skonling browes a sullen stomack showes : 
The glaundng lookes, of priuie grutch a parte. 
Which hidden lyes within the heart, God knowes : 
The staring looke declares an earnest minde, 
The trouling eye, vnoonstant as the winde. 

The smyrking looke declares a merry minde. 
When smiling lookes are forste from heauy heart : 
For some can smile, that in their hearts could finde 
To weepe (God wot) of greefe to ease their smaite. 
But who so smirking smiles with meny cheare, 
That countenance shewes that some good newes is 
neare. 

Some finely vse a winking kinde of wile, 
Some looke aloite, and some doo still looke downe : 
And some can frL]me a frowning kinde of smile. 
And some can smile, that in their hearts doo frowne : 

And so doo I, and so doo many moe. 

That laugh sometime, when we could weepe for woe. 

But euery looke, a meaning dooth declare, 
Some good, some bad, some mery, and some sad : 
The countenaunce shewes how euery one dooth five. 
Some griefe, some ioye, some sullen, and some mad : 
And though that many be by lookes deoeiued. 
Yet by the kx>kes are meanings plaine peroehied. 



If Some other gentlewomen in the company, 
angrie with this toye, pleasde with these 
prety verses following. 

Ah, be not angrie so, 

my words were but in iest : 
And more then that, I ment them not 

by you, I doo protest 
I saw no lookes to li£^t, 

nor frowning ouer much, 
Nor any such like sullein lookes, 

as might shew inward grutch. 
Nor smiling wantonly, 

but with such modestie, 
As might declare a meny minde, 

but with sobriety. 
But such as seeme to poute, 

without iust cause, in deede : 
Or els, vpon their friends will fiUne, 

a frowning, more then neede : 
Or, giglet like, will laugh, 

or else with anger sweU, 
And deale in lookes disdainfully, 

with them that wish them well : 
Gainst such it is I wright, 

but none of you are namde : 
Then do not you accuse yourselues, 

and you may go vnblamde. 
And this, what I haue sajrd, 

take wen in worth, therefore : 
If I did ill against my will, 

I will doo so no more. 



\ A prety toye written upon Time. 

As I, of late, this other day 

lay musing in my bed. 
And thinking vpon sundrie toyes, 

that then came in my head : 
Among the rest, I thought vpon 

the setting out of Tymt : 
And thinking so vpon the same, 

I wrote this ragged rime. 
Time is set out, with head all balde, 

saue one odde lock before : 
Which locke, if once you doo let slip, 

then looke for Time no more. 
But if you hold him fost by that, 

and stoutly doo him stay ; 
Then shall ye know how he dooth passe, 

before he goe his way. 
And if you keepe him tide by that, 

good seniice will he doo 
In euery worke, what so it be, 

that you will put him to : 
So that you looke vnto his worke, 

that he not idle stand : 
For if he doo, some knauish woike 

himself wiU take in hand. 
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And th6 twere better want the knaoe, 

then haue him serue you so ; 
When jou doo think he dooth you good, 

y< he should worke your wo. 
I reade, besydes, he painted is 

with winges, forsooth, to flie : 
And Mower like, with Sithe in hand, 

and working earnestly : 
And in his worke still singing thus : 

This dare I boldly saye, 
Saue Vertue, all things I cut downe, 

that stand within my way. 
But Vertue neuer will decay, 

she goes before me still : 
But since I cannot let her stand, 

lie cut elsewhere my filL 
But tis no matter, hold him fieist 

by that same lock, I say. 
And neither words, nor yet his wings, 

shall help him get away. 
By chaunce my selfe haue caught him fast, 

but euen this other day ; 
And by that locke I holde him £Btft, 

for slipping yet away. 
And by that locke, as thus aduitde, . 

I meane to holde him so. 
But I will know, or ere he passe, 

which way he meanes to ga 
And since I caught him so. I thinke 

he hath not idle stood. 
But somewhat he is dooing still, 

although but little good. 
And as this morning I, by chaunce, 

did see him idle stand, 
I thought it good to make him take, 

a Pen and Inck in hande : 
And hauing little else to doo. 

to spend a little time, 
In true discription of himselfe 

to pen this trifling rime. 
Whidi time, nor wdl nor yet ill spent, 

stands till an other time. 
Some better seruioe for to doo : 

and so I ende my rime. 



A PRETY DISCOVRSE OF A HVNTED 
Harte, written by a Gentleman unto his 
Mistresse. 

To reade a dolefull tale, 

that tels of nought but greefe. 
And of a man that pines in poine. 

and lookes for no releefe ; 
Whose hope of death seems sfeet, 

ft dread of life seems sower, 
Who neuer bid on[e] moxy moiU|i« 

one wedce, one daj* or howcc 



In such a tale, I say, 

if any doe delight. 
Let him come read this verse of mine, 

that heer for troth I wright. 
And though the speech seeme darke, 

the matter shall be plaine : 
And he, poore wretch, of whom it treats, 

too wel doth.feele the paine. 



^ A prety- Discourse of a hunted Hart. 

Thsri^ is a pretje Chase, 

wherein dooth rest a Hart : 
Wh^rJA for his abode (poore wretch) 

he keepes one only part. 
Adioyning to his chase, 

there is a prety place, 
Where stands a Lodge, wherin dooth dwell. 

the Lady of the chase. 
This Lady, now and then, 

for sport, sometime for spight, 
To hunt this silly harmlesse Harte 

dooth take a great ddight 
And how? with hounds (alas^ 

and when she hunts for sporte^ 
With little Whelpes, that cftnot bite, 

she hunts him in this sort 
Two little whelpes, I say, 

she casteth oflf at once. 
To course, and eke to feai^ him with, 

as meetest, for the nonce. 
And with these little whelps 

she brlnges him to the bay : 
And then, at bay she takes them vp, 

and liet him goe his way. 
Aiid if for spight she hunt, 

she takes another way : 
She casteth of no little whelps, 

to bring him to the bayj 
But cruell byting Cunres : 

at onoe she castes of all : 
And with those cruell cankred Curres. 

she followes him tQ fall : 
And being bine (poore wretch) 

pining in extreame paine, 
She casteth off her cruell curres, 

and lets hi|n rise aipaine : 
UstiU she hunts ai^Joe, 

to nal^ her sdfe like tportcr 
AxMltfaen, euen as ihe is di^Qsdc^ 

she hunts him in like soite. 
Tbiif ttuei this harmplesse Heaitt 

opprest with endksse wo : 
In dannger ati|l of Deathbf Dogges* 

and y«t cannot dfe so. 
And Bdther d^y nor. ti^ox^ 

htt fsqdeth but in foanw 
That tbeM aame.Dogfiss-ilKNdd'licin waite. 

to UMMEiQ hini ONiy ^'I'tM'^ 
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Thus rettlme Testes dds Harte, 

and knowes not how to rest : 
WhoK hope of death, in uMst of tkMne, 

it is that likes him besL 
God send him better Tfsx% 

a speedj death at least, 
To rid him of Ids gteat Ttvest, 

and breede him quiet rest 



^ The meaning of the Tale. 

But wherto tends this Tak? 

what Urst may meane this Chase? 
And then the Haite, which in j* same 

doth keep one only place? 
Tho Plot where stftds the Ix>dge, 

the Lodge, ft then the Dame . 
Which hmiu the Hart : ft last, the Dogs 

which do puisne the game? 
A meaning all they hane ; 

which meaning I most showe. 
And that so plaine, as in each point 

the meaning you may knowe. 
My Caricase is the Chase, 

my Heart the selly Harte : 
Which, for his rest, my woefull brest, 

dooth keepe that onely parte. 
The Platte where stands the Lodge, 

my head I count that phioe : 
My Minde the Lodge, my Lone the Dame 

ft Lady of the Chase. 
Her Dofises of dhiers kindes, 

that doo my Heart pursue, 
Sometime to baye, sometime to fall, 

are these that doo ensue. 
And first, the Dogges with which 

she hunts sometime for sport. 
To bring my Harte Tnto the baye. 

and leaue him in that sort. 
Are these, beleene me now. 

Discountenaimce is the fyrst, 
The second is Disoourtesie, 

and of the two, the worst. 
Discountenaunce hee comes fyrst, 

and feares me, in this wise : 
He hangs his Up, holds downe his head. 

ft lookes Tnder his eyes. 
And wifli that angry looke 

hee feares me in socfa sort. 
That I may not aUde the same : 

and then beginnes the sport 
For then shee casteth of 

Discortesie. that Curie: 
And then doo what I can, alas, 

my Heart beginnes to sturre. 
And wearie halfe at last, 

I stand with them at baye : 
And ao at baye, for my defence, 

I aonewhat ginne to saye. 



Which sayde, shee then takes of 

those hylding Curres agafaie. 
And leaue me, tin she himt againe, 

thus pining all in paine : 
And now the Cmell Curres, 

with which she takes del4;fat 
To hunt my Hart euen tin he fiUt 

are these : not first, Despight, 
But fowle DIsdaine : then hee, 

which Curres doo course him S6e 
That to the faU they bring me ofte, 

and yet then let me goe. 
So that my Harte dooth Uue— 

but howe? alas, in dreade 
Of these same deuUIish Dogges : ft so 

stm Shan, tm I bee dead. 
Who would not blame this Dame, 

that thus, without desart, 
Vnth these her crueU cankred Cnrs 

dooth hunt this seely Hart : 
And curse those crueU Curres, 

that thus doo make her spOrt : 
Bothe day and night, without tause why, 

do hunt him in such sort 
And wish this seely Hart, 

with enddesse griefes opprest. 
To scape the daunger of the Do^es, 

and finde some quiet rest 
But wish who list to wish, 

except that you. deere Dame, 
Among the rest, do wish that wish, 

no wish wyU helpe the same. 
But if that you, in deede, 

so wish among the rest. 
And hartely do wish that wish, 

your wish wiU he^ him best 



A straunge Dreame. 

If Who so he be on earth, 

that wisely can deuine 
Vpon a Droune : come shewe his skyU 

vpon a Dreame of mine : 
Which, if that weU he maike. 

sure he shaU finde therein 
Great misteries, I gage my life .* 

which Dreame did thus begin. 

Me thought I walked too and firo, 

vpon a hiUie land, 
So long, tni euen with wearinesse. 

I could wel scarcely stftd. 
And weery so (me thought) I went 

to leane against an Oke : 
Where leaning but a whOe, me thought, 

the tree in peeoes broke. 
From which, me thought, to saue my life 

I n^^tly skipl away : 

And at the firtt, the sight thereof 
my senses did dismay : 
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But when I stayed so a while, 

and looked roonde about. 
And sawe no other dreadfull sight, 

I knew not what to doubt. 
Bat to some house (me thought) alas, 

I wisht my selfe full fiedne : 
Bat when I lookte, I oould not see 

one house vpon the plaine : 
Good Lord (thought I) where am I now ? 

what desart place is this ? 
How came I heere? what shall I doo? 

my heart full fearefull is. 
And therewithall (me thought) I fell 

flat downe vpon my knee. 
And humble praiers made to God 

on high, to comfort me 

Holding a Citteme in her hand, 

wherewith to mee she came : 
And gaue it me, desiring mee 

to play vpon the same. 
More halfe afeard to see this sight, 

Lady fiayre 1 quoth I, 

My skyll too simple is, God wot, 

to sound such harmony. 
Yet |daye, quoth shee, the best thou canst, 

it shall suffice, I say ; 
Doo thy good will, I craue no more, 

therefore, [I] (praye thee) play. 
With that, mee thought, I tooke the same, 

and sounded, by and by, 
(Not knowing what I did myselfe.) 

a Heauenly harmony. 
Unto which tune, the Lady then 

so sweete a song did sing : 
As, if I could remember it, 

it were a Heauenly thing. 
Of all which song, one onely steppe 

1 still doo beare in minde. 

And that was this— There is no ioye 

vnto content of minde : 
No plague, to pride : no woe, to want : 

no greefe, to lucklesse loue : 
No foe to fortune, firiend to God : 

no trueth, tyll tryall prooue. 
No Serpent, to sdaunderous tongue : 

no corsey, vnto care : 
No losse, to want of Ubertie : 

no griefes, to Cupids snare. 
No foole, to fickle £uitasie, 

that tumes with enery winde : 
No torment, vnto Jelosy, 

that stin disturbes the minde. 
Lo, this was aU I bare in minde, 

the rest I haue forgot : 
Vnto my griefe, O God, he knowet : 

but since I bane it not, 
Wdl, let it passe : this Lady iayre 

when she had sung her song. 
She layde me downe a Napkin Csire 

vpon the groond akxif, 



As white as Snowe : which when I saw, 

I mused what she ment : 
But then (mee thought) frO thence againe, 

a little space she went. 
And calde mee thus : Hoe, maides, I say I 

when will you come away ? 
Tis time that dinner ready were, 

tis very neere midday. 
Wher with, mee thought, firom out no house, 

but fro a bushy bancke. 
Came out eight Damsels, aU in white : 

two and two in a ranck. 
In order right, and euery one 

a fine Dish in her hand. 
Of sundry meates : some this, some that, 

and down vpon the land 
They laide me downe their Delycates, 

wheras this Napkin lay : 
Which done, fowre of the staled stn, 

the rest went straight away 
Unto the place frO whence they came. 

the Bushy Banke (I meane) 
And sodenly, I wot not howe, 

they all were vanisht deane. 
But, to goe onwardes with my dreame 

in order briefe I will, 
To make discourse of these fowre Dames 

behind that staled stDL 
First, one of them fell downe on knee, 

and aolempnely sayd Grace : 
Another, she with Pleasant Herbes 

bestrowed aU the place : 
The thirde, she with a Bason &yre 

of water sweete did stand : 
The fourth, demurely stoode, and bare 

a Towell in her hand. 
I standing stiU, as one amax'd, 

to see so straunge a sight. 
Yet seeing nothing but might seme 

my minde for to delight ; 
The Lady (Mistris) of them all, 

that kept her RoyaU seate, 
Rose vp, and comming towards me 

did greatly me entreate 
To oome vnto her stately boorde : 

seeiQg me stiU yet to stand 
Amased so, she-came herselfe, 

and tooke me by the hand: 
Come on, and sitte thee downci quoth she, 

be not afraide, I say : 
And eate, quoth she, for wdl I know 

thou hast not dinde to daye. 
Flidre Dame, quoth I, I cannot eate, 

my stomadc seruei me not : 
Tbsrefofe, I pardoo crane. Quoth she, 

thoa art afraide, I wot. 
To Me this semioe bewe to stnumge : 

indeede, tis straunge to thee : 
For men but fewe or Boae do oome 
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And happj thou maist thinke thy self, 

that thou camst heere this day. 
For yery fewe vnto this hill 

can hap to hit the way. 
We liue within these desart woods, 

like LAdyes, all alone : 
With Musick, passing forth the day, 

and Fellows we haue none : 
We are not like the wretches of 

the world, in many a place. 
That many liues, for feare or shame, 

dare scarsly shew their face. 
We spend the day in fine disport, 

somtime with Musicke sweete, 
Somtime with Hunting of y« Hart, 

somtime, as we thinke meete. 
With other Pastimes, many one : 

sometime with pleasant talke 
We passe y« time, somtime for sporte, 

about the Fields we walke. 
With Bowe and Anowes (Ardier-like) 

to kill the stately Deere : 
Which, being slaine, we roste ft bake, 

ft make our seines good cheere : 
Our meate we roste againe the Sunne, 

we haue none other fire : 
Sweete water Springs do yeelde ts drinke, 

as good as we desire. 
For herbe and roots, we haue great store, 

here growing in the wood, 
Wherwith we many dainties make, 

as we our selues think good. 
In Sommer time, our Houses here, 

are Arbers, made of Trees : 
about the which, in sommer time, 

do swarme such Hiues of Bees, 
As leaves vs then, of hony sweete, 

such store as well dooth serue 
Insteede of Sugre, all the yeare, 

our fruites for to preserue. 
Besides, they ydde vs store of waxe, 

which firom the Hiues we take : 
And for our lights, in winter nights, 

we many Torches make. 
For then our houses all are Caues, 

as well thy selfe shalt see, 
When thou hast dinde : for I my self 

will go, and shew them thee : 
Therefore, be bolde, and feare no more, 

for thou shalt go with me : 
From perils all, within this place, 

I will safeconduct thee : 
And taste of one of these same heibes, 

which thou thy selfe likst best : 
The fayrest flower, trust me, oft times 

is not the holsommest. 
But as for these same herbes, or flowers, 

that stand vpon ray boord : 
There is not one but is right good, 

beleeue me, on my word. 
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Take wher thou list, I giue thee leaue : 

but first, my firied, (quoth she) 
Pul of thy gloue, ft wash thy hands. — 

Wherwith, a maid brought me 
A bason Hedre, of water cleare, 

which gaue a sent so sweete. 
That, credit me, me thinkes almost, 

that I doo smell it yet 
Wherein I softly dipt my hands, 

and straight, to wipe the same, 
Vpon her arme, a towell brought, 

an other gallant dame : 
Of whom, I could none other doo, 

but take in courteous sorte. 
With humble thanks for sendee such : 

and so, for to be short. 
With reuerence done vnto the Dame, 

who kept her stately seate, 
I sat me downe : and hongerly, 

(me thought) I fell to eate. 
First of a Salet, that, me thought, 

hard by my trencher stoode : 
Whereof, at first, me thought the tast 

was reasonable good : 
But being downe, it left (alas) 

a bitter tang behinde : 
Then that I left, and thought to taste 

some herbes of other kind. 
And therewithall, I gan of her, 

in humble sort to craue. 
The roote that I had tasted so, 

what name the same might haue : 
It is Repentance roote, quoth she, 

whose taste though bitter be, 
Yet in the Spring time holsome tis, 

and very rare to see. 
But in the ende of all the yeare, 

when it is nothing worth. 
In euery foolish fielde it growes, 

to shewe the braunches forth : 
But if the taste thou likest not, 

then set away the same. 
And taste of somewhat else, (quoth she) 

ft straight (at hand) a Dame 
Stoode reedy by, at her commaund 

to take the EKsh away : 
Which done, then of an other herbe, 

I gan to take a say. 
Which better Carre did please my taste, 

whereof I fedde on well 
Good Lady, quoth I, of this herbe 

vouchsafe to me to tell 
The proper name ? This holsome herbe, 

b called Hope (quoth she) 
And happy he, who of this herbe, 

can get a peece, of me. 
This herbe preserues the life of man, 

euen at poincte of death : 
Whe they are speechles, often times, 

this b^be doth lend the bfeth. 
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This driues Dispaire. frd brainsick beds, 

tbis saluetb many a sore, 
Tbis is reliefe, to euery griefe : 

wbat vertue can be more ? 
Feede well thereon, quoth she, and thou 

Shalt finde such ease of mind. 
As by no meanes, but onely that, 

is possible to finde. 

Lady fJEure. quoth I, 

I humble thankes doo yeelde. 
For this thy friendly fauour great : 

but now, if to the fyelde 
Wheras this herbe so rare doth grow, 

if you wil deigne (Dure dame) 
Me to oonducte : and shewe me eke, 

the true roote of the same : 
Twise happy shall I thinke my selfe, 

that thus, by chaunce, I found 
So courteous a noble Dame, 

and such a fertil ground. 
The roote (quoth she) yes, thou shalt see, 

when thou hast dinde anon, 
Both roote and herbe & eke the ground 

which it doth grow vpon. — 
Dine Lady, quoth I, I bane dinde : 

this heibe hath fyld me so. 
That when you will, I ready am 

▼nto that ground to goe. 
Which ground and roote for to bebould 

I haue so great desire, 
That till I see the same, me thinkes, 

my hart is stiU on fyre. 
WeU then, quoth shee, since after it 

I see thou longest so, 

1 win my dinner shorter make, 
and with thee I will goe : 

And bring thee to the place, where thou 

both roote and herb shalt see. 
And gather eke a peece therof, 

and beare away with thee. 
And therwitb, from the boorde she rose, 

and tooke me by the hand. 
And led me ouerthwart, me thought, 

a peece of new digd land : 
And so from thence into a wood, 

in midst wherof, me thought, 
She brought me to a great wilde Maze : 

which sure was neuer wrought 
By Gardeners hftds : but of itself, 

I rather gesse it grew : 
The order of it was so straunge : 

of troth, I tell you true. 
Well, in into this Maze we went : 

in midst whereof we founde, 
In comely order, well cut out, 

a prety peece of grownde. 
The portrayture whereof, was like 

the body of a man : 
Which, viewing wdl, foorthwith, 

me thought, thii Lady gan 



To kneele her downe, vpon the ground, 

bard by the body, loe : 
And there she shewed me the herbe, 

that I desired soe : 
And eke the order howe it grew : 

which viewing well, at last 
She brake a peece, and gaue it mee 

to take thereof a taste. 
Fresh fro y* ground : which don, traight way. 

Well now, y* roote, q** she, 
Thou lookest for : but stay a while, 

and thou it straight shalt see. 
The roote is like an other roote, 

but ondy that in name : 
In difference firom all other rootes : 

and, to declare the same. 
When thou hast scene it, thou shalt knowe 

(& therwithall, qtioth she,) 
Come heere^ beholde the roote, which thou 

desirest so to see : 
And therwitb, digging up a Turfe, 

she shewde me very plaine 
The foshion of it, how it grewe : 

and downe she laide againe 
The Turfe in place whereas it was : 

Lady fayre, quoth I, 

If one should seeme to cut the roote. 

what ? would y« herb then die ? 
No, no, quoth die, vntill the roote 

be plucked quite away. 
The roote it selfie, be sure of this, 

will neuer quite decay. 
Then would I craue a peece thereof, 

(quoth I) O noble Dame. 
That I may know it, if againe 

1 diaiince to taste the same. 

The taste, quoth she, vnpleasaunt is, 

I tell thee that before : 
Bat where the roote, dooth rancor breed, 

y« herbe wil salue the sore. 
But yet to make thee for to knowe 

the taste thereof, quoth she : 
She raisde the Turfe, and of the roote 

she brake a peece for me. 
And downe she layde the same againe, 

in order as she found : 
That scarady well it oould be seene, 

that she had raisde y« ground. 
WeU, I had my desire therein : 

but tasdng of the same^ 
It was so bitter in my mouth, 

that to allaye the same, 
I was full glad to take the hcfbe 

which, as the Dame did say, 
The bitter taste of that vile roote, 

did quickly driue away. 
And then, in hamUe sort, quoth I, 

O fiqrre and courteous Dame, 
Since that thia roote ^ yon doo say) 

dooth d^^ftw mndi iD name 
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From other rootes, O let me know 


If thou maist haue thy choyoe, 


what his true name may be? 


which wouldst thou rather do? 


His name, quoth she, Necessitie 


Leade heere thy l3rfe, Vfiat one of vs. 


is, truely credit me. 


or els retume vnto 


And of these Rootes, some lesse then some : 


The loathsome lyfe, that now thou leadst? 


but bigger that they be, 


pause on this that I say : 


The more doth Hope spred forth his leanes : 


If th' one thou chuse, here tary styll : 


& som do go with me. 


if th' other, hence away 


Now I haue showne thee thy desire, 


Thou must retume from whence thou comst, 


this hearb, this roote, & groQd, 


I put it to thy cho]rce : 


I back againe will bring thee, to y* place 


If th' one thou chuse, of thy good happe 


wher first thy self I foQd. 


thou euer mayst rdoyce : 


So, to be short, we backe retumde 


But if thou choose amisse, poore wretch. 


▼nto the place againe. 


then thank thy self therfore : 


From whence we went : where, sitting still. 


Consider well vpon my words, 


attendant did remaine 


as yet I saye no more. 


These fowre fiedre Dames, whom ther we left : 


With that, more halfe amasde hereat, 


but al ye dishes they. 


still standing in a muse. 


And what else on the Boorde was left. 


Not knowing what were best to doe. 


they all had borne away. 


to take or to refuse 


Well, beeing come vnto the place, 


The proffer made me by this Dame. 


yp rose they all at once : 


I humbly fell on knee : 


And to this Lady reuerenoe did, 


Beseeching God to graunt me of 


and likely, for the nonce. 


his grace to goucme me, 


They knew their Mistresse minde right well. 


To make me chuse that choice y' best 


her Tse belike it was : 


mought please his holy will : 


Of water deere vpon the ground. 


And sitting so, in humble wise. 


they full had set a Glasse. 


on knee thus preying still : 


Hard by the Glasse a Towell fain. 


The Dame, expecting earnestly 


and by the Towell, Flowers : 


some annswer at my hand. 


Loe, Youth, quoth she, how likst thou now 


So long, quoth she, vpon this choice, 


this seruice heer of ours ? 


why doo you studying stand ? 


Couldst thou thus like to hue in woods. 


Some aunswer briefely let me haue, 


ft make thy cheefe repaste 


what euer so it be : 


On hearbs and rootes, as we do heere ? 


What? wilt thou back retume againe? 


or else the life thou haste? 


or wilt thou bide with me? 


Troubled, tormented, euery howre. 


One way, faire Dame, quoth I, 


and that with cndlesse griefe : 


I gladly here would stay. 


In hope of helpe, and now againe 


And leade my life here still with you : 


despayring in relicfe ? 


but now another way 


Still to reserue? We heere thou seest 


Reason persMrades me to retume : 


doo lyve in quietnesse : 


thus in a doubt twixt bothe. 


We passe the time without all care. 


I one way loue the life I led. 


in myrth and ioyfulnesse : 


another way I lothe. 


We feare no foe, we feele no woe. 


So that remaining thus in doubt. 


we dread no daungers great : 


a certaine aunswer for to giue, 


We quake not here with too much oold, 


Whether back againe for to retume, 


nor bum w* extreme heate : 


or in these woods to Uue 


We wish not for great heapes of gold, 


I most desire, I cannot sure : 


such trash we do despise : 


therefore, I pardon craue. 


We pray for health ft not for wealth : 


And for an aunswer flat, I may 


and thus, in pleasant wise. 


some longer respit haue ? 


We spende the day full ioyfully : 


O no, quoth she, I cannot gracmt 


we craue no ritch attire, 


thee longer time, not nowe 


This thinne white weede is euen asmnch 


To pause vpon these words of mine : 


as we do here desire. 


and therefore, since that thou 


We haue our Musique sweete, besides, 


Wylt backe retume, loe, here behold. 


to sollace, now and than. 


this narrow foote path heere : 




Go, follow this, vntill thou comst 


ft now, how laist thou, man? 


▼nto a Temple neere : 
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Then leaue this pathe, and presently 

crosse ouer to the same : 
And there, for further help frd thence, 

your praiers humbly frame 
Unto Eiame Pittie, and her tell 

that straight from me you came. 
And she will help you, for my sake : 

Dame Patience is my name : 
And for a token true, that you 

were sent to her by me : 
Say, Patience will Pittie mooue, 

and she will credit thee : 
And so, fitfewell, when thou hast been 

a yeere or more away. 
If thou wilt hither make retume, 

and be content to stay : 
Though thou beest woGded many a way, 

and plagde with many a sore, 
Thou Shalt haue ease of euery greef : 

ft the what wouldst haue more? 
And so, my Youth, quoth she, adue, 

I may no longer stay : 
Haue good regard to this foote path, 

for feare thou goe astray : 
And for a foiewell, eare thou goest, 

to me, thy courteous friend. 
In song come beare a part with me : 

which, being at an ende, 
Then fas^ thou well : and therewithafl 

an Instrument she tooke. 
And bad one of her Maides with speede, 

go fetch her forth a booke. 
Which termed was. The trackt of time : 

which by ft by, me thought, 
Ere one could well say, thus it was : 

in humble wise she brought. 
With such an humble reuerenoe, 

doune to this noble Dame : 
That sure it would haue done one good, 

for to haue sem the same. 
WeU, opening the Booke of Songs, 

and looking well therein : 
At last she staide, and on she pkdde : 

which Song did thus begin. 
Who seeketh far, in time shall finde 

great choice of sOdry change : 
In time a man shall passe the Pikes 

of peryls wonderous strange; 
Bathe that tnuiaileth long Time, 

to seeke content of minde : 
And in the end, in trackt of Time 

his owne desire shall finde : 
And bedng well, is not content 

to keepe him where he is : 
His time is lost, vnworthy he 

to finde the place of blisse. 
One Time a foult may be forginen, 

but if thou onoe obtaine 
The place of rest : marke wcO tlie way 

vnto the same againe. 



For if thou once doo misse the way, 

or hast the same forgot : 
Thou wander maist, a tedious Time, 

ft neare the neere, God wot 
Therefore, in Time I wame thee well 

to haue a great regarde : 
The way thou goest for to retume : 

for trust me, it is hard. 
And so, for want of longer Time, 

I needes must make an ende : 
Take time enough, maike wel thy way, 

and so, UBirewell, my fiiend. 
Till Time I see thee heere againe : 

which Time let me not see, 
TUl Time thou canst content thy self, 

to spend thy Time with me. 
And so take time, while time will serue, 

else Time will slip away : 
So once againe, adew, quoth she, 

I can no longer stay. 
With yt, me thought, this heanenly Dame, 

with all her maides, was gon : 
And I, poore soule, vpon the hiD, 

was left so all alone : 
Where taking beede vnto the path, 

which she had shewde me so : 
Crosse overthwart the hill, 

(me thought) I gan to goe. 
At foote whereof, harde by the path, 

me thought a Riuer ran. 
And down y« strearoe, in a small boat, 

me thought there came a mft : 
And by and by he cald to me, 

to aske me if I would 

Come take a boat to crosse the streame ? 

and if I would, I shouU : 
Now crosse the riuer straight (me thought) 

I sawe a beaten way 
likely to lead tdXo some Towne : 

whereat I gan to stay : 
But nought I said : and therewithall 

(me thought) I plaine did see 
The Dame who late had lefte me quite, 

approching neere to me : 
And beeing neere come to me, 

me thought she stoutly saide. 
Why do you k»e your labour so ? 

what cause hath heere you staide? 
Keepe oo your way, and lose no Time, 

and happy sure art thou. 
Thou tookst not boate or ere I came : 

but, quite past danger now : 
My selfe will bring thee thither, where 

The Temple thou shalt see 
Whereto I gare thee chaige to go : 

and so, (me thought) quoth she^ 
Come foDow me : and by and by 

no great way we had goo. 
Bat straight she faroqgfat mo to th« hfll, 

this Temple stood vpoq. 
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And ther (me thought) these words she said : 

Go, knock at ydder dore, 
And say thou art a seely wight, 

cast vp oD sorrowes shore ; 
Brought in the Barke of wearie bale, 

cast Tp by waues of woe : 
The Baiice is burst, thou sav'de aliue, 

dost wander too and froe. 
To seeke some place of quiet rest : 

and wandring so about 
The hi! of Hope, where Patience dwels, 

by chance thou foundest out : 
FhMn whom thou presently doost come, 

a message to declare : 
Beare this in minde, thou shalt get in, 

well warrant thee I dare. 
And when thou comst into the Church, 

mark wel on the right hand. 
Within the Quire, all dadde in white, 

dooth Lady Pittie stand : 
To whom, with humble reuerence, 

sajre this for thy behoue : 
I doo beleeue that Patience 

in time will Pittie moue. 
And thus this lesson I thee leaue : 

which if thou beare in minde, 
Assure thy selfe straight, at her hands, 

some £auor for to finde. 
And thus, quoth she, againe flGurewell, 

though me no more thou see, 
TQl backe thou doost retume againe, 

yet I will be with thee : 
And guide thee so, where so thou goest, 

that thou thy selfe shalt see, 
In many Melancolike moodes, 

thou shalt be helpt by me. 
And therewithall, I know not how, 

she vanished away : 
And I vnto the Temple straight 

began to take my way. 
And to the doore, as I 

had charge, me thought I came : 
And tooke the ring [with] in my hand, 

and knocked at the same : 
Who knocketh at the doore, quoth one? 

A silly wight, quoth I, 
Cast Tp of late, on sorrowes shore, 

by tempests soddenly : 
Brought in the Barke of weary bale, 

cast Tp by vraues of woe : 
Since when, to seeke some place of rest 

I wandred too and firoe. 
And wandring so, I knew not how, 

vnto a Mount I came. 
Whereas I found in comely sort, 

a noble courteous Dame. 
The moQt is cald the Hill of Hope, 

wher doth Dame PatiSce dwel : 
FVom whom I come : Welcome, quoth he, 

I know the Lady wd. 



With that the doore, was opened, 

and in, (me thought) I went : 
Wherewith, me thought I hard a voyce 

a sobbing sigh that sent. 
Wherewith somewhat amazd at first, 

though greatly not afraide. 
Still staring round about (a while) 

this stately Church, I staide. 
And as before Dame Patience, 

to me at parting tolde. 
Within the Quier, on the right hand, 

(me thought) I did behold 
A gallant Dame, all clad in white, 

to whom, for my behoue. 
These words I sayd. Dame Patience, 

I hope, will Pittie mooue. 
With that (me thought) this Lady sayd, 

I know thy deepe distresse : 
And for thy fnSd, Dame Patifioe sake, 

thou shalt haue som redresse. 
And therwithall, me thought, she saide 

vnto an aged Sire, 
Which in the Temple hard by sate : 

Father, I thee desire 
To shew this Youth, the perfect path 

vnto the place of rest. 
Who long hath wandred vp ft down, 

with torments sore opprest. 
Dame Patience hath stoode his firiend, 

and sent him vnto me. 
To lend him hdpe vnto this place, 

wheie he desires to be. 
Lady, quoth he, I cannot go 

my selfe abroade to day. 
But I will send my seruant here, 

to shew him the right way : 
Whose company if he will keepe, 

beleeue me, he shall finde 
In little time, a place that may 

right well content his minde. 
Which if he do not, yet let him 

with him retume to me. 
And then my selfe will go with him. 

It shall suffice, quoth she : 
Go, sirra, quoth she, follow wdl 

j<]his man, where so he goes : 
And take good heede, that in no wise 

his company you loose : 
For if you lose his company, 

you lose your labour quite : 
But follow him, your gaine perhaps 

3rour trauaile, shall requite : 
His name, quoth she, True Reason is, 

my Father Wisdoms man : 
Whom, if you follow, to the place 

of rest, conduct you can. 
So, sirra, quoth she, go your wayes, 

be rulde by him, I say : 
And though he leade you now ft the 

through some vnplesant way. 
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Yet follow him where so he goes : 


In order so, with Dishes all. 


doo as I bid you doe, 


vnto this noble Dame? 


And he, in time, the perfect place 


And wherefore, onely fowre of them 


of rest, can bring thee too : 


went backe againe away : 


And so, farewell, Lady, quoth I, 


And other fowre attendaunt still 


I himible thankes do giue 


vpon this Dame did staye ? 


To you, and eke this good olde man : 


And what should meane the giuing 


and sure, while I doo line. 


of the Citteme, vnto me 


You two, I vowe, and eke besides 


To playe vpon ? and that my selfe, 


the noble curteous Dame 


should sound such Harmonie, 


That sent me hither vnto you, 


Which neuer playde on like before ? 


Dame Patience by name. 


and then the Song that she 


In hart I euer honour will : 


Vnto the tune that I so playde. 


and honest Reason loe. 


dyd sweetley sing to me ? 


For taking paines, vnto the place 


Then what should meane the order, that 


of rest with me to goe. 


the Maidens did obserue, 


To recompence his paines, I vowe 


As they vpon this stately Dame, 


to stand his £uthfii11 friend. 


attendaunt still did seme ? 


To follow him, and to be rulde 


The Bason, Towel, ft the Fk>wre9, 


by him vnto mine ende. 


wher with she strawd y« place? 


And if I sedce to slippe from him, 


And one alone among the nest. 


I willing aye will be. 


so humbly sa3ring Grace ? 


That, as he list, he shall doo due 


What ment her stately keephig of 


correction vpon me : 


her royaU Princely seate? 


So Lady, I my leaue doo take : 


And what she ment, by bidding me, 


and therewithall, me thought. 


to wash before I eate ? 


The good olde man, fast by the hande 


And when, as one amased, so 


vnto the doore me brought : 


she did behold me stande : 


And at the doore (me thought) did part, 


What she should meane to rise her selfe 


this good olde man and I : 


ft take me by the hand? 


And Reason, he came stepping forth. 


Then what should meane the bytter roote 


to beare me company : 


that first I fed vpon : 


Or else to leade me to the place 


And tasting of the berbe of Hope, 


whereas we then should goe : 


the bitter taste was gon ? 


But as in euery merry moode, 


Then what should meane my great desyre 


dooth happe some sodaine woe : 


to see that herb to grow : 


So in this Dreame, as we (me thought) 


And how the Lady ledde me straight. 


were going on our waye. 


whereas she me did show ? 


I know not well at what (alas) 


The herbe, the roote, the ground, ft all, 


we suddainly gan staye : 


and why I then did craue 


And staying so, a Phesant Cocke 


Of that same roote, or ere I went. 


hard by me I gan see. 


a little taste to haue ? 


Which, fl]ang by me, crew so lowde. 


Then what should meane the cutting vp 


as that he waked me. 


the Turfe, to let me see 


And thus my Dreame was at an end : 


The roote? and tlten the breaking of 


which, when that I awoake, 


a peece thereofTor me? 


I tooke my penne, and as you see 
I put it in my booke : 


Then what ^ould «"^"ft v« lavinor down. 


the turfe, eve as she foGd, 


Which, for the straungenesse of the same. 


So ck>sely as could scarM be seene, 


surely perswadeth mee. 




It dooth some straunge effect pretend, 


And then what ment the great wilde Maze, 


what euer so it be. 


the Image of a man 




Whereas it grew? and after that 




our backe returning than? 


The huge highe Mountaine, fyrst of aB ? 


What ment the Glasse of water, that 


and then the broke tree? 


at our retume we found : 


And then the Lady, soddainly. 


The towel, and the flowers besides. 


that did appeare to me? 


downe lying on the gnmnd? 


The Napkin lying on the groQd? 


Then what Dame Fttienoe should meue, 


ft then the Dames that oame 
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Howe I did like ber seruice there. 


And how from thence with me, vnto 


and whither I could be 


the Temple neere she came ? 


Content to line with ber or not, 


Then, what should meane the lesson, that 


or backe rettime to cbnse ? 


she gaue me for to say 


And that she put it to mj choioe, 


At the Church doore? and then againe. 


to take or to refisse? 


her vanyshing away ? 


And backe retumde to my olde life, 


Then what should meane the stately Church ? 


then what she ment to say : 


and, as I sayd before. 


If well I chose, I mought rdoyoe, 


The lesson that I did rehearse 


for to haue scene that day ? 


when I came to the doore? 


If contrary, why then I mought 


Then what should meane y* sighe I heard? 


but thanke my selfe therefore ? 


then what y® Lady ment. 


And bad me pause vpon ber words, 


Apparrelled in white, to whom 


and then would say no more? 


Dame Patience had me sent ? 


Then what should meane my kneeling so, 


Then what my kneeling ment to her. 


and praying ths of mine 


and then my words I sayde? 


To God, for grace to take and chuse. 


And that at my first entring in 


to please his will dioine? 


I was so much afiraide ? 



Then what the Lady ment in hast, 

as I was kneeling so, 
To aske to that she did demaund 

an aunswer, yea, or no? 
Then what my doobtfull aunswer ment, 

and pardon I did crane, 
That for an aunswer flat, I might 

some longer respit haue? 
And why she should no respit giue? 

then what the path way ment? 
And what she ment, in that she me 

vnto the Temple sent? 
The Lesson that she gaue me then, 

and then Dame Pitty too?. 
And what besides, at the Church door, 

she further bad me doo? ' 
Then, at our parting, the sweete song 

which ran of Time so much ? 
What yt shold mean, ft what should mean 

our choice of musick such ? 
Her song once done, what then should meane 

the vanishing away. 
Wherewith my selfe at first a while 

amazed so did stay? 
But going onwards on my way, 

what ment the Riuer then 
That ran so neer the path ? and then 

the Boate? and then the man ? 
And then what should be ment, in that 

he called so to me. 
To take a Boate to crosse the itreame ? 

the way that I did sce^ . 
Likely to leade vnto some towne ? 

what too was ment by that 
Whereto I made no aunswer, but, 

I stayed looking at ? 
And then againe, what ment the Dame 

who vanished away, 
To come vnto me there againe, 

and what she ment to saye? 
I happy was I had not tane 

a Boate or ere she came : 



And what should meane the aunswer then 

the Lady gaue to me? 
And how that fix>m Dame Patience 

I came, she did well see? 
Then what should meane her saying, that 

she knew right well my grief : 
And for Dame Patience sake, I shold 

t)e sure to find relief? 
Then what should meane the ag^ man, 

of whom she did request 
To take the paines to bring me to 

the place of quiet rest ? 
Then what the old man ment to say, 

he could not go that day, 
But he would send his servaunt then, 

to bring me on the way? 
Then what the Lady ment to say 

that should as then suffice : 
And charging me his company 

to keepe in any wise ? 
And then what ment the Lady then, 

to bydde me farewell soe ? 
And ths what ment this old mans mA, 

that forth with me did go? 
And then my thanks vnto the Dame, 

and to the good olde man ? 
And to Dame Patience, my friend, 

and eke our parting than 
At the Church doore, with y« olde Sire ? 

and thS what should Xnt ment 
By him, that for to bring me to 

the place of Rest was sent ? 
And then, what should be ment by this, 

in going of our way, 
I know not how, but soddainly 

we both at once gan staye ? 
And last, of that accursed Cocke : 

what should the meaning be. 
That in his flying crew so k>wde, 

as that he waked me? 
Which Cocke, I am perswaded sure, 
if that he had not beene ; 
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Some wondrous sight, in trauailing, 

I, doubtles, should haue seen : 
And that which grieues me most of all, 

the place of quiet rest 
That man would sure haue brought me too : 

where now, with grief opprest, 
I must perforce line as I do, 

and only haue this ease, — 
To praj unto Dame Patience 

my sorrowes to appease : 
Who promisde me, at parting last, 

that though I her not see 
Long time againe in open sight, 

yet she would be with me : 
And guide me so firom place to place, 

where euer so I goe. 
That I by her shall finde great ease 

Of many a deadly woe. 
In hope whereof, thus, as you see, 

my wearie life I spende, 
Tni I the place of Rest attafaie : 

and so I make an ende. 

This Dreame is stndnge : and sure, I thinke 

it dooth Pronosticate 
Some straunge effect, what so it is : 

but since I know not what 
It dooth pretend : I still will praye 

to God, me to defend 
In danngers aU, bothe daye and night, 

ynto my lyues end. 
And when this kxuhsome life I end, 

with torments so opprest, 
In Heanen I may, at latter daye, 

enioye a place of rest. 

IT A prety Toye written vpon this Theaxne : 

A man a sleepe, is not at rest 
ALTR017GH the heart a sleepe, 

the bones be all at rest. 
Yet man a sleepe, his minde is oft 

with many thoughts oppresL 
He dreames of this and that : 

sometime with trifling toyes 
His onely minde is troubled sore : 

sometime of pleasaunt ioyes 
His minde dooth run in sleepe : 

sometime, he dreames of Kinges, 
Of Princes Courts ft princdy feates, 

and of such gallant thinges : 
And, by and by, is out 

in midst of all his dreame. 
And from the Court to country Clowns, 

and of a messe of Creame : 
Of Cattle in the fedde, 

of woods and pasture groondes, 
Of HawUng, Fjndiing, Fowling too, 

ft hunting hare with hoQds : 
And sodeinly, vnwares, 

he leanes his ooontrej qioct 



And from the countrey, by and by, 

to Cittie dooth resort. 
And there a thousand things 

at once runs in his minde : 
The gallant shops of sundry sortes, 

and wares of sundry kinde : 
The precious Pearles and stones 

on Goldsmiths shops that shine : 
And then the Horsehead, but hard by 

and then a cuppe of Wine. 
Besides all gallant showes, 

yet one aboue the rest, 
The Marchaunts wiues, with other dames, 

in fine attire adrest. 
That at their dores, sometime 

on Sundayes vse to sit : 
This when some doo bdiold by day, 

by night they dreame of it. 
And then they fall in loue^ 

although their sute be small : 
For in the Morning once awakte, 

they haue forgotten all. 
Some dreame of cruell warres, 

of men slaine here and there : 
And aU the Fields with bodyes dead 

nye couered euery where. 
And by and by, the warres 

not scarcely halfe begon : 
But who dooth get the victory, 

and then the warres are done. 
And sodeinly againe, 

be cannot tdl which way. 
He is at sea, and there he sees 

great Fishes gan to play : 
And straight a tempest comes, 

that makes the wanes to rore : 
And then he seeth how the Ships 

doo saile in daunger sore. 
Anon he sees his ship 

with billowes beaten so : 
That comes at last a sodaine waue, 

that dooth her ouerthrow : 
And there, both she, and all 

her Marriners are dround : 
Yet he himseJfe, he knowes not how, 

is safely set on ground. 
He onely is at shore, 

when all the rest are lost : 
And there he sees, how other ships 

with tempests lfl» are tost 
And there he stands not long, 

bat straight a suddaiae channgB : 
He canyed is, he knowes not how. 

Into a Countrey straunge : 
And there be speakes a speech 

he neuer spake before : 
And once awake agafaie, pwhapa, 

he neuer shall speake more. 
A thousand things too, moreb 

ft man dooUi thinke to see 
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In sleepe sometimes, that neaer were, 

nor yet are like to be. 
For I my selfe haue dreamde, 

in sleepe, of sightes so straunge. 
And, in the midst of all my dreame, 

of sodaine sundry chaunge : 
That, in the mome awake, 

I could but merueile much. 
What cause by day, by night should driue 

me into dreaming such. 
"" But sitting so a while, 

sometime I call to minde 
. A piouerbe olde, which some count true, 

but I meere Cedse doo finde : 
That is. That man asleepe 

dooth lie at qnyet rest : 
For many sleepe, yt haue their mindes 

with many greefes opprest. 
Some Dreame of Parents death, 

or death of some deare friend : 
Some dreame of sorrowes to insue, 

and pleasures at an end. 
And dreaming so, I thinke 

that man is not at rest. 
Although he sleepe, his heart is yet 

sore troubled in the brest. 
The Boye that goes to Schoole 

dooth dreame of Rods by night. 
His breech too, ready for the rodde : 

and in a soddaine fright 
He starteth in his sleepe, 

and waketh therewithaU : 
And then say I, although he sleepe, 

his rest can be but small 
Some thinke in sleepe they are 

in Field with foe at fight, 
And with their fysts they buffet them 

that lie with them by night 
And are they not at rest, 

although they sleepe, say you? 
In deede they haue a Idnde of rest, 

but rest, I wot not how. 
And many causes moe 

of great vnquiet rest, 
I could declare, that are in sleepe : 

but these that are exprest 
May well suffice, I hope, to proone 

my iudgement good in this : 
That minde of man is troubled mucbi 

when moste a sleepe he is. 

U Another Toye written in the praise of a 
Gilliflower, at the request of Gentle- 
women : and one, aboue the rest, who 
loued that Flower. 






If I should choose a prety Flower, 
For seemely show, and sw ee te s t senle : 
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In my minde, sure, the GUliflower 
I should commend, where so I wente : 

And if neede be, good reasen too 

I can alledge why so I doe. 

The Crimson ooulour, fjrrst of all, 

Dooth make it seemely to the esre : 

The pleasaunt savour therewithal! 

Comfortes the braine too, by and by : 
For collour then and sweetest smell 
The Gilliflower must beare the Bell. 

This is in Pots preserued we see, 

And trimly tended euery day : 

And so it dooth deserue to bee, 

For sure, if I mought plainly say : 
If it would prosper in my Bedde, 
I would haue one at my Beds head. 

What laugh you at? you thinke I lest, 

I meane plaine troth, I promise ]re : 

The Gilliflower dooth like me best 

Of all the Flowers that ere I see. 
And who that dooth mislike the same, 
In my minde, shall be much too blame. 

H A pretty toye wrytten in the praise of a 
straunge Springe in Suffolke. 

I NBUER trauaflde countreys farre, 

whereby strange things to see, 
As woods and waters, Beasts & byrds, 

wherein such vertues bee. 
As are not common to be had, 

but seeldorae to be found : 
And hearbes and stones, of nature such, 

as none are on the ground. 
But as I haue red of many one, 

and surely, in my minde. 
As well at home as farre abroad, 

I many straung things finde. 
But many men whose runing heads, 

delights abroad to range, 
Whose Condes fond are dayly fed, 

With toyes and choice of change : 
What euer their owne soyle dooth yedd. 

they do no whit esteeme : 
But fiu- fet ft deare bought, that they 

most worthy praise doo deeme. 
But tis no matter, let that passe, 

ech one, where he thinkes best. 
Choose what and whe and where he likes, 

& leue his fronds the rest. 
And let me speake in praise of that, 

which worthy, in my minde, 
And therewith, rare like to be scene 

in England, here I fynde. 
No beast, nor b3rrde, no stick nor stone, 

no hearbe nor flower it is. 
No foule nor Fish, no metall strange : 

nought but a Spring ywis. 
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n w*re to nrs^ih for ixe^ 



ft Fcttt, ai sooK be : 
Sore I «0G2d tp«&S a bn> tinw 

to kt the vorid to ks^yv, 
Tbatootofoar 8DaII I'^s/iyX, 

u» lynt a Sprfiif dr^iCfa flr/v. 
la Ooidi MetaoiorpboRi 

I rewS there of a Sprisf , 
Wbcnliii^ NafciMitt f anient Uf faaiiet 

bad] onlf wfitb lookiDf 
Loof wfaile vpoo tlie aiflM : for loe, 

the wBicr riKMie lo deare, 
Tbat tborov the Mae. the fhadov of 

fab iMe did io appean; 
That he fontuia^ quite bhofeile* 

Of faff crnnt ia^et, that there he lay 

as oaeaaaude, halle dfnd : 
So loof , tm at the bit, 

for araat of vcty foode. 
He Cdl fiarfce BHUlde, and loit his life 

Aad after his fhost jfeaided vp, 

(at kait, as Poeu feine,) 
Hif Corpt was tamed to a flower 

whidi tliere did stil rcauUne : 
Which Ihwer, U I doo not miiiakr, 

if tcarmde the liUy white. 
If thif be faUt, blame Quid then, 

that Midi a tale would write, 
flat if it had beene true, 

when he fo fore was greened. 
Had he but oome vnto thif Spring, 

he had becne foone releeoed : 
For in thif Spring he fhould hane feene 

no fhadowef of a laoe, 
But fodi a laoe as fhould in deede 

hif owne fo nmdi difgraoe. 
That he fhoold hane fbrgotte Uf owne, 

if thif he onoe did fee. 
Now he that doth defire to Icnow 

wher thif fame Spring fhould be : 
In Soffblke foyle, who fo beft list, 

let him I fay go feeke : 
And he may hap to fee a Spring 

he neuer faw the leeke. 



H A Gentleman on a time, haoing three 
Sonnes: and being veiy desirous to 
haue them brought vp at an Unirerritie : 
being very well acquainted with a yong 



GewTlemaa. who he knew had spent 
noie yeares ai Oxford, desyred him to 
choose a Tutor there, for his three Chil- 
dicn, iriiich as he thoa^t were fyttest 
to bring diem rp as well in learning 
as good behariour : which be was con- 
tented to doe: and hauing chosen a 
Tutor for them, not Icmg after, hauing a 
great desire to see them doo wdl, wrote 
their Tutor a Letter, and with the 
Letter a {vetty Tale in Teise, to mooue 
him to haue a great care of them : the 
Letter I let alone : bat the tale I haue 
thought good to shew forth among these 
prety Toyes, as one not the worste : 
which tale was as fbUoweth. 

T A little PkcfiKS bdbre the Ta>. 

A raarr Tale of late I heard, 

a learned wife man tdl: 
Whcrto I gane attentine eare, 

and markte it rtrj wdl : 
Toodiing the bringing Tp of jrouth. 

and who were fittest men. 
In learning and goo^ gnallifins 

to bring Tp diildren. 
Whidi Tale, when I had heard told out. 

of troth, it likte me fo. 
That to the like, I were content 

agatne ten mjles to ga 
Wdl : af it waf, I did full ofte 

reoohre the fame in minde : 
And many pretj poincta therein 

I many tymea did finde. 
And af one day vnto my aelfe^ 

by channoe, I did rdveaise 
Eche poinct therein, I tooke my Penne 

and put it into verK. 
WUdi Tale ao pend, aooording to 

my fimple ddll, I fend 
To yon : for dyverf caufes Syr : 

firft. for that it doth lend 
Vnio ft litde matter, thai 

there if twist you and me : 
It hftth (I trow) aomwfaat reepect, 

Tttto the Children three : 
The time jrong Gentlemen, 

wfaldi to yon, af my frfend, 
I gane in diaige, to rule and teadi : 

and 10 1 mftkn an end. 
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II The Tale followeth in this manner. 

A GENTLEBCAN, that had two sonnes, 

desirous was to see 
Them both in learning traded up : 

for which, great counaale hee, 
Of diners often did require, 

what Tutors he might choose 
To put these prety Puples too, 

that rightly might them vse. 
And vnder whom they likdy were 

their labours to haue lost. 
WeU : to be breefe, so many men 

so many mindes there were : 
Some would say this, some other that,' 

ft som were here, som there. 
Some sayd, they thought that liberty 

was ill for Children : 
Some other sayd, that lawfull twas 

and needefull, now and then : 
Some sayd, the rod should be the sword, 

to keepe Children in avre : 
And other some, sudi cruelty 

counted not worth a stxvwe. 
Some sayd, that Children should 

snrpressed be by f eare : 
Some thought, to rule by gentlenesse, 

a better way it were. 
Some said, that chUdren were 

by nature bent to play. 
Which firom their learning, in short space, 

win drawe them soone away : 
Fro which, by feare to keepe them still, 

the rod should be the meane : 
Least little smack of liberty 

would quickly marre than cleane : 
And vse would make great masteries, 

for so, by keeping in 
And harde applying of thefar bookes, 

they profite would therein. 
Some other then, that thorowly 

this matter did discusse. 
To that opinion contrary, 

alleadged reason thus : 
Children, by nature, are not bent 

to any kinde of play ; 
Their minds are eu€ haUe made by thft 

that goueme them alway : 
And that, to keepe their minds frO play, 

the rod should be no meane ; 
And that by feare for to subdue, 

that were not worth a beane. 
As for examples sake, (quoth one) 

at first, take me a Childe, 
Who hath a prety ready wit, 

although of nature wiMe : . 
And let him leame to daunce, 

to shoote, and play at ball. 
And any other sporte : but pat 

him to his booke withaU : 



And when he is abroade, 

if fayre he doo not shoote, 
Or when he gins to daunce, 

if false he chaunce to foote. 
Then pay him, breech him thorowly, 

favour him not at all : 
And now and then correct him well, 

though for a £EUilt but smalL 
If that he trip, or misse his time, 

vp with him, by and by : 
Let him not slip with such a fianlt, 

but pay him presently. 
And you shall see that ofte, for feare, 

his legges will quiuerio, 
That he shall neuer leame to daunce, 

nor scarcely well to go. 
And when in feeld he drawes not cleane, 

his arrow in his bowe, 
Knock him vpon the fingers harde : 

and you shall see, I trow, 
That in a while his fyngers ends, 

for feare will quiuer so, 
That he will never leame aright, 

to let his Arrow go. 
Now if he be harde at his booke, 

although he leame not weU, 
Either forget, or conster.&lse : 

at fyrst, doo gently tell 
Him of his fiaulte, and if 

that he do plye it harde, 
Giue him an Apple or a Peare, 

or some such childes rewarde : 
And trust me, you shall see, the schoole 

shall be his chiefe delight : 
And firom his booke he seeld will be, 

or neuer, if he might. 
Wherefore, by reason thus I prooue, 

that children be not bent. 
But that their natures much are made 

by Tutors gouemroent. 
But this I graunt as requisite, 

¥dth reason to correct : 
Lest children oft for ladoe thereof 

their faults too mudi neglect. 
But as a sworde, to set it vp 

in schoole to open sight, 
I like not that : for tis to some 

at fyrst to great a fright 
Their eyes are so vpon the rodde, 

they little minde their booke : 
For diildish fieare will cause them still 

upon the Rodde to looke : 
And so their eyes quite fixim their bookes 

not only drawes away. 
But eke their minds, as much and more 

then any kinde of play : 
Wherefore a Rod I would in schooles 

should be kept out of sight. 
To make the Children to their bookes 

to haue a more delifi^t 
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IT Another graue gray headed syre, 


To see if that he could in time. 


that harde them reason so, 


quicken his dulled wit : 


Thus said : So many shrewd curst boyes, 


D^iring him thereto to vse 


& wfiton wags I know, 


such meanes as he thought fyt. 


And eke so many Schoolemaisters, 


Well : at the last, with much adoe 


that lack good gouemment, 


he tooke a little paine : 


That many prety Boyes will mar. 


And tooke in hand to sharpen then. 


that are of minds well bent : 


his dulled braine againe : 


That sure I know not what to say, 


And many maisteries did prooue. 


but, trust me, in my minde. 


but rigour none he vsde : 


A good Tutor, whereto a child 


For that before he had so much 


is bent, can quickly finde ; 


by thother ben abusde : 


And as he findes the nature of 


But euer sought, by gentle meanes. 


the Childe, euen so he may. 


to make him voide of feare ; 


By gentle meanes, euen as he list. 


And so in time did alter much, 


soone leade him euery way. 


his nature as it were. 


So, that to keepe him in good awe. 


He made him boulder to his booke. 


correction, now and than. 


therefore, more willing to 


He iustly use with gentlenesse. 


His study still : but yet, alas. 


as a good Tutor can. 


whateuer he could doe. 


Well : at the last, this Gentleman, 


He could not make him like vnto 


when he had heard at large 


his brother any way : 


Their true oppinions euery one. 


Although he striu'de, and tooke great pains, 


at last, he gaue in charge 


asmuch as in him lay : 


His two Sonnes to two simdry men : 


Yet euery way he mended had. 


whereof the one was mUde, 


his nature very much : 


And euer sought by gentle meanes 


The gentle meanes, he euer vsde 


for to bring vp a Childe : 


in teaching him, were such. 


The other was of nature fierce. 


Well : to be short, when that 


and, therefore, rather sought 


this Gentleman did see. 


VHth store of stripes for to bring vp 


The difference twixt his two sons : 


such children as he taught 


There shall no more, quoth he. 


The children both of nature like. 


Of children mine be put to Schoole 


in time did differ much ; 


to such as still doo vse 


The diflferenoe of gouenunent. 


To rule the Children by the rod : 


of Tutors, theirs was such. 


I rather aie will chuse 


The one did prooue a proper Youth, 


To put my children vnto those. 


and learned for his time : 


that are of nature milde. 


And by his learning afterward. 


And know by loue and gentlenesse. 


to honour high did dyme. 


how to bringe vp a chUde. 


This, was by him brought vp. 


And thus the tale was at an ende. 


that was of nature milde. 


and now, Sir, euen as he. 


And euer sought by gentle meanes, 


The Gentleman that had two sonnes. 


for to bring vp a Childe. 


desirous was to see 


The other prooued but a blocke. 


Them both in learning traded vp : 


a Dunsicus, an Asse : 


euen so. no lesse, am I 


Because, with too much cruelty. 


Desirous for to see these youthes. 


he often dulled was. 


bothe learnedly 


This, was brought vp by him 


And vertuonsly brought vp, 


that was so fierce of minde : 


as much as if they were 


That thought the Rod should be the sword. 


The nenrest kinsmen that I haue. 


to rule a child by Idnde. 


or brethren deere, I sweare. 


The Father sory, afterward. 


Wherefore, good Syr, as I in you 


to see his Child so lost : 


my faithfiill trust repose : 


And seeing, that his other sonne. 


Vouchsafe to take such pains with them, 


did euer profite most : 


that they no time do lose : 


Tooke him away from that fierce foole. 


And for correction, now and than, 


and put him presently 


to him that dooth not wdl. 


To him that was the mylder man. 


I mcane not to instruct you Sir : 


praying him, earnestly, 


yonr adfe can better tdl 
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Then I, what longs thereto : 


Their Father then, whose tender care 


therefore, as you shall finde, 


is for to see them all, 


Vse your discretion Sir, therein 


In learning daily to succeede, 


according to your minde. 


and further there withall 


Thus you haue heard the milder man 


In good behaviour eke. 


the better Scholler made : 


may well in hart rdoyce : 


And yet, a bridell must be had. 


That I in this behalfe haue made 


for a wilde brainesicke Jade. 


so good and happy choice. 


But for your prety Coltes. I hope, 


As to finde out, so fit a man, 


no bridle you shall neede : 


to put his children too. 


I hope you easely shall them bende. 


As vnder whom, they all in time, 


with a small twined threed. 


so will are like to doe. 


My meaning is, I hope they will 


And I my selfe, the more for that. 


tbemsehies ecfae order so, 


may stande your bounden friend : 


That you shall neede to take small care 


And he reward you for yotir paines : 


almost which way they go. 


and so I make an ende. 


Yet now and then, though without neede. 




somwhat looke out, I pray : 





Least that they hap by Company 

for to be led astray. 
For though their natures well be bent, 

yet you know, now & than, 
111 company oft times. God wot, 

dooth mane an honest man : 
And they, you know, are all but young. 

and youth delights in toyes. 
And toyes fi^ learning quite & dean, 

withdrti¥reth wanton boyes. 
Yet in good £aith, I hope, good Syr, 

your prety Puples three. 
Win bothe in learning, and all things, 

by you so ruled be : 
And eke vnto their bookes, besides, 

will haue so great desire : 
That earnest more, or dilligent, 

you cannot well require. 
Well : I haue put them all to you, 

you only must be he. 
That as well to their learning, as 

behauiour must see. 
I sought not out three sundry men, 

to put these children too. 
To see which of them would doo best, 

and which againe would do 
Worst of the three : but all vnto 

your charge I doo conmiit. 
To teache and goueme, by such meanes, 

as you alone thinke fit. 
And as I haue them giuen in charge 

to you, euen so I craue 
That you will see your SchoUers so, 

themselues each way behaue ; 
And bring them vp in learning so, 

that when from you they part, 
I to haue found a Tutor such, 

first will be glad in heart : 
And you your selfe another day, 

may be full glad to see 
Their vertuous life, & then may say, 

these were brought vp by me. 



U TWO OR THREE PRETY TOYES 
giuen to a Gentilman, to set about his 
Counting-house. 

What man can beare a lofty saile. 

Where fortune frownes, and friends doo &ile ? 

And who so low, but he may rise. 
By fortunes aide, and friends aduise ? 

What wo to hate ? what ioye to love ? 
What stranger state, then both to prooue ? 

What treasure, to a friend in deede ? 
What greater spight, then faile at neede? 

What wisdome more, then for to leame 
The trueth from Cedshood to disceme ? 

From which false dealing God defend 
Those that meane well : and so I end. 



U A Grentleman being requested by a Gentle- 
woman, to pen her a Prayer in verse, 
wrot at her request, as foUoweth. 

PiTiE, oh Lord thy Servaunts heavy heart. 

Her sinnes foigiue, that thus for mercy cryes : 
Judge no man (Lorde) according to desart. 
Let fall on her with speede thy healthfrill eyes : 
In hart who prayes to thee continually, 
Putting her only trust of God in Thee. 
LoRDEy Lords, to thee for mercy still I call, 
Oh, set me firee, that thus am bound and thrall. 



U Not many dayes after, he chaunced to 
walke with the same Gentilwoman in a 
Garden : and was againe then intreated 
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by her, to make her another prayer, 
which presently he pend : speaking with 
the tearmes of a Gardiner, as followeth. 

Plant Lordb, in me the tree of godly lyfe, 

Hedge me about with thy stronge fence of faith : 
If thee it please, vse eke thy proyning knife, 
Least that, oh Lord, as a good Gardiner saith : 
If suckers draw the sappe from bowes on hie, 
Perhaps in-tyroe the top of tree may die. 
Let. Lord, this tree be set within thy Garden wall 
Of Paradise, where growes no one ill sprig at all. 


Which spightfull sporte for to attaine 

Some so doo dull their sences all : 
That in theende, with to much paine 

They doo become sore sicke with all : 
And so renudne, vntill they haue 

Some players such as they doo crane. 
For euery Player cannot please 

Eche padent to playe with all : 
For then, to cure his straunge disease, 

He some should haue soone at his call : 
But he must haue whom eche would craue, 

Els he, poore soule, small rest shall haue. 

This Madam, for ought I can see. 
The meaning of your doubt must be : 

Which, if you like not, good Madam, 
Let it euen passe from whence it came. 

My Lady lawght : Is kMie, quod she, 
A spigfat and sporte, to both at ones ? 

Now thou hast giuen me, credit me, 
A resolution, for the nooes : 

Tb loue, in deede : thou hast founde out 
The misterie of all my doubt : 

And for thy paines, as to a friend, 

I yedde thee thancks >-«nd there an end. 


U A pretty toye, written vpon a Ladyes pro- 
pounding of a Riddle to her friende. 

A LADY once, in pleasaunt sorte, 

A question did demaunde of mee, 
For want as then of other sporte : 

Without offence, good Sir (quod she) : 
May I craue thus much at your hande. 

To haue a riddle rightly scand? 

Whereto I soone gaue this replye : 


Madame, you know full barde it is 
To reade a Riddle perfectly ; 

The wisest men may iudge amisse. 
Bat shew the efifect of your request, 

And you shall see me doo my best. 

THE RIDDLE. 

Why then, a thing there is, quod she, 

That breedeth many, deadly smart : 
Which none can feele, nor heoe, nor see, 

And yet with greefe consumes the heart : 
For wUch is founde none other ease, 

But eoen the cause of the disease : 
Now this is my desire, (quoth she) 

To be resoWde what this may be? 

THE ANSWER. 

These doubu (Madame) quod I, to skan. 

Requires eometime, and that not small : 
They trouble would a wiser man 

Then I, by roode, to deale withalL 
Bat yet, fiure Dame, the doubt of this 

I hope to finde, and not to misse : 
I can but ge«e vpon a doubc, 

I will not sweare to find it out. 
But as I judge. Madam, quod I, 

It seemes AppoUos sicknesse sure. 
On whom he ayed piteously. 

That neuer any herbe could cure : 
Nor any Phisicke (inde releefe. 

To helpe or ease him of his greefe : 
Which plainly. Madam, for to name. 

Is lucklesse loue. Dame Venus game. 


U A Letter sent vnto a Gentilwoman in 
verse, wherein he gaue great thanks for 
both good cheere and other curteous 
entertainement he had receiued at her 
hands, beebg in the Country at her 
house. The Gentilwomans name was 
Mistris Lettis. 

First, to thy seemely selfe. 

my selfe I doo commend : 
And for thy friendly cheere ft cost 

ten thousand thanks I send : 
Which able to requite, 

I know I shall not be : 
But to my power, I will deseme 

as much as lyes in me. 
Bat yet, of all thy cates, 

one dish aboue the rest 
I euer sinoe doo beare in minde, 

which fare dooth like me best : 
Which defaity dish (my deare,) 

If I mougfat plafaily name, 
Lettyi it b, a houlsome hearbe : 

tbyidfie doost know the same. 
An herbe that we bane here : 

bat yet I plaindy fInde 
That Lettyi, fhm our Lettys heere, 

dooth much digresse in kinde : 
For in that Lettyi, tach 

fCftuesiooiie I found. 
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As fewe or none the like, I finde» 

dooth grow vpon our ground : 
This Lettys sweete art thou, 

in which I so delight : 
And God he knows what griefs I bide, 

for wanting of thy sight. 
No cates, that I can taste, 

but seeme all gall to me : 
When that in minde I feede vpon 

the fresh recorde of thee : 
And so, my Lettys sweete, 

vnto thy selfe farewell I 
And thinck no cates like Lettys fine, 

can like me halfe so welL 



H A Riddle propounded by a Gentleman 
to a Gentilwoman whom he loued, but 
was a suter, but secretly. 

The thing on earth you most desire, 
and yet of all you lest would chuse : 

That often times you doo require, 
and yet I know you win refuse : 

And that here present you may see 
All this is one : what may it be ? 



IT Her aunswer, as prety. 

Good Sir, the sdfe same thing that you 
aboue all things doo most esteeme : 

And that in deede is present now, 
and to ydur selfe you deerest deeme : 

That doo you take it, out of doubt. 
That I would chuse, yet be without 



H A Ditty in despight of a very olde man, 
who was suter to a very young Gentil- 
woman: written by a young Gentilman, 
who was then (in deede) suter to the 
same Lady. 

Perhaps you thinke, that all for spight 

I writ this running verse, 
Wherein I doo such deepe' dispraise 

of doting fooles rehearse : 
No, no (good foith) I hate no man : 

but yet, to sudi a snudge. 
Of force I must, I cannot chuse, 

but beare a certaine grudge. 
For as one way I honour age, 

10 such olde doting doltes, 
"^ That, at the age of three score yeares, 

woakl ftine seeme but yoong ooUei : 



Those crusty chaps I cannot loue, 

the Diuell doo them shame : 
God let them neuer haue good lucke 

of any noble Dame, 
Much lesse th[e] loue : alas, my heart, 

it rendes for very greefe. 
To thinke vpon the crabbed crust, 

that vile old doting theefe. 
That seekes to robbe thee of aU ioyes, 

and me of my delight : 
Wo woorth that so shall seeke, 

to winne a worthy wight : 
And seeme to match a miching Carle 

with such a pearlesse peece. 
As neuer yet, Appelles fine, 

could paint the like in Greece. 
Well, well, this is the world, (we see) 

tis money makes the man. 
Yet shall not money make him yong 

againe, doo what he can : 
No, nor yet honest sure, I iudge, 

nay more, for troth I know. 
The older still, the more in crafte, 

his braines he dooth bestow. 
And crafte and Knauery commonly, 

with crooked crabbed age. 
With Auaryce and Jelosy, 

dooth make a mariage. 
These are the fruites of froward age, 

which thou shalt reape, God wot : 
When thou wilt say, oh, had I wist, 

in faith then would I not. 
Well, say not yet but thou art wamde. 

by him that likes thee well. 
Thou comber not thy comly corps, 

with such a Coystrel : 
Whose crusty chaps, whose Aly nose, 

whose lothsom stinking breath. 
Whose toothles gumms, whose bristled beard, 

whose visage, all like death. 
Would kill an honest wench to view : 

and so it will doo thee. 
If so thou hap to match thy selfe 

with such a snudge as he. 
My counsaile therefore follow, wench, 

cast of the crabbed knaue : 
And henceforth, not one merry word, 

ne looke yet let him haue : 
But frowne vpon the froward foole, 

and when thou seest him glad. 
Knit thou thy browes, hang down thy head, 

& then seeme y« most sad. 
As who would say, the crabbed lookes 

of his old doting age 
Of force you know must needes offend, 

a youthfull personage : 
Let therfore crummes, as fyttest is, 

with crustes then linked be : 
For trust to this, that like to like, 

wiU euer best agree. 
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U A prety Toye in rime. 

MISERO INFORTUNATO SOLO : 

LAMENTING mS EUIIX HAPPE, IN DI^PAYRE OF HELPE. 

WhE purse grows pild. & credit cracks, 

& friends b^n to foile, 
To comfort then a heauy heart, 

alas, what may prevaUe ? 

Audita vox confortans. 

Yet doo not thou dispayre at aU, 

but comfort thou thy minde : 
Though credit, purse, & friends be gone, 

somwhat is left behinde. 

Misero. 

Somewhat, alas, oh, teU me now, 

what somwhat that may be : 
That so in this my deepe distresse, 

is left to comfort me. 

Vox. 
Why doost thou craue to know the thing 

wherof y** canst not doubt ? 
Necessity ere long, I wis, 

will make thee finde it out. 

Misero. 

Necessitie, alas, I see, 

too ready is at hand : 
Yet can I not, doo what I can, 

thy meaning vnderstand. 

Vox. 

Why ? doste thou not thy selfe assure, 

there is no mallady. 

But physick hath in store for it, 
some kinde of remedy. 

Misero. 

No, credit me, I feare there is 

no meane to cure my greefe : 
If there be any, let me craue 

how I may find releefe. 

Vox. 

Wylt thou doo as I bid thee doo ? 

and thou shalt soone finde ease : 
Although thou be not at the first, 

quite rid of thy disease. 

Misero. 
If that thy counsaile well I like, 
' I will agree thereto : 

To ease my heart of this despayre, 
I care not what to doo. 

Vox. 

Haue patience then, rage not to much, 

let reason rule thy minde : 
And be thou sure, in little time, 

some comfort for to finde. 



Misero. 

But padenoe dooth come perforce : 

and what is forst (God wot) 
Dooth more and more torment the minde : 

then padence easeth not. 

Vox. 

Yet padence procureth hope, 

and hope driues out dispaire : 
And where Dispaire is driuen away, 

there comfort dooth repayre. 

Misero. 

Oh, but hope oftentimes is vaine, 

and dooth deodue the minde : 
Therefore, in hope I thinke, alas, 

but comfort small to finde. 

Vox. 

Let hope then grow by due desart, 

then foUowes good successe : 
For reason showes, who seekes for ease, 

shal some way finde redresse. 

Misero. 

Oh, but alas, those dayes be past 

for to reward desart : 
And that the more, dooth cause dispayre, 

for to torment my heart. 

Vox. 

What though such daies are post, in deede. 

yet daies wil come again. 
Wherein desarts shall reape desyre, 

and pleasure win for paine. 

Misero. 

But while the grasse dooth grow, oft times 

the silly steede he sterues : 
And he, God wot, shall reape small gaine, 

in only hope, that semes. 

Vox. 

Yet serue in hope, and hope in God, 

and sedce well to deseme : 
And let the Horse doo what he list, ^ 

be sure thou shalt not sterue. 

Miscfo. 
Now like I wen this lesson thine, 

God ¥rell in heart to serue : 
For he, in deede, who hope in him, 

win neuer let them steru^ 



IT A Gentleman beeing in his friends house, 
in the Countiyy was by him earnestly 
intreated after Dinner, before his depart- 
nrei to make him some verses. But 
would giue him no tbeame to write 
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vpon : he, not knowing what to write 
that best mought like his fimde, yet 
willing to graunt his request, wrote as 
followeth. 

NKBD6 imist I write, ft know not what : 

why then eoen as h is, 
Accept the same, and blame me not, 

if ought you find amis. 
On bushy bankes what else, 

but thornes and bryars grow? 
What looke you for, but mine, 

when stormy winds gin blowe? 
What looke you for, of me, 

some learned kinde of verse? 
You are deceaude : I cannot I, 

but tagged rimes rehearse. 
But wluu? me thinkes you say, 

I make too much adoo. 
Considering how little yet, 

I hane done hetherto : 
And sbce I graunted hane 

so little time to write, 
Some pithy shorter sentence, would 

a wiser man indite. 
In deede syr, true it is, 

my &ult I do confesse. 
And since I haue no longer time 

my n>eaning to expresse, 
Remaine in doubt what I would doo, 

if I had longer time : 
And so, with thanks for my good dieaie, 

I rudely end my rime. 
But if so be you hane 

some prety Idnde of stile, 
Whereon you doo desire some verse, 

if you will suy a while, 
A day or two, or so, 

or till I come againe. 
Then you shall see, that I in time . 

win temper so my braine, 
And whet my wittes a new, 

that I wUl promise jrou. 
Some prety peece of verse thereon, 

more then I can doo now. 
And thus, I leaue you here, 

▼ntO I come againe. 
This rude and ragged rime to reade : 
and so, in rest remaine. 



H Verses made upon this Theame : 

Little medling, breedes mickle rest. 
Mr youthfun yeares are spent, 

old age comes stealing on. 
And bids me now, fond Fandet fits, 

no more to thfaike 
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Of worthy Wisdome I, 

some lessons now haue leamde, 
Whereby the difference twixt wit 

and will, I haue discemde : 
Among all idiich, this one, 

where euer so I be. 
To keepe still secrete to my selfe 

what so I here or see. 
Which, since of lessons aU 

I doo not count the worst, 
I doo intend his graue adnise. 

in this to follow first 
Fyrsi in thy selfe, quoth he, 

all fieiults thou must amend. 
Before in other men thou seeke, 

one fiiult to reprehend. 
OfCatoekelleamd, 
it is no little shame, 
To find that fiuiU in other men, 

wherein I am to blame. 
To hold my peace, therefore, 

I count it alwayes best : 
And keep in minde the old sayd saw, 
thereof comes mickle rest 
IF I see a flattering knaue 
is set by, now and then, 
Of greatest heads, as mudi and more, 

then twenty honest men : 
But let me rue the same, 

since I cannot amende it : 
I mought a witlesse foole be thought, 
to seeke to reprehend it 
T Some Lawyer sees, at fyrst, 
which way the case will go : 
Although he list not. at the fyrst, 

to tell his Clyent so : 
But what meanes he by that ? 

alas, doo you not see, 
Vour pence may make you picke it out, 

and so they shall, for me. 
What boote were it, for me, 
their meaning to betray : 
And so, no profite to my selfe, 
to take their gaines away? 
IT The Marchaunt man he sees too, syr, 
by your hye lusty lookes. 
That shortly he shall finde your hand, 

deep in his reckening bookes. 
Bids he you then beware 
betimes, of had I wist? 
No, no, but lets you lash it out 

as long syr, as you list. 
Or as you can, at least : 

and if you aske me why, 
He will no better counsaile giue, 
and what he meanes thereby ? 
Your losse of Lands, ere k>ng, 

shall leame jrou how to know. 
As weU as I can teach you Syr, 
and better too, I trow. 
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And so ihall I offend 

the Marchaunts nere a whit. 
By showing of their silken snares, 

that in their shops doo siL 
If Your Tenaunt too he sees, 

that bj your trim gay Coates, 
Some Lease is shortly to be let, 

then gets he vp his Groatet : 
And purseth vp his pence, 

and ooms with co3me in hande 
To craue of yotir good Maystenhip, 

to hjrre a peece of Lande. 
And wot you wherefore Syr, 

your Farmer finds this feate? 
To come with Coyne, ready in hand. 

your freenship to intreate : 
When that your goods are gone, 

and you the losse doo see 
Of brainsick bargaines made in haste, 

to maintaine brauery : 
The smart thereof, at last, 

shall shew jrou then their shiftes : 
Then shall you easely disceme, 

their double dealing driftes : 
Which I dare not descry, 

I am so chargde, you see. 
To make no words of any thing, 

what euer so it be. 

Y Your servaunt last he sees, 

your feathers gin to fall. 
And sees your Farmer buy you oat, 

of house and land and alL 
No longer then he likes 

jTOur seruice Syr, adew, 
And if you meane to keepe a man, 

you must go seek a new. 
And aske you me by this, 

what may his meaning be? 
Sure, if you see it not your selfe, 

you shall not know for me. 

Y As for the higher powers, 

they are too high for me : 
What faulu are to be found in them. 

I list not seeke to see : 
Let finde their faulu themselues, 

io shall they best be pleasde : 
And for my silence, I am sura 

I shall not be diseasde. 
^ But to the rest againe, 

that are of meaner sorte ; 
Of their fine fetches, secretly, 

I somewhat will reporte : 
For openly, God wot, 

I nothing dare descry : 
Who hurU not me, nor yet my friends, 

I will not hurt them, L 
But they who doo me harme, 

I doo not meane to spare : 
To bid my friends in each mpect, 

of sodi for to beware. 



^ FktMn Cittisens to Clownes, 

what secret shifte they haue : 
It is a sport to see a Clowne 

bow he can play the Knaii& 
The Badger fyrst, one Knane 

that hunts the market place. 
When Come is cheape, to buy good store : 

now therby lyes a case. 
What should he mean by that ? 

oh syr, when come growes deere, 
I need not tell you what he means, 

your selfe shall know next yere. 

V The toleyng Myller then, 

when be hath tollde his sacke, 
He findes a trade to fill it vp, 

if any meale doo lacke. 
Now what meanes he by this? 

this feate how dooth he frame? 
The Milstones greete among y« meale, 

wil make you finde the same. 

V The Baker then, that sees 

that meale dooth grow so deare. 
He findes a shyfte to hold his gaSnes, 

how euer goe the yeare. 
But what is that his shifte? 

the Bakers man can tell. 
And I say nought, but little loanes 

will show it pretely welL 

V Some other crabbed Carles, 

of canckred cutthroates kinde. 
That buy whole groaues of woods at once 

and shal I speak my mind. 
What they doo meane thereby ? 

oh no sir, by the roode. 
The Collier & the poore man knowes, 

when they do buy their wood. 
T The Collyer yet to gaine, 

will play the crafiie Clowne : 
He works a knack, yet in his sack, 

when coales doo come to towne : 
But how he works that shifte, 

I pray you aske not me : 
But whe you see him shoote his coales, 

the inarke what dust you see. 
^ Another sort of clownes there are 

that line by buying come. 
That secretly vse knauish shiftes, 

that are not to be borne : 
And these are Maltmen cald : 

but what their shiftes should be, 
I need not tell, by speered Mault 

the Bnier soone will see. 

V The Bruer then, he findes 

a shifte, to make a gaine : 
But what is that ? small drinke (alas) 
doth show it too too plaine. 

V Another sort of Clownes there are, 

that droanen are by name : 
That Heards of Cattell buy at once : 
what meant thqr by the fame? 
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Oh sjr, although I know, 

I must not say my minde : 
But when the poore man buyes a Cow, 

then he the cause shall [finde.] 
^ Another sort there are, 

which some doo Grasiers call : 
And for their secret kinde of gaine, 

they are not least of all : 
But how they make theyr gaine, 

I list not to descrie : 
The Butcher, when he Buyes his Beefes, 

he better knowes the I. 
^ The Butcher too againe, 

he is no foole, I trowe : 
He findes deuioe to make a gaine, 

how euer Cattell go. 
But shaU I tell you how? 

oh sir, I must not, I : 
But marke your price & Butchers weight, 

your Beefe when you do buy. 
^ The Chaundler then, y^ of 

the Butcher Tallow buies : 
If he buy deere, then wyll he worke 

a feate in secret wise, 
To make a secret gaine : 

but what feate may that be 
I dare say nought, but some the same 

by watry lights may see. 
^ Some wealthy fellowes are, 

that trauell here and [t]here. 
And buy up almost all the WooU 

they can get euery where : 
And doo you seeke to know 

what they may meane by that? 
The Draper, when you buy your Qoth, 

can quickly tell you what 
\ Tush, many such things moe, 

I see ofte times, God wot. 
Which I would hdpe too if I could, 

but (alas) I cannot. 
Therefore, since I cannot, 

I thinke it alwayes best, 
To take good heede and hold my peace, 

for scUenoe breeds much rest. 
If Scflence, then, breede rest, 

why haue I pratled so? 
Yet haue I nothing saide, I hope, 

whereof just grutch may grow. 
Bat if against my will 

I any doo dfiend, 
I pardon crane, I spake in spofte, 

and so I make an ende. 
The lost will line upright, 

and make an honest gaine : 
And if I thinke to mend a knane, 

my labour is in vaine. 
But honest men, oreb 

what enerio they be, 
Let Comitrey, Prinoe, and frooub akme, 

and let them be for me. 
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But he that wisheth ill, 

to Countrey, Prince and freend, 
I will not keqpe his oounsaile sure, 

but rather seeke his ende : 
But els, as I am wamde, 

so doo I thinke it best. 
To medle little any way, 

and so to line at rest. 



U A solempne and repentant Prayer, for 
former life mispent 

Oh heavenly Lord, who plain doost see 

y« thoughts of ech i^fts heart : 
Who sendest some continuall plague, 

& some release of smart : 
Pittie, O Lorde, the woiull state, 

wherein I dayly stand. 
And onely for thy mercies sake, 

now hdpe me, out of hande. 
And as it was thy pleasure fyrst, 

to plague me Uius with greefe : 
So canst thou, Lorde, if thee it please, 

with speede send me rdeefe. 
I must of force oonfesse, O Lorde, 

I can it not denye, 
That I deserue these plagues and worse, 

and that continually : 
Yet doo not thou therefore on me 

thy Judgements iust extend : 
But pardon me, and graunt me grace 

my life for to amend. 
And banish (Lord) firom me, 

delights of worldly vanitie. 
And lend me hdpe, to pace the pathes, 

of perfect pietie. 
And truely so to treade the pathes, 

and in such godly wise. 
That they may bring me to the place, 

of perfect paradioe : 
And not to wander vp and downe, 

in wayes of weary wo, » 

Where wicked wOy wanton toyes, 

do leade me too and fro : 
The Sap of Sapience likes me not, 

that pleaseth not my taste : 
But fonde delight, that wicked weede, 

was all my chiefe repaste : 
Wherein, as hooke within the height, 

10 doo I plainly finde 
Some hidden poyson hxrUng lyes, 

for to infect my minde : 
But wbefefore doo I finde it now? 

beoanae, I now doo see 
That, wanting smart, I wanted gnioe, 

for to acknowledge thee. 

H2 
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But now, O Lorde, that I so sore 

doo feele thy punishment : 
I doo lament my folly great, 

and all my sinnes repent : 
And to thy heauenly throane, O Lord, 

for mercy I appeale. 
To send me (Lord) some heauSly salue, 

my greevous sores to heale. 
Bdiolde, O Lord, my sorrowes such, 

as no man dooth endure : 
And eke, my greevous sicknesse such 

as none but thou canst cure : 
And as thou art a gratious God, 

to men in misery. 
So pitty me, that thus (O Lord) 

doo pine in penurie : 



And as thou art a help to all 

that put their trust in thee : 
So (luld in this my deepe distresse) 

some comfort lend to me. 
And hold, O Lord, thy heauy hand, 

and lay thy scourge aside : 
For (Lord) the greevous smart thereof, 

I can no longer bide. 
Forgiue my sinnes, forget the same, 

bdiolde my humble heart, 
Who, onely Lord, doo trust in thee, 

for to releeue my smart : 
And after this my wretched life : 

Lord, graunt me, of thy grace, 
That I in heauen, at latter daye, 

may haue a ioyfiiU place. 
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Index, s.v. : coL a, IL 5-4,-011 this see Glossarial iDdex, 
S.M.': L z8, * irvade'—qvL 'stroade/ i,e. strewn — the 
*8' to be taken from the 'is:' L 46, ^BuUoms^^ 
bachelor's buttons. 

P. Z3, coL z, L a, *payiu ' = pains, painstaking— see 
1. 9, (from bottom) : 1. 33, ' mougki* s might : coL a, 
L 8, •PHOeard'^ filbert : L 84. « Sainct lokms wood* 
Glossarial Index, /.»., frir fiill note. 



P. Z3, coL z, 1. a6, ' lint* s= ceases : L a (from bot- 
tom), ' tack ' = instnmient for striking : ooL a, L 36, 
'AMfy'shair. 

P. Z4, coL z, L 6, *Lim Exchange* s the okt Ex- 
diange : L Z5, * gandcs * — seeon p. 6, coL z, 1. 45 : 1. 44, 
' met ' s mete : col. a, U. 9-10— see Memorial-Introduc- 
tion and Glossarial Index, s,n,, on this and other books 
named, some being contemporary : L 3 (from bottom), 
' Popyniay * s parrot-cokrar. 

P. Z5, coL z, L z5, ' tM//» ' SB fringes : ih,^ 'iaggcs* 
35 cut-work ? L 46, ' high Exchange * s new Rxchange? 
L 47, *pointes ' = tagged laces used in tying up the 
dress : L 49, 'cniworhs* = open work in linen : i^., 
*partUts ' s ruffs : L 50, ' hongraces * s bonnet, or pro- 
jecting hat or shade : 1. 5Z, * gorgets * ss kerchief, worn 
by females : L 5a, ' calks * ss net-woric coverings for the 
hair : L 53, ' crifpins ' s part of a French hood : L 54, 
'comets' s coronets : »^., 'HUamcnts * v habiliments : 
coL a, L 37, ' lobcohe ' » lubber. 

P. z6, coL z, L Z4, 'tcii«fvai ' SB whereat, it/repunUr: 
L z8, *faUherU* =» patch-work? c(^ a, 1. 5, 'tomlyng* 
a tolling, taking toll : 1. 4Z, ' Chatting Peascods ' s 
chewing shells of peas. 

P. zy, coL z, L 4, ' Si^ * s a kind of satin : L 6, 
'pefiniatye '—see on p. Z4, ooL a, L 3 (from bottom) : 
L 7, * Crmell* s ball— still in use in Scotland : L 1$, 
'Points '—tee on p. Z5, coL z, L 47. 



P. z8, ooL z, 1. Z5, ' steares* — the Lancashire and 
Yorkshire pronunciation of ' stairs ' still : coL a, L aa, 
* thorn * as then— M conversely elsewhere. 

In Dispigbt of FANaE, pp. Z8-Z9. 

P. z8, coL a, L z, 'Jtaunte a Jtaunte ' — see Glossarial 
Index, J. v., for a full note : 1. 7, ' Shales * ss shells. 

P. Z9, coL z, L 39, ' monte * = blockhead : coL a, 
L38, 'Inst* s desires. 

The LAMENTAaoN or Fancib. 

P. a6, coL z, L 19, * monghtst * ^^mightest: L 5 
(from bouom), 'pache* s get off. 

A Farewell to Fancie, pp. aa-a3. 

P. aa, col. z, 1. zo, * Patch ' » fool : L za, 'catch ' 3: 
cheating trick : L Z3, ' Nodcohe * s shnpleton : coL a, 
L 3a, 'ir/'— see on p. 6, ooL z, L Z3 : L 35, 'JUmnt a 
JIannt '—we Otossarial Index, s,v. 



The Toyes, etc. 

•A pretty Dittie,' etc P. 34, L 33, 'chopping* ^^ 
variant of or with ' change. ' 

'A Dolorous Discourse,' eta P. a^, ool. z, L zo, 
'God wot* ss 'God he knowes,' p. a6, ooL z, L z8: 
L Z3, ' mom^ * s might, as before, and see coL a, L 5, 
etc, etc: L Z5, ' hent* ^t/dtcA: L z6, 'discrie*^ 
describe: L az, *yrhesome*_=wom out? L 34, 'kUi' 
swoe : L 33, ' vnntmeath '= underneath : L 38, ' taq^ ' 
= weigh : coL a, L z6, ' name * =b numb : L aB, ' Af- 
j/!r»if^A/' s distraught, distracted: L 4Z, ' swelte* ^ 
swoon. Cf., Spenser, F. Q., iv. vii. 9 : 1. 4a, 'hill* m. 
in— with the luckless 'h'prdbed: ih.^'hoppe* ^\iapt, 

P. a6, ooL z, L ao, ' what* s hot ' t A Gentleman 
being,' etc coL a, L Z5, ' Whay* » whey: L 18, 
'mcMled* = diseased : 1. Z9, < TapworU* » a Und of 
vegetable soup? L 34, 'care/nil' = frill of care. 

' Y In the latter end,' etc. P. ay, coL z, L Z5, 'ftrecU 
at wo my maw ' = did make me fret inwardly : L zy, 
*talhe* = bank. ' ^ The same,' etc. L 8, 'atwo' = 
in two : ooL a, 1. 36, ' ilau ' s blazon, publish abroad. 

• % A pretty gyrd,' etc P. a8, col, z, 1. zs, • list * ss 
choose : L ao, 'gaye * =* gay, i.e, gaiety : or qu. ' guy' 
s any absurdity : ' ^ It chaunced,' etc. coL z, L 3, 
* sinche and syce * — see Glossarial Index, s.v, : col. a, 
L Z4. 'fye and mayne'—ihid.: L a6, ' Roysters* =^ 
ioyst e i ei s : L 38, ' ths^ trees * — gallows, i.#. fl • ^ 4^* 
'had /wist' — ^see Glossarial Index, s.v,, for other ex- 
amples of this.phrase. 

P. a9, coL z, L 7, ' tronling * ^ trolling. ' An other 
Dittie,' etc L 6, ' Robin Hoode and UttU John '—see 
Glossarial Index, s.n, : t 7, 'httpe^* etc,,— a still living 
provert>ial saying : I ao, ' ccgge ' • cog, cheat : 1. as, 
'cntters of a card' — see Glossarial Index, s,v, : coL a, 
L zz, 'hob or nai '« haveor have not See Nares, s.v, : 
' m An other time,' etc 1. a, ' rechlesse * « careless. 

P. 30, ooL z, L zo, 'smally* - little : L aa, 'Ales* - 
Alice : L a6, 'partUts* - ruffs : 1. 38, * Cock * - cock- 
sure, f.«. sure as the crowing of a cock at the break of 
day? (meo periculo) : ooL a, L 3, ' Gis* —Jesus (cor- 
rupted) — see Hamlet, iv. Z5. 

P. 3Z, col. a, L Z9, ' Baldictnm ' — balducturo, paltry, 
poor. 

'Not long after,' etc P. 3a, col a, L 9, ' Scabbe' 
— poor wretch. 

' ^ A verse,' etc. P. 33, col a, I z (heading), is mis- 
printed * Extompore ' in the original 

' ^ A comparison,' etc. P. 34, col a, I 5, ' loohes,' 
etc,, — another living proverbial saying : I 7, ' toyes,' etc,, 
ibid. * If A dolorous discourse' I Z5, ' Breares' — 
briars, thorns. ' ^ A letter,' etc I z, 'leese' — lose. 

• ^ A Gentleman,' etc P. 37, col z, I 4. 'ofU' — 
soon, quickly. ' ^ Some other,' etc. I zy, 'giglet ' — 
wanton wench : I az, 'wriight' — write 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



•f A pretty,' etc. P. 38, coL i. L 7. * bid' - 
coanted. 

* IF The meaning/ etc P. 39, coL x, L 5. * P^* ' — 
plat (see L 17) : col a, L a, 'kyiding* — menial or hire- 
ling. 

P. 40, coL z, L x6. I have pat these ticks to 

indicate that a leaf is here lacking. The catch-word is 
'And,' whereas the next page in the exemplar begins 
'Holding.' The context also shows that the lady 
' holding a Citteme in her hand ' has been previously 
dcMribed. Curiously enough, Brydges in the ' Heli- 
cooia ' reprint did not notice this unfortunate loss : 
L 46, ' cprtiy ' » corro si ve. So Ben Jonson, ' I send 
nor bahns nor cornuis to your wound ' (Underwoods, 
xhr. An Ode) : coL a. L z8, ' wJUrtas ' — whereat, it 
/Intfmmttr, 

P. 41, coL z, L 9 (from botton^), 'safi-comdmct* — 
noticeable verb : coL a, L 96, ' tang* — strong taste : 
L 48, ' say ' — a specimen — see Nares, s.v, 

P. 49, coL z, L z8 (from bottom), 'omrikwart* — 



P. 43, col, 9, L zo, *Jlai* i- poiMve, abiohxie— lee 
alao p. 47, ooL z, 1. 95. 



P. 44, coL z, L 33, ' 7%/ imckt of Hwu* 
morial^Introdui^on and GkMsarial Index, i,v. 



Me- 



P. 45, coL z, L Z5, ' Btar§ '—misprinted in original 
'Beort-: ooL 9, L 8, ' /AtM& ' - I tazried at 

P. 46, ooL z, L 8 (from bottom), 'fnitnd ' - stretch 
to, or » portend? See p. 48, coL z, L 97. 

P. 48, col. z, L 94, ' FrmoitUaU* ^ prog n osticate : 
ooL 9, L 9, ' Homkead* — Inn sign, more commonly 
'Nag's head:' L Z4, ' A/m/ ' - drest. with affixt ' a.' 

P.49,ooL9, 'tA pretytoye,' etc, L x6, *ChoUiof 
ek4mgi*—9»t Gk)8aarial Index, #.v. on this : last line, 
'^wif'-Ithink. 

P. 50, 06L z, last Une of poem, ' ktki ' - like, by 
of riiync 



P. 5x, coL z, L 8, • Fnpla ' — pupils : 1. 25, ' mr- 
presstd* « kept quiet and obedient : col. 2. 1. 5, *pay ' 
i- re-pay, punish — ^in Scotland stiU used, pronounced as 
if spelled ' pey ' and as substantive — pay, pays or 
punishments, t,g., with stmp on palm of hand : L 97, 
' comsUr ' — construe. 

P. 59, ool, z, L Z5, *Ust' ^ choose : L Z5 (from bot- 
tom), ' DumHcMS ' — dunse— eheu 1 from Duns Sootus : 
coL 9, L Z7, ' bimlder ' — see Glossarial Index, s.v. 



P. 53, coL z, L z, ' longs * — belongs : col. 2, 1. 12. 
'wf7/'-welL 

P. 54, coL z, 1. 6, '/rernfji!^' — pruning: 'The 
Answer,' L 4, ' roodi ' — cross : coL 9, 1. 90. ' moms ' — 
- nonce : ' IT A Letter.' etc (heading), 1. 7, ' Lettis ' - 
Lettioe— a frequent English Christian name 

P. 55, coL z, ' Y A Ditty,' etc, L zz, 'snttdge' == 
curmudgeon : coL 9, L Z3, ' midUmg ' — skulking : 
1. 3^ ' Coystrd* - mean feUow? 1. 37, ' Aly' - red by 
drinking overmuch ale 

P. 56, 06L z, L 4, '/t/i' — polled. i.e. bare, empty. 

P. 57, ooL 9, L 4, '<fM(«rad<r'~misprinted 'dis- 
oemde' in the original : L 8, ' lurt ' = hear : 1. ^,* set 
ky* M Ugfaly thought of : L 99, ' rw ' a lament 

P. 58, ooL z, L Z4, *feaU* — feat, contrivance— <:f. 
p. 59, 06L z, D. 94, 96, : L 95, * dtsery* — describe 
L Z3 (from bottom), ' disiasdt ' — uneasy or troubled 
L zo (from bottom), *fUckts ' =3 tricks, deceptions 
ooL ft, L 6, 'Mumis ' « runs up and down : or qu. » 
haants? L Z3, 'Myttg* ■- tolling, levying charges: 
1. X9k *gn&U'^ grit : L 98, ^pnUly ' » prettily : L 30. 
' Hnit* a kin : L 43, ' shoot ' =3 deUuer by potning out 
of the waggon down into the cellar : L 5Z, * sptertd* » 
barred? «.«. withheld. See Gk>ssarial Index, s.v. 



P. 59, 06L z, L 4, 'jfiii^r'— supplied instead of the 
misreading of 'see' in the original : L zz, *Bafts*^ 
corresponding to ' muttons ' applied to sheep : L 99, 
' ^ar^ ' IB buys : 06L 9, ' ^ A solempne,' etc, L 8, *out 
ofktmd ' » immediately. 



P. 6o,ooLft,Lz, 'Avitf' 
Index, #.v. 



cast down 



Glossarial 
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NOTE. 

This ' Pilgrimage to Paradise' is one of various memorials of an interesting friendship between 
Breton and the Sidne^rs. On this see our Memorial-Introduction. Our exemplar is that in the 
British Museum, bought at Jolley's Sale for £y>, Hebei^s copy is now at BritwelL There have been 
curious mistakes of the ' Pilgrimage ' for another of Breton's poems which was published in our own 
day and received as by the Countess of Pembroke, 

' Sidney's sister, Pembroke's mother.' 

See, as before. Black-letter : 55 leaves. Our Notes and Illustrations to the 'Pilgrimage' are 
as follow :^ 



Epistije-dedicatory, p. 4, L 4, ' Duekisu of VrHua ' 
aUrfaino— but which of the illustrious fiunily? 

To THE Gentlemen studumis, p. ^— note spelling 
with ' i : ' ool. X, 1. 4, * discrtet' ^^^acamng : col. a, 1. a, 
'WTMJr'aweijKhed : Postscript, p. 4. See on this semi- 
disdaimer ofBrUons bawtr of deUgkts our Memorials 
Introduction. 

Letter op Dr. Case to Breton, p. 5, coL x, 1. 3. 
* PaUua of fUasurt* — a gird at Painters 'Palace of 
Pleasure ' 1506, many editions : ooL 2, L X5, ' Hncturt : ' 
defined by GuiUim 'a variable hew of Arroes.' Dr, 

2'okm Com, physician, was of Woodstock, Oxfordshire. 
[e b author of ' The Praise of Musicke ' (1586), in 
En|;lish, and of an ' Apologia ' of the same ' sweete arte ' 
in Latin (1588) ; also of various Latin treatises on Aris- 
totle, etc. He died in z6oa William Gager wrote 
'Vlysses Redvz' a tra^v (158a), and 'Kivales' a 
oomedy (1583), and 'Dido and ' Mdeager/ tragedies 



(uiiprinteid(,-Hdl in Latin. Specimens of a'MS. of Poems 
by him are given by Dyoe in his Greene and PMle (z86z, 

SK safpO. He was vicar-general to the diocese of Ely. 
'tmry Frice (coL a) wrote 'Epicedium in Obitum 
iUttStnssimi Herois Henrid Comitis Derbiensis.' 1503. 
He was of St. John's College, Oxford. See Memorial- 
Introduction on all these further. 

The Pilgrimage to Paradise : p. 6, coL x, L 5. 
'WMii^'s weaned; ool. a, 1. 19, * wktreas* ^^hextax \ 
L 91, * liost'zzlesx: 1. 30, 'faiM7'= causeway. 

p. 7, ooL I, 1. a, 'iS^'stoo — andsoy^MiR/rr.' L 3, 
'Mn»irilr'= shrunk: 1. za, * white* =-maik — an archery 
term : L ^o, 'ptrlous* = perilous : coL 2, L 9, *vaiiu* 
=: vein : 1. 46, * ovtr-gonmt ' = gone-over. 

P. 8, coL z, 1. 4, *Mr:' misprinted 'his* in original : 
1. z8, * iSr/'s hindrance : 1. 90 ' Frimces'^pnnceu : L 23, 
' 4^^ ' B adorned : I. 43, * ckarify ' == warily : coL 2, 
1. Z5, '5#mf/(xwf«r'== half-bulls or bull-like creatures? 
1. aa, 'av/'=todraw *cuts' or lots? L 98, 'smtv.*' mis- 
printed 'where' in original: 1. 99, * Cutnty' Bicoay or 
rabbit : L 35, ' quechy ' s queachy, swampy : 1. 38, ' car- 
rtim ' B carrion : 1. 4a, ' Acj>^'=hops — plant so named. 

P. 9, col. a, 1. II, 'So'— qu. 'To'? 

P. zo, col. I, I. ^, * ladt' — note a feminine term used 
of a male : col. 2, 1. 12, '/mm/ 's foolish : I 29, *boote'— 
advantage. 

P. zz, col. z, 1. 7, * embasid' ^caAi down : L 39, *witk 
hamnurs of his head,' So Dr. Giles Fletcher in his 
' Rising to the Crowne of Richard the Third ' (Z593) twice 
has the phrase, as thus :— 

' So itill a crowne did hammer im w^ htad^ 

and 
' Blood and revenge did hammer in my head* 

(See mv editions of Licia, etc., in Fuller Worthies' 
Librarv Miscellanies and in the just delivered 'Occasional 
Issue.') Col. 2, 1. 3, 'sufriser: ' jiV=ssurpriser : 11. 53-4, 



'jAfvufAr'sshrunk, andcf. OBp. 7, ooL z, L3: 'iromche 
=trunk. 

p. za, coL x, 1. 35, *kimdliM[ ^o/ir'sgatbering-coal. 
placed overnight to be ready for the morning : L 50. 
' ^0ffil/«f'— misprinted 'Worthees' in the orighial : 
ooLa,L 19. 'Mu(i«'=brawii — muscular parts of the body 
sunken : 1. 28, '^nviir 's= grind their teeth onThard] crusts. 

P. X3, col. X, L z5, *to:' misprinted 'of* in ori^[inal : 
L 96, '^atavy ' ss sticky : coL 9. L Z4 *minstmg'^ 



mincing ; 1. 96, * heare' sshajx i so p. Z4, coL z, L 
L 39, *fv4aiMf/j'=s transition-form of 'ribaldry:* L 47. 
'wUh:' miapnnted 'which' in the original : ooL a, 1. ay. 
' Ajfl/'s signed— ^^v^iMit/rr.* L 33, 'jta/Al'sibol: L 40. 
'ceau'^teute. 

P. z^. coL 2, 1. 8, * Btumauemture :* misprinted here 
in original with a small ' b : ' but see p. z6, coL a, 1. 38, 
sThe Good Adventure: 1. az, 'ru^'=anchor: L a4. 
' MaameB 'sheaven, /requamter, 

P. z6, col. X, L z6 *had I wisU*^\aA I fordmown 
— a frequent Breton and Davies of Hereford phrase : 
coL a, L Z4, ' tf* ^qS, freqmetiUr : 1. z8, 'riffytmffy'^ 
apparently ssoonfusedlv with clamour: 1. az, 'ia«M' = 
boatswain: L 22. * cookerowu' =^cooVrTw>vci i *rie'=Tow, 
fun : ' hegane ' is misprinted ' beganre ' in the original : 
L 93, *all and some —as a whole and individually — 
freautmttr: L 43, 'Aanf^'s heard. 

P. xy, col. z,l. 9 from bottom 'Jl/arilair«/r'=Macfaia- 
velli, s. frequenter: col. 9, 1. xa, 'i«ri«f'= pushes or 
thrusts: L 39, *a chalhe' =6i^3i chalk-marked on back 
of doors, etc. 

P. z8, ooL z, 1. xo, ' Moffin^ and mowing' ^grimacing 
and grinning : cot a, 1. 3, 'mtnions'ss^nenn (vicious) : 
it. * mannittg' =addTtaine fhemstiives to 'men' as in 
the feasts and sports under the ' manning-tree : ' see 
HaUiwell s. v. 

P. Z9, col. z, 1. 6, * otterseene' ^misXaken, deceived : 
1* 33i TSwtem'as neatness : coL a, L zo, *frouaunte'= 
provision : L 34, * canuassados' ^stnkc in fencing. 

P. ao, col. z. 1. 35, '//9/'=plan, so 1. 44 : ooL 3. L az. 
'frefnmtd: ' note speUing of ' perfumed.' 

P. 9Z. col. 2, L z6, 'f0v//'=wool : L 28, '^^«^'=like. 
by stress of rhyme. 

P. 22. coL z, 1. 2, from bottom, ' (7r)t7i/'= graced. 

P. 23, col. z. 1. 36, '//(uAcf 'spuddles : col. 2, I. q8, 
' grieMy' =^gnczy : or qu. — grizsly or dark ? 1. 50, *faruel' 
=s burden or pads : L 51, 't0^'=weigh. 

P. 34, col. z, 1. 36, ' candles of the night:' So Shake- 
speare, 'these biased candles of the night' (Mer. of 
Venice, v. z.) and 'night's candles are burnt out' (R. 
and J. iii. 5). 

P. 96, coL 2, I 19, '^o0/^A'=advantageth: 1. 30, 
'i«antf'= hairs, as before: L 3Z, *i/<^/j'= debts: 1. 45, 
' ifijiftu^ ' s disturbed. 

P. a8, col. X, L Z9, ' once : ' misprinted ' one ' in the 
original. — G. 



THE 



PILGRIMAGE TO PARA- 



DISE, lOYNED WITH THE 



Countesse of Penbrookes loue, compiled 



in verse by Nicholas Breton 



Gentleman. 



Cehtm virtutis patria. 



vlt^S 



At Oxford printed, by lose^k Barnes, and are to be solde in 
Paules Church-yeard, at the signe of the Tygres head. 1592- 



V. 




TO THE RIGHT HONOVRABLE VERTV- 
OVS, AND WORTHY LADIE, THE LADIE MARY 

Countesse of Penbrooke, continuall health 

with etirnaU happinesse. 

|IGHT noble Lady, whose rare venues, the wise xk> lesse honour, then the learned admire, and the honest 
seme : how shall I, the abiect of fortune, vnto the obiect of honour, presume to offer so simple a present. 
as the poeticall discourse of a poore pilgrimes tiauaile ? I know not how, but, with ialling at the 
feete of your fiuiour, to amue pardon for my imperfection : who hath redde of the Dnchesse of Vrbina, 
may sale, the Italians wrote wd : but who knowes the Countesse of Penbrooke, I thinke hath cause to write 
better : and if she had many followers? haue not you mo seruants? and if they were so mindfull of their fieiuours : 
shall we be forgetfull of our dueties ? no, I am assured, that some are not ignorant of your worth, which wiU not 
be idle in your seniioe : that wiU make a title but a tittle, where a line shall put downe a letter : and if shee haue 
reodned her right in remembrance, yon must not haue wrong in being forgotten : if shee were the honour of 
witte, you are the comfort of discretion, if shee were the fieiuourer of learning, you are the mainteiner of Arte, and 
if she had the beauty of Nature, you beautifie Nature, with the blessing of the spirite : and in sunune, if shee 
had any true pexfection to be spoken of, you haue many mo truly to be written of : which amfig aU, the least 
able to iudge of, and of all, the very least woprthy, in your fiuioar to write of, your poore vnworthy named poet, who by 
the indiscretion of his youth, the malice of enuy, and the disgrace of ingratitude, had vtterly perished (had not the 
h&d of jrour honor reniued the hart of humility) will not so bury in the graue of obliuion, but that your deserued 
ftune, shall so sounde in the eares of honouraUe hearts, that, if I spake, more then I male, the ludgement of the 
wise, and the tongues of the learned, I know wiU no lease deere me of flattery, then wish, a minde of more perfection, 
to be emploied in your seruice : to condude, I beseech you so fiuiour my labour, and to looke on the worke, thinke 
not of the mines of Troie, but hdpe to builde vp the walles of lerasalem : which figure, if it aeeme obscure, let the 
poore pOgrime, that seeketh PiEuradise, finde heauen the better by your fauour : to the comfort of which, committing 
vnder heauen, the hope of my hearts happinesse with humble prayer for your eternal! prosperitie, I rest in no lesse 
bonnden duety, then humble seruice 

Your Ladishifps vuv»rtky named Pott 

NICHOLAS BRETON. 



To the Gentlemen studients and Scholers of Oxforde. 



GENTLEMEN, lam perswaded, yet wiU thimkt it 
mot a little Jolly im mt, to haut tntrtd into so 
great a prtsumption^ as, ktfort tht tits of so many dis- 
crttt iudgtments, to aduenture theprtsst, with the simple 
fruites of my imperfect labours, Ytt when I remtmhtr, 
that vtrtut is the honour of all artts, and that my Muse 
hath not altogether straitd, from the straint of that diuime 
humor, I will rather hopt of your vndtstrued fauours, 
then loohe for my dtsart in the contrary : the occasion, 
thai made mu first enter into this action, was to acquaint 
the honest mindts of vtrtuous dispositions, with tht 
heauenly Meditations, of an honourable Lady, the wtaht 



discount whereof, farrt short S>f her worthines, in true 
worth truely weide, I hone heere rather aduenturtd to 
the correction of the learned ^ then els where woulde home 
passed to tht commendation of the ignorant : giue me 
then leaue, with this bookt to honour her : and for all 
other I wiU be ready to carie them after any of you, in 
witnes whereof, I haue hereto subscribed my name, this 
12th ofAprill 1593. 

A poore wdl wilier to 
your worthines 

NICHOLAS BRETON. 



r^ ENTLEMEN there hath beeneof late printed in London by one Richarde loanes, a printer, abooke of english verses, 
^^ entituled Bretons bower of deli^Us: I protest it was donne altogether without my consent or knowledge, and 
many thinges of other mens mingled with a few of mine, for except Amoris Lachrima : an epitaphe vpon Sir Phillip 
Sydney, and one or two other toies, which I know not how he vnhappily came by, I haue no part of any of thS : 
and so I beseech yce assuredly bdeeue. 



A 



TO MY HONEST TRVE FRIENDE 

Master Nicholas Breton. 



IT is a needelesse thing (friend Bretam) in these our 
daies to reutue the olde art of looing, seeing there 
are already so many courts of Venus, so many Palaca of 
pUasurtt so many pamphlets or rather huge volumes of 
wantO loue and dallanoe. lliis were to put fire to flaxe 
and to o£fer softe bleeding harts as sacrifice to Cupids 
bowe and arrowes. But I mistake your meaning, the 
ondy title of your booke WLoug, and the obiect Htautm, 
Lomt is the name, but God is the marke and matter at 
which it aimeth. This Laui quelleth and kiUeth Loue, 
and yet is Lmu not the Loue of Martha, but the Lout of 
Mary who loued much, who loueth Christ This Lout 
made Mary Magdalens teares, and maketh the best Mary 
lining to asoende to lenualtm and there to seeke her louer 
in the Temple. But finding him not among the Doctors 
shee taketh the wings of an Eagle, and in her sacred 
thoughts flieth abooe the Sunne, neuer ceasing to seeke, 
tin shee haue founde her Loutr, Loe beere is Lome, and 
beere is labour, but the labour is Ught, where the loue is 



great. For the hart there onely liueth, where it loueth. 
Maruell not therefore if this louelie Lady become a pil- 
grime vpon earth, and passe the sea, and wildemesse of 
this worlde, till shee enioyeth her Loue, But, to be 
short (fiiend Breton) because this booke of yours touch- 
ing the Loue and pilgrimage of that pearelesse Lady is 
as a christal of iruihes wel knowen vnto me, I am both 
in respect of your selfe whom I loue and fauour, and 
also in duty towardes her, whom I seme and honour, 
most willing to subscribe vnto it. Your wit, pen, and 
art therein sounde well together. The song is sweete, 
the ditty sweeter, but that rare Pheenix is the sweetest 
Pkeenix, whom your wit, pen and art can but wiSl 
shadow with all your Muses : for as an image is but an 
image, and the tincture of any thing is not the substance 
thereof, so the coulours of her honours are in your booke, 
but the life of her vertue is in her selfe. 

Your friend in true kindnes 

John Case M,D. 



Gulidmi Gageri legom Doctoris in Nicolai Bret- 
toni Peregrinantim carmen. 

DVM, Pereg rin antem cantas, quem non Gula tardet, 
Non vrat Liuor, non brems ira furor : 
Quem non S^gnities, non Fastus, ft Ardor habendi, 

Noo capiat nitidis blanda Libido genis : 
Non aduosa premant, noo vitse gaudia iallant. 

Recto quaerentem te. Paradise, gradu : 
Minmdum plan^ cantas, sed carmine tali, 
Vt sit mirandus qui canit, & canitur. 

In iiusdem AmanUm, 

SIC Peregrinantem sfaigis, sic pingis Amantem, 
Vt Perq;rinantis sit Pttvgrinus amor : 
Ore fiiuere omnes, sacer est amor iste, pudensque, 

Nobilis, ft vulgi conditione procul : 
Quae tibi Musarum talem dictault amorem, 
Brettdne, ft tantem suppeditavit opem : 
Quae Dea ? non hominem vox hsec sonat, t D«a oert^. 
Non miror aacro quod sacra fonte fluant. 

Miraris (ree wUra) canai tam mulia Brtiomus 
Quomodo tam facile, 6* tam heme cmlta camai f 
Immitamte camit, camii ifupiramte Minerua ; 

Mulia himc tamfacili, 6* tam heme culia eamit. 
Qui camitimuitdt camit auersante Minerua, 

Aut mikil, amt nikili, muda, vel vda camit, 
Rsto Minerua tuis Dea tutelaris Athemis, 
Rt tiH vel laiitams modua sacra cames. 

Some sooffe at all that write, write not at all. 
Some write, but to finde &ult with them that write : 
Some ballat-makers scome, and soome by right. 
Except they wince, because they feele the gall. 



At rimers some, (6 poore worde) cast their gall. 
Cast gall and all in such minde well they might : 
Some through melancholy, or riuaU spite, 
All Poets sdeigne, or some no Pdets call. 

Avaunt such scoffing, sin default, scorning spirits. 
Or let our writers, ballat-makers, rimers : 
In her owne mony pay Lycambes merits. 

Poets fly higher, then such pety climers. 
Let this suffice, that Breton is a Poet, 
Shee saide it, we subscribe it, his bookes shew it. 

Mira Guarda. 

IN NICOLAI BRETONI EAN- 

dem peregrinantem & amantem rrrpaarixoy, 

Henrici Pricei. 

QVyE modo fecit iter, iam cetpit amare, quid hoc est f 
Hoc est. lUud amat quo modo fecit iter 
Huic in dux Brettone via, comes ilia, quid hoc est f 
Hoc est. Im portu est duxq. comesq. suo. 

Ad Lectorem, 

Bella Maro oecinit, lasciuam Naso puellam 
Dissimili hie canitur miles, amorque modo : 

Non animalb homo est quem sic in praslia tnidit 
Non est lasciuus virginis huius amor. 

Transiius est animae per mille pericula cam is, 
Diuinique nouum tradit amoris opus. 



S 



Idem ad Autkorem, 

it pietas victrix, Deus est virtutis amator 
Talia dum recolis, vine Bretone, vale. 
Sol gloria lucis. 
FINIS. 



THE PILGRIMAGE TO PARADISE. 




|ROM an those courses of a vaine conceit 
Where vertue proues her honor hath no 

place, 
Vnto the Sunne of that bright shining 
hdghte : 
Where all the graces hane their highest grace, 
My Muse is weande by wisedomes sounde aduise. 
To make her pilgrimage, to paradise. 

Whidi pilgrimage, is not, as poets fiUne 
Nor pknish people, blindely doe conceiue : 
A kinde of waike, that worldly wealth may gaine, 
Wberdjy the deuill, doth the worlde deceine : 
Bat, tis a waIke, of ondy vertues will. 
And to be foimde, but by the spirits skOL 

Now, they that must this trauaile take in hande. 
Are ondy fine, ecfa differente in theue nature. 
Which, with consent, doe all contented stand. 
To yedd theire seruice, to one ondy creature : 
By whom they are vnto theire comforte led : 
And, as hee &res, are found, aliue or dead. 

Now lies this walke, alonge a wildemes, 
A forrest, ful of wild, and crud! beastes : 
The earth vntilde, the fruit vnhappines. 
The trees all hollow, full of howletes nestes. 
The aier vnholsome, or so foule infected : 
As, harddy restes, that may not be reiected. 

But to goe on with my intended tale 

Fiue seruants, ledde by one chiefe lord, there were : 

Which, all were swome in dther bb'sse,'or bale, 

Thdr masters fortune, faithfully to beare : 

And so resolu'de, to see, their seruice done, 

On gods good speed their trauaile thus begonne. 

The lorde and Master, first the Muses called. 
And bad them stay, thdr stra)ring kinde of Musing : 
Whose pure concdte, their spirits so afftdled. 
As made them haue, their humors in refusing : 
And make their state, but on that only story, 
That was the grace, of their etemall glory. 

Then gaue a charge to euery one, aparte. 
To keepe the compasse of a true concdte : 



What euery one should haue for her desart, 

That, to her hope, could keepe the high waie strdght : 

And then his seruants, soundely did aduise, 

How they shoulde finde the path to paradise. 

The first, his chaige, was ondy but to see. 

What best might please, and what might worst offend : 

What obiects might but all as abiects be, 

What harme to scape, what honour to attende : 

A&rre, neare hand, each side, before, behinde. 

How best to guide a pure, and perfect minde. 

The seoonde calde, his charge was but to heare, 
In sweetest sounds, whidi was the soundest sweete : 
What graces might, in Musickes grounde appeare. 
And where the honors of the humors meete : 
What careful! notes, doe comfort best condude. 
While Sirens songes, doe but the soule defaide. 

The third then calde, was charg'd to take the sent. 
Of euery flower and heibe, within the fidde : 
Which might but grow whereas their graces went. 
What fauoure might, the sweetest profit yedde : 
And what might hurt, least that the braine displeased. 
The body might perhaps be all diseased. 

The fourth then calde, did take his charge, to tast. 
Of euery fruite, that should become thdr foode : 
What beast might nourish, and might sweetest last. 
And, in their trauaile most might doe them good : 
How sweete with sower, might best be tempred so. 
As t'one the tother might not well forgoe. 

Then came the fifte, who tooke his charge to fiede, 
The graudde causey from the hollow grounde : 
How best the toe, might trust vnto the hede, 
When settled fiuth had surest footing founde : 
And so by leasure finde, where sweetdy lies. 
The loudy path, that leades to paradise. 

When thus ech one, had leamM what to doe. 
Instructed by the guide vnto thdr grace : 
Weying the worth, they were to walke vnto. 
Willing, and longing, to beholde the place. 
Onwards they passe, but with two poore attendanntes. 
And, (on the earth) but with two poore deliendaimtiet. 
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Their cariage was, but an vnwildy tmnke, 
Whefein to neare their trash, was laied their treasure, 
With weight whereof, their shoulders often thruncke. 
Before they came, vnto their place of pleasure. 
But let that passe, vntill the time be cunune 
To make the reckening of a Roial summe. 

But to goe on as I did first intend. 

To ten the course of these resoluM creatures. 

To take a trauaHe, that should neuer ende, 

A note, aboue the reache of r!arthly natures : 

Lo, thus it was, at least as he did write. 

That seemde he winckt not, when he hit the white. 

Ak>ng the waike, the walke, alas to long, 
Amidde the haples hils, and dolefull dales : 
Where sighes and sobs, doe sound but sorrows song, 
While sweetest truthes are crost by sorie tales : 
And daikest doudes, are dapt before the sunne, 
These wary creatures, haue their waie begunne. 

A path vnpleasant where no pleasure was, 
That earthly people easdy might perceiue : 
A passage harde, and narrow for to passe. 
But for the life, that of his life tooke leaue : 
To passe the lake where death, and sorrow lies. 
And kill them both to come to paradise. 

Wherein no sooner were they all set forth. 
With resolution neuer to retume : 
There did appeare a light of little worth, 
A mocking ioie, whose ende was but to mome : 
Vpon the left hand, of this selly creature, 
Venus, fiure painted with her finest feature. 

Who, wanUng nothing that might wd adome 
A cunning dame, to compasse her desire : 
With looke askaunce, as if shee had in scome. 
A meaner hope, then might a heauen aspire : 
With strange deuises of a world of toies. 
Would stoope his passage to his further ioies. 

And Yp she standes a tipto, in her state. 

As, if the earth too base were for her feete : 

With such a glannce, as if shee had in hate. 

That lesse then Monarches, should her presence meete ; 

When, with such smiles, so neare this walke she went. 

As made them wonder what the vision ment. 

When he, that first had taken charge to view. 
What might their trauaile hinder or auaile : 
Finding that in his sight a dimnes grew. 
Whereby the cleemes of his sence might fiule : 
Feding the humor, growe vnto an itche, 
Beganne to feare the wonder was a witch. 

When of the sodaine, holding vp his hande, 
Betwixte his sight, and this same perlous thing : 
Hauing no leasure, on his thoughtes to stande. 
What issue would, of this ill humor spring. 
Went on alonge and kepte his walke aright, 
Vntill this vision vanisht out of sight. 



When on the right hand fonrthwith did appeare, 
Diana, shee of whom the poets writ : 
A dame of state, yet with such smiling cheere. 
As shewd, where kindenes did with honor sit : 
Who with her nimphes, appardd all in white. 
Did seeme to pure an obiect for his sight. 

When fearing, that the poets did not fiedne. 
That did set forth Diana for diuine : 
When in her Beauty was so bright a vaine. 
As seemde, that Phoebus on her fiaice did shine : 
Betwixt his sight, and this concduM sunne. 
Hdde vp his hande, ere any hurte was donne. 

And thus betwixt first Venus then Diane, 
Onwardes he goes, his right intended way. 
And noting wdl what he had vndertane. 
And that a stoppe might cause to longe a staie, 
Keeping the path, looking on neither side. 
He followes on his best belouM guide. 

When, walking on. his hopM happy way, 
Vpon the left hande rose a sodaine sounde. 
Which might haue beene a most vnhappy staie. 
But that a sodaine remedy was found. 
For he that knew her M usicke was a diarme. 
His hearing stopt, for feare of ftuther harme. 

And this was he that had the charge to heare. 
And harken soundly to each secret sounde. 
What noise might not by any meanes cum neare. 
And where the Muses soone woulde be aground, 
Who hauing heard but how her harpe was stronge. 
Would not vouchsafe the hearing of her songe. 

But when shee saw how hardly shee was vsed. 
Her Beauty first barde from the walke of blisse, 
And then her Musicke so in skome reftised, 
As idle noise, wherdn no honor is, 
Awaie shee went all angry as shee was. 
And left the poore man. on his waie to passe. 

When, on the right hand of the soddne rose. 
An other sound, but of a deeper sweete. 
Where sure Diana, with her Nimphes had chose 
The ground of grace where all the Muses meete, 
To shew the world the heauenly harmony. 
Where Nightingales, doe make a company. 

When hee that heard the sweetnes of the sound. 
Fearing what hurt might quickly growe vpon it. 
If once his Muse, vnhapply might be drownde, 
In worides delight, ere wit had ouergonne it. 
The hearing stopt, of his vnworthy sence : 
Of such a sound, of such an excdknce. 

But when Diana plainly gan to find. 

That one of all the world, had warning tooke : 

For connming neere vnto Acteons kinde. 

And that her siluer sound was so forsooke. 

Away shee went, but yet, with this sweet blessing, 

Vertue is plac'd where pride may not be pressing. 
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When these were gon, that might haue stopte his waie, 

Had he not kepte the course of better care, 

A new devise, againe to breede his staie. 

Came Flora forth, with all hlr fairest ware, 

La3ring abroad the wardrope of her wealth. 

Her fairest flowers, and fittest herbes for health. 

But he that had the charge to take the sente, 
Of euerie sauoure, both the sower and sweete, 
Knowing what best might comforte or contente, 
How, weedes were all to tread but vnder feete, 
The holsome sauoure to his seniice vsed, 
And faire flourd weedes, as poison foule refused. 

Bat when that Flora, saw her great disgrace : 
WitherM with griefe, she shrunke into the ground. 
And, (as it seemed) displeased with the place. 
For that so little iauour their she found : 
She lets him goe, vntill anone he met. 
An other Lady, with an other let. 

And this was she, of whom the Poets writ, 
Ceres the Princes of the Pesaunts treasure. 
Who both for tast, and eke for hanger fit. 
Did ondy woHlc, but for the bellies pleasure : 
Who, with a comu oopia, sweetely dight. 
Would stale the spirit with the flesh delight. 

But he that had the charge, to take a tast 

Of every froit» whereon they were to feede. 

What soone would rot, and what woald longest last. 

And what would prone the sweetest foode indeede : 

Vpon his Uppe his little finger pbs't : 

As if her gift were nterly disgns't. 

Not that the present seemM of no price. 
But that their comforts were of other kinde. 
And that (God wot) it was a base deuise. 
With belly pleasures to abuse the minde : 
Which Ceres seeing, parted in a rage. 
And left the pilgrime to his pilgrimage. 

Whidi, selly creature, softly going on, 

Encountred with more crosses than before : 

A world of fooles, and deuils many a one. 

In shape of men. in shape, and somewhat more : 

Which labourd sore, to make sonae stoppe, or stay. 

To hinder loue, in hitting vertues waie. 

But he, whose charge, was charily to feele. 
What grounde was best to grounde his footing on : 
Spumde with his toe, and kickt of with his hede, 
Tlieir stumbling stones, till all the stops were gone : 
Which, when they saw. his blisse they could not balke. 
They ranne away, and left him to his walke. 

By which good howre, when heaoens had happly tried. 
How constant care, his passage, tnidy past : 
And in the harte, no vile desire did bide. 
While patient ¥rill, was with discretion pbic't : 
They rockt the rules of nature sence asleepe. 
While Angels songs, tli9 soole did waking keepe. 



But, waking wit. that had no will to rest, 
Till ioie might come, vnto her ioumdes ende : 
And that the spirit was not fully blest. 
Till humble faith, might see her heauenly Iriende 
Awakte this pilgrime, from his pensiue vaine, 
And set him sweetely on his waie againe. 

When, passing on, they fell into a wood, 

A thicket ftill of brambles, thomes, and briers : 

A gracdes groue, that neuer did man good. 

But wretched endinges of the worldes desires : 

Where Snakes, and Adders, and such venumd things, 

Had slaine a number, with their cruell stinges. 

Some, Metamorphosde, like Acteon, were, 
Diana smiling at their lewde desires : 
Some Semitawres, and some, more halfe a Beare, 
Other halfe swine, deepe wallowing in the miers : 
All beastly mindes, that could not be reformed. 
Were to the shapes of their owne shame transformed. 

There might he see. a Monkey with an Ape, 
Climing a tree, and cracking of a nut : 
One sparrow teache an other how to gape. 
But not a tame one. taught to keepe the cut : 
And many a jacke daw. in his foolish chat. 
While parets prated of they knew not what. 

There might he see Beares baited all with dogges, 
Till they were forst to fly into their dennes : 
And wilde Bores, beating of the lesser hogges. 
While cocks of game, were fighting for their hens : 
A little ferret, hunting of a Cunny, 
And how the olde Bees, suckt the yoQg Bees bony. 

There might he heare the lions in their roaring. 
While lesser beastes, did tremble at the sounde : 
There might he see, Buls one an other goaiing. 
And many a harte sore himted with a hounde. 
While Philomene, amid the quechy springe, 
Woulde cease her note, to heare the Cuckoe sing. 

There might he see a fiuiloon beaten downe 

By carrdn crowes, that croste her in her flight 

A russet Jerkin, &oe a vduetgowne, "^ 

While base companions, braude a noble Knight : 

And crafty foxes creepe into their holes, 

While little hoppes were climing lofty poles. 



There might he see the Satyrs in their daunoes, 
HaUe men, halfe beastes, or deuils in their kindes : 
There might he see the Muses, in their tnumoes. 
Lie downe as dead, as if they had no mindes : 
There might he see, in all, so little good. 
As, made him wish, he had bene through the wood. 

Yit in the path, wherdn he sweetdy past. 
No euill thing, had power to take a place : 
No venumde serpent, might his poison caste. 
No filthy monster, nor ilUauourd &oe : 
No lyon, Beare, dogge, Moncky, foze, nor Crow. 
Could stoppe the waie, where vertue was to goe. 
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When, forwardes, on they had not tratiailde fiure, 
Bat that they met, a monster fowle, and fell : 
Armde, as it seemde, with all the world to warre, 
And none bat heauen, could of his conquest tell : 
Seoen were his heads, seuen talks, ech taile a sting, 
And but one body : oh most beastly thing. 

Now, on the left hand of thb passage stoode. 

This ougly horror, hate of al good nature : 

When on the right hand glaundng through the wood. 

Through sunny beames came downe a blessed creature 

Angdl at least, by heanenly Mercy sent. 

To comfort Ycrtue, where discretion went 

White was her weede, and shining was her fiioe. 
Her fetherde wkiges, did glister all like golde : 
And in her eie shee caiied such a grace. 
As was on earth, too glorious to beholde. 
Which made the pilgrime on his knees adore her. 
As one vnworthy once to stande before her. 

Bat when shee saw humilities affcctioa, 
Wonne from the world to sedce for heanenly fiiuour. 
And that the soule by wisdomes sound direoion 
In sacred flowers, should finde the sweetest fieuiour : 
Shee raisde him vp^ and badde him there receiue. 
The true deUghtes, should not the soule decehie. 

When lifted vp^ by that fidre hande of loue. 
That brought the hart an Tnknowne happines 
And euery seruant, sweetly did approue, 
A blessing in their Masters blessednes : 
With silent thoughtes, they humbly did attende 
The words, that did their comfort comprehendew 

Pooce wretch qood shee, thy fidthfull patient hart 
The highest powers in pitty doe rq;arde : 
Where true repentance plndes for no desart. 
But bounties grace, where Mercy giues rewarde : 
The hfaufrt hane harde thy humble happy praier, 
To hdpe thy hope, and keepe thee from despaire : 

The labour that thy kyoe hath tane in hande. 
Thy tnmaile^ minding neoer to retire : 
The happy staie, whereon thy hope doth stande, 
Where humble pnier but pitty doth aspire : 
Hane got thee grace in Mercies glorious eies. 
To finde the path that leades to paradise. 

This is the path, that patience onely treades, 
Where lifo doth goe on pilgrimage to loue : 
Whose hombls hart, the holy spirite leades, 
Vnto the height of blessed hopes behoue : 
Whom graces garde, tin perils al be past, 
And friith reaohi'de, doe finde her rest at last. 

Since thou hast scapce the vaunt of Venus vaine. 
And not pcesnmde Diana to approch : 
Since Flora ooukle no further fiuiour gaine. 
Nor Ceres ooukle thy carefull thought encrocfa : 
Since fboles, and deuils, all are driuen awaie, 
Bkle bat a night, and thou Shalt see the dale. 
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Since thou hast scapte the way of wretchednes. 

Where shameles mindes to shamefull shapes are tamed, 

And founde the waie of fidrest blessednes 

Where hart enflamde, with vertues fire hath burned : 

Keepe on the pathe, and tume on neither side, 

Grace to thy hope will be a happy guide, 

Thinke it not long to cumme to heauen at last. 
Nor linger time to hinder happy speede : 
Feare not the sunne, though sides be ouercast, 
And let a candell stande the night in steede : 
So mariie the light that Ihies in Vertues eies. 
And loue shall leade thee straight to paradise. 

Feare not the foes, nor forces thou shalt meete. 
For thou shalt meete with monsters, many a one : 
But fiuth resolu'de treds fortune vnder feete. 
Where vertue comes, will vices all be gone. 
HeU cannot hurt, whom heanenly powers defend. 
Where grace begins, hope makes a happy end. 

Lo neere at hand, he that would hurt thee most, 
An ougly Monster, full of all corruption : 
By whose illusion many soules haue lost, 
Their liudy hopes, by lewdenes interruption. 
A lier, Theife, and master of all eviU, 
The sier of sinne, the fiende of hdl, the deuilL 

Seauen are his heades, as many are his tailes, 

Each head a tongue, and euery taile a sting : 

And woe to them, with whom his tongues prevafles, 

Within the compose of his tails to bringe. 

But skome £is wordes, or quite him with disgrace, 

And thou shalt kill, or make him fly the place. 

His body is the vtsry sinke of sinne, 
Into which hole, all hellish filth doth nmne : 
A plague of pride, presumption did b^nne. 
An endles plague, that was in pride begunne : 
Where every head the body standes m steed. 
With poisoned soules, the filthy paundi to feede. 

His swordes, are wordes with which he is to fight, 
Whose forces can but iiEUthles hartes offiende : 
For, if bee looke but once at vertues Ught. 
He fidntes for feare, and feeles his forces ende : 
But heare him speake and neuer feare hit splght. 
When vertue laughes at vanites delight: 

His greatest head, and that doth gape most wide. 
Is proude Ambition, swallowing worldly wealth : 
Which faithles soules infectes with filthy pride, 
Killing the spirit for the bodies health : 
Vpon which bead, he beares a triple crowne. 
That, (Vertue sees) is neere his tumbling downe. 

In which great head, his tongue is all vntruth. 
Lies, to bewitdi the woride vnto his will : 
The ease of Age, the high conceit of Youth : 
Are greatest groundes of his vngratious skil : 
To goueme States, is sudi a stately thinge : 
What slaue is he that would not be a King? 

B 
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And thus the villaine would the world perswade. 
To prowde attemptet that may prefume to high : 
But earthly ioies wH make him proue a lade, 
When vertue speakes of loues diuinity : 
Where humble hart, doth to that heauen aspire, 
Where is no place for any pnmde desire. 

The seoonde heade, is wicked avarice, 
ChoUng itselfe, with trash in steade of treasure : 
Whose tongue, is treason that can best deuise. 
To hurte the spirite, with the bodies pleasure : 
But talke of vertues ioie in misery. 
And he wil pine to death in penury. 

The thirde foule head, is filthy Gluttony, 
Deuouring more then it can well digest : 
Leading the harte to loathsome villany, 
And of a num doth make an ougly beaste : 
But, answere him with fasting, and with praier. 
The very wordes will kill him with their aier. 

The fourth bad head, is beastly slothfubiess. 
Sleeping, and snorting, like a filthy swine : 
Loosing the time in k>athsome idloies, 
Draaming of that, which neuer was diuine : 
But answere him, with vertues carefiill watching. 
He Caintes, and fidls. to fiude his ouermatching. 

The fifte vile heade. is filthy lechery. 
Which leades the hart, to hateful wickednes : 
His tOQgtie, a forge of fiuides treachery. 
To bring the soule. to all vnhappines : 
But, answere him.' with vertues chaste desire. 
And, he will bite his very taile kx ire. 

The sixte is enuy, fiill of malice fraught, 

Feeding on snakes, that fisine would vertue stinge r 

Which, where they finde their forces come to nought. 

Into his mouth they backe their poison bring : 

But say how patience, leades to paradise. 

He frets, and fumes, and in impatience dies. 

The seventh is murther. most accursed head 
Whose tongue is blasphemy, all dide in blood : 
Which, with the harts of harmdes creatures feade, 
Ljq>pes in the broath of an infemall foode : 
But, saie how vertue doth for vengeance crie. 
And dead he falles, or els awaie doth flie. 

Now, beare these heauenly lessons all by harte. 
And take these bookes to benefile thy minde ; 
In each of which is hidde a secret arte. 
Whose proper vsc, maie profite in his kiade : 
But chiefly doe this holly booke peruse, 
>\*here speciall comfortes, maie thy spirit chuse. 

>\'hen. hauing giuen into liis humble hande, 
Scuen sundry bookes, whereon to vse his wit : 
And Ust, the staie. whereon the state did 
Of happy life, where heauenly kwe doth sit, 
llie holy booke, of vertues btesrtd vaine : 
Home Uiee retumcs vnto ber beanen againe. 



Whidi, when the pOgrime humbly did beholde, 
Carrying in minde, the comforu of his hart : 
Which, to his faith, her fauour did vnfokie. 
To keepe the soule from an infemall smart : 
Against the friry of this fiende of hell 
Onwardes he goes, God speede his passage well. 

When, not to stand on circumstance too long. 
He meetes anon with this same monster thing : 
Who, by illusion, of the Sirens song. 
Would seeke a woride in bondage how to bring. 
Ttiming himselfe into a thousand shapes. 
To feare fond children, and to oosen Apes. 

And first, he k>oks like to fiery light, 
Which would consume, what so did orosse his vraie 
But soone was donne the force of his despight, 
Where vertue came he had no power to staie : 
And then, he would become a speaking bh^e, 
But God once namde, he durst not speake a worde. 

And by and by, he would become a Beare, 
To feare young children with a foolish noise : 
But when a num, a beast can neuer feare. 
He founde it prou'de okie children were no boies : 
When, by and by, he woukle become an Ape, 
Oh beastly thing, too neare a hunuOne shape. 

But, when that vertue founde the vOe effect 
Of Apish humors, with the Monckish mindes, 
Sbee wholy did the vermins iestes leiect, 
And forst him seeke for shapes of other kindes : 
When aU hU sleightes, ooukl doe him little boote. 
For, vertue knew, the deuil by his foote. 

No, though into an Angell (aire of light, 
He ooulde transfbrme him selle, for to deceiue : 
Yet coukle he not his foote keepe out of sight, 
But, vertue ooulde his filthy dawe perceiue : 
So by his foote, shee plainely dkl descrie him, 
Bidding auaunte foule fiende, shee did defie him. 

Whenas the pilgrime lifting vp his eies. 

To heauenly powers from hell for to defende him : 

Sweete Christ once namde, awaie the Serpent flies. 

And, for a while vnable to olbnde him : 

Til once againe the heauens had giuen him leaue. 

To doe his worst, sweete vertue to decehie. 

When in the shape whereof before I spake. 
With his seuen heads, the wicked Ser|)ent 
With such a sounde, as made the earth to 
As haUe the woride were subtoct to hb 
When first, his bead of pride b^gan to 
And, to this pilgrime did this poison breake. 



Thou little wretch, quod he. of lesMr worth. 
In humaine shape I know not what to name : 
Whom honors spirit, neuer cookie briiy forth. 
To seeke the fortune of imperial frume : 
How dklst thou fid into this foriome path. 
Wherein the voildb' so liuk pkaane bath. 
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Where, see the ground of euery secret griefe 
Whidi mortifies the body vrith the minde : 
Subiect to euery crosse, and for reliefe, 
Pitty, the whole that thou must hope to finde : 
Buienoe a paine set downe, life but a death, 
Where care, and sorrow draw a sickely breath. 

Where eies must be embasM to the ground. 

Their pleasing humors, barrM to beholde : 

And bended knees, to cappe and courtzy bounde, 

While barM head, must bide the bitter colde : 

The minde must stoupe.the hande must loose his strength. 

The hart must droupe, and life must yeelde at length. 

Is this the reach of Reasons noble wit ? 

To see a world, and seeke for nothing in it. 

In sudi a chaire doth charie humor sit ? 

To know a worke of worth and not bq^nne it : 

Who could of power conceiue of kingly pleasure. 

Would no conceit in such a comfort measure. 

Humility ? a ioUy creeping thought, 
Patience, a prety purgatory : 
Sorrow, a fit, for Uie phisitian wrought 
And death a gentiU ende of misery : 
Fasting and praier, al the spirits pleasure. 
Notes for a King, to looke vpon at leasure. 

No, stoupe no thought, seeke only to subdue, 
Set no conceit in honor with a crowne : 
In begger minde, true conquest neuer grew. 
The village is a ootage to the towne : 
The Monarchy, doth shew the noble minde* 
He hath no life that cummes of lower Idnde. 

What sUute wil seme, that easely may conmiaunde? 
What Senoe wil stoupe, that may be set alofte? 
Who wil desire, that needes not to demaunde ? 
Who loues the boordes may haue his bedde made softe? 
Or who legardes the rascall beggers teares ? 
That may haue Musicke to oontente his cares. 

What poore conceit, wil begge for crQmes of bread ? 
May haue his table fumisht all vrith cates ? 
Or breaks his hart with hammers of his head ? 
May passe his humors with his pleasing mates : 
Faire, wise, rich, learned, valiant, young, and olde. 
Power is the hande. doth at commandement holde. 

And so be stopt, but swelling with such pride, 
As if his braine would haue with poison burst : 
To whom, the pilgrime presently replied, 
Avaunt foule fiende, and Monster most accurst : 
Thou hate of heauen, and greatest hagge of hell. 
What wicked tale hast thou presumde to tell. 

Wretdied, blasphemous spirit of presumption. 
Ougly in shape, and horrible in senoe. 
Thou curaM substance of the souls consumption. 
The heanens displeasure, and the worlds offence : 
That knowst no worth, and art not worth the knowing. 
Rot in thy roote, ere thou haue further growing. 



Thou wicked witch, fonde fortunes first deuiser. 

To bring a desperate spirit to defieune, 

And by illusion, first the soules supriser. 

That heares thy wordes, and wil bdeeue the same : 

How durst thou once presimM so neere this path, 

Where hateful! humor, neuer passage hath. 

Thou grounde of griefe, heere is the grounde of grace. 
Thou foule infection, heere is Surest health, 
Thou crosse of crosses, heere is comfortes place. 
Thou pitties want, and heere is pitties wealth. 
Thou dire impatience, dole, and deadly strife. 
Curst be the death that steppes the waie of life. 

Whose blinded eies, are barde all blessed light. 
Whose crooked knees, are crampt for crafty creeping : 
Whose triple crowne, in vertues humble sight, 
Will breake thy necke, and rest in better keeping : 
Whose hart subdued, by hande of heauenly strength. 
Must liue in paine of neuer ending length. 

Canst thou the nige of wil, the rules of wit ? 

Is all the world, ought els but vanitie ? 

Who in the chaire of chaunging choise doth sit, 

Knowes nothing of diuine humanity. 

Nor in conceit, can comfort truly measure. 

That knows not pride the plage of high displeasure. 

Humility, high Angels happy thought, 
While patience, is the deuils purgatoiy : 
Sorrow a fit, for faithes phisitians wroughte, 
While high heauens mercy, endes worldes misery : 
Fasting, and praier, happines procuring. 
While true repentanc^is but hope enduring. 

Then stoupe foule pride, whom heauens did full subdue. 

Know that thy crowne is cumming tumbling downe : 

Vertue doth see bow by ilusion grew. 

The worldes disgrace, to grace thee with a crowne : 

Monarch of mischiefe, such is all thy minde. 

Nor hath he life that cummes of such a kinde. 

His seniice. freedome, that made thee a slaue. 
His seate alofte, that makes thee lie fiill lowe : 
His wante a welth, that sees thee nothing haue. 
His boorde a bed, that makes thee watch for woe : 
His aimes sweete, that saues the beggers teares. 
While thou hast nought but cries to fill thine eares. 

A poore conceite, that stanies for lacke of crums, 
And 3ret will tell the worlde of delicates : 
Who ofte for hunger feedst vpon thy thumbes. 
When death and sorrowe, are thy heUish mates : 
Faire, wise, riche, learned, valiant, olde. and young, 
Take heede of pride, and of his poisned tongue. 

And with what worde I knowe not how it fell. 

But. downe the crowne, came tumbling on the grotmde : 

Whenas the head, with anger seemde to swell, 

Like an Aposthume, of a poisoned wounde : 

Which breaking inwarde. of the sodaine shroncke 

Into the body : oh most beastly troncke. 
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The heade of pride thus suddainely consumde. 
Or shroncke into this filthy sincke of sinne : 
The second head, fouk Auarice presumde, 
With widced wordes, the miser mindes to winne : 
Ah, begger, worme, and needy wretch quod he, 
What dost thou thinke that will become of thee. 

Hath patience bred in thee this poore concdte, 
That colde and hunger be thy Iwrts content ? 
Doest thou not see, how manie thousandes waite, 
In honors fielde, vpon the golden tente? 
Or knowest thou not, power, wisedome, wit and pleasure. 
An haue their Essence, in the golden treasure. 

What fiioe so faire, that is not grac't in golde, 
What wit of worth, but hath in golde his wonder ? 
What learping, but with golden lines doth holde. 
What state so high, but gold will bring him vnder ? 
What thought so sweete, but g(4d doth better season, 
And what rule best, but in the golden reason. 

"Be Icnle of landes, and cram thy chest with ooine, 
Feare nought but neede, mony will make a friende : 
Let oonsdenoe leame the cunning to purloine, 
ViYi without wdth, hath but a wofullende : 
Tbd golden scepter, and the golden crowne, 
Doth make the snbiect on his knees come downe. 

The grounde is fax, that yeddes the golden firuite. 
The study high, that hiu the golden state : 
The labour sweete, that gets the golden suite. 
The reckning right, that makes the golde rate : 
The hap is sure, that golden h^ doth holde, 
And ridi is gaine, that semes the god of golde. 

And whh that worde the wicked thing did cease. 
When presently the pilgrime thus replied : 
Oh cuned cancker, crosse of conscience peace 
Whose hatefhll harte, doth all ill humors hkle : 
Thou kindling oole of an inflemall fire. 
Die in the ashes of thy dead desfare. 

Impatient spfaite lining all by spoile, 
Drunke like the dropsy, and yet euer drye : 
Consumde with care, and tirM out with toyle, 
Seeminge to liue, and yet dost ever die : 
How durst thou so the name of god blaspheme. 
To giue to drosse so great a Diademe. 

Thou stone-colde hart, with hungring after coine. 
My care in heauen, doth seeke my hartes content : 
Thou scrapst for pelfe, I seeke not to purloine, 
In Vertues field, I seeke but mercies tent 
When wisedome findes, in power of highest pleasure, 
The world al trash, compared to heauenly treasure. 

Fowle is the fSaire that hath in gold her grace. 
Worthies the wit that hath in wealth his wonder : 
VnleamM lines, put gold in honors place. 
Wicked the state, that win to coine cnme voder : 
Base the oonceite, that seasonde is with golde, 
And begger rules, that such a reason holde. 



Thou plodst for landes, I seeke a lining place. 
Thou fearste but neede, I, mony make no frinde : 
Tliy conscience, cunning, and my care is grace. 
Thy wits wdth, wo, my harts wish heauen at ende : 
Thy golde is drosse, and vertue is my crowne, 
Where hartes submission, puis amtntion downe. 

Earth giues thee golde, heauens giue me higher 
Men study wealth, but Angels wisedomes state : 
Laboure seekes pence, loue hath a higher place. 
Death makes thy reckening, life is aU my rate : 
Thy happe is hdl, my hope of heauen doth holde, 
God giue me grace : die deuiU with thy goUe. 

And with that worde, the heade beganne to shrincke. 
The face dead pale, and hoUow grew the eies : 
And so, at laste, did an, and wholy sincke 
Into that heU, that heade of Auarice : 
When vp did start the heade of Gluttopie, 
Vomiting out theese wordes of villany. 

Pbcre braun fiUne begger, whereon dost thou feade ? 
Wdl fiire the mouth, that feedes the beUy ftiU : 
What staruing humor standes thy wit in steede» 
The want of victuafle, makes the body dun : 
I finde it true no triumph to a feast. 
The bdly liiU the bones wiU beat rest 

Some feede their des with staring on the starres. 
And starue the body to content the minde : 
Some with thdr wittes win be so long at wanes. 
They grate on crusts, when other men hane dinde : 
But let the frantidte so their humor please, 
Giue me the life, of meate, and drinke, and 



\j 



When that the earth doth giue vs pleasing foode. 
What reason is it nature shoulde reluse it? 
If reason finde, what wtt doe nature good. 
What bootes to haue it, if we doe not vse it? 
Then let me feede, idiile I hane power to eat. 
The mouth was made to giue the body meat. 

Oh when the tongue is pleasM with a tast. 
Hie stomacke feeds vntil the heart do kngfa. 
And then a cnppe with a carowsing cast. 
And then a health ontof a firinddy quaffs : 
Then workes the bndne in sudi a Uesied wise^ 
As if the body were in paradise. 

When thinking more to speake, his mouth renne 
With beastly humors, loathsome to bdiokle. 
And in such sort, as he coulde not recouer, 
TUl that he dkl, his filthy sence vnfokle : 
When stopping so, the pOgrime gan replie, 
Die oogly venum in thy villany. 

Thou filthy, fet, and ouerfoggy flesh, 
Foule bagpipe-dieekes, des starting from the bead 
Whom.beanenly humors nener can refi«sh, 
That an hi hd, hast made thy hateful bedde : 
Heanens let me fest, firom such a loathsome feast. 
Where to much feedmg makes a man a beast 
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Earth fill thine des, heauens feede my humble hart 
Drosse fil thy belly, Grace content my minde : 
Of worldly lunckets take thy pleasing part* 
Grace, giue my soule, one crmn, and I haue dinde : 
So with thy frensies, doe thy fansie please, 
Heauens be my rest, whom earth can neuer ease. 

Earth feedes of earth, heauens giue the spirit foode. 

Nature corrupted lost the key of reason : 

The body knowes not of the spirits good, 

Vse is abuse, where truth is saust with treason : 

Then role, and tumble in thy beastly riot. 

The diqh of mercy, be my spirits diet. 

O when the tongue is toncht with crud fire. 
The stomacke feedes, of an infernal flame : 
A cuppe of coles to quench a foule desire, 
A curdes hart, consuming in the same : 
Then workes the spirit with such woful cries. 
As proues in hd, was neuer paradise. 

When this same filthy hedde of Glotony, 
Beastly bedight with his abhorrM diet : 
Chokid with venom of such viUany, 
As breedes the ground of natures most desqniet : 
Sondce backe into the belly of the beast. 
Which of sudi sptrites made his spedall feast. 

When started vp the head of slouthliilnes, 
With ougly dawes picking his gummy eies : 
Who with the noddes of natures heuines. 
Did in few wordes, this filthy speech deuise': 
What humor wretch, doth thee so waking keepe. 
That thou canst Ceede vpon so little sleepe. 

Sleepe is the pride of ease, the height of pleasure, 

The Nurse of nature, and the rule of rest : 

The tbooghtes attonement, and the senoes treasure, 

Thebedde of loue, that hkes the body best : 

Against vnrest the only remedy 

And ondy medicine to ech mallady. 

And therewithaU vnwilling more to speake. 

Such heauy qualmes his hart had oueroome : 

With stretching yawnes, as if his lawes would breake. 

He stopt his speech, as wholy stroken dumme : 

When nodding of bis head firom side to side. 

To his deafe eares, the {Mlgrime thus replied. 

Thou cusM serpent, grounde of al disgrace. 
By Idlenes begetting Ignorance : 
Whidi dost the sprigges of fairest rootes de&oe, 
With loathsome course of lifes diacountenaunce : 
And makst a pleasure of the spirits paine. 
Die in thy dreame, and neuer wake againe. 

Sleepe is the soules disease, the mindes dispight. 
The Curse of Nature, and the crosse of rest : 
The thoughtes disquiet, and the darkesome night. 
Wherein the spirit likes the body lest : 
A losse of time and reasons malladie. 
Where death is found but sorrowes remedy. 



The watching vii^gins kinddy were reodued, 
When such as slept did loose thdr happy houre : 
In dreames, the sences often are deceiued. 
When waking wits finde shadowes haue no power. 
Then sleepe thy last, where life hath neuer place, 
God graunt my soule. to watch, and praie for grace. 

When thus the head of hateful slouthfulnes. 
Was soncke into the filthy sincke of Sinne : 
The harmefiil head of al vnhappines. 
Did lechery, this loathsome tale beginne : 
Alas poor pilgrime, childe of chast desire. 
Hast thou bin burnt thou canst not bide the fier? 

A gentle iest, a man to be a maide. 

What minsing humor doth the senoes measure? 

That Nature can of beauty be afiraide. 

And loose her prime before she know her pleasure : 

Fleshe hath no fisuiour in diuinity. 

Nor Nature, pleasure in virginity. 

The childe that knowes not how to make his choice. 

Must be a babe, so babishe let him bee : 

But he that knowes. how better to rdoioe. 

Will seeke a worlde. where sweeter thoughtes agree : 

No. thinke of loue to be that pleasing thought. 

That, for his will sets all the worlde at nought. 

What figure findes not loue out of a fiice? 
What humors notes he not, in euery heare? 
In beauties eies. what stars doth he not place. 
What roses in her cheekes, doth he not beare? 
What hony in her Uppes. and sweeter worth ? 
In her fajre ground but he can gather forth. 

It whets the wit. and doth embolden will. 
And maketh Arte to worke beyond her selfe : 
It maketh nature, study reasons skill. 
And in her humors, play the pretty dfe : 
It bringeth fiancy to a deinty feast. 
And makes a man, that woulde be ds a beast 

What deinty glaunces passe firom des to des? 
When sweete oonodtes, are secretly concdued ? 
What oomfortes can the kissing hearts deuise ? 
Where kinde efiectes of fiiuour are recdued : 
Age can reporte. and youth doth daily prooue. 
Their is no oomforte to the course of loue. 

And with that worde. did ende his wicked charme : 
Vnto which sounde. the pilgrime gan reply, 
Thou hatefiill head, and grounde of euery harme, 
Venum, compounded all of viUany : 
A foule infection of the fairest creature. 
Die in the filth of thy corrupted nature. 

Thou sleepy slouth, that figurste out the swine. 
With groueling humors, tumbling on the grounde : 
Thou canst not thinke, vpon a thought diuine. 
But liu'st in dreames, where all deodts are lounde; 
How durst thou speake in that foule thoughts defence, 
Whidi breedeth nothing but the soules offence. 
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Sm%%m iifi/l vlM, w«*rfl fMriMT frUfrUUm tn (S«Mte, 

IM f«NH, ttMM ^ith ^m HititiAfilf tflMttng foede, 
f If ISrMlMh tnmuif fiMlff tw wntl afratdc : 
WHm MniNTM frfiinHiffi In vlfghiltx 
>lMiNi# Hii^h hulh fiitimirfi Hi dhilnlty. 

A fid/ wtMm Ihff •frfrlt d/ith th« Minom meatare, 
'fhmn N fN> pfNM t/> l«t thy pfHton In : 
Whiifi NiMufiM |irl«tii, U tmt In vnrtitcA pIcAturr, 
liMW fintf m4U»n, ttMi did In Ioimi boflnne : 
Whmm umpmrtum nibw In rmMinii oluiit detlre. 
Will i M W p p llw Imrlii, fttmi Ihy InferiNill Are. 

'IIhhi wrmuhwl rhlld«, cyf nAlum wicked choice, 
AwuriM HniAftt Nnd io mier line : 
'I1mI imilMlii Ihii fleiih In filth for to reMoo, 
WhmMn the Aplf He dmh Init lorrowe mw : 
9 'fllM thiMi It liiUP, thm U Imt lewde concelte f 
IHii In thy hiM, thnt art th« mmUn deoelti*. 

( 'l|ilMrii tlif llfiirM, fdiiml In iMiullet fiice, 
Ifiimiirii (if hmrM, IlliMlnni of the mlnde : 
ill* hwiMmly tiArt In enrth hnue iieiier pUwe^ 
Whtrt |Mlnt«d niMNi, haiN* no pei#oC kinde r 
liar honft piM, Mid whiN ihee cm hrlnf forth* 
'f*h« Inwli Mid nil. I« wime then nothlnf worth. 

It IdiHilR the wh, with to much lioldnlng will. 
And tawdh Arte, for to Airiprt her lelfo : 
IlitniWflh NAttwe. qMlle Ihmi vertiiee iklll. 
WNwi willUII hMMMie fiUilett the wicked elfb : 
WImwhi lietlef Mili then fkll tn Moh n feuM, 
A« NMkee a nmui In deed* liecome ii lieMt. 

>Miiit iWMiliiih irkiMnnHi immie twitt ir«celet eiee. 
WKen Imm» ttmtentK, mo^a henttly ure conceiued : 
WhM <Mr\wiM hhmt^, mm kimlnf hertei «lettl»r, 
Hmm mhm the »Hrit« r«lne K reveiued. 
Age migr rei^ent. end y^mth with mhtow fwoue. 
WKi% MKtwee Kmii «iin nener come to K)«ie. 

\M, vthAt A Aiv In MtKy W^rhery, 
>VlHwe MditlAiM^ in Nil All of ittttttony. 
WK«we »|^AivWe Are^ Imi Mdy rlUkwIry. 
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EquAlhy is bot a childiih humor. 
He it akme, that keepes the lofty aeate : 
What voice is hard? where al are in a nimor, 
Or who is icni'd, where eoery one is great ? 
Why, patie n ce is the pateme of a YiUaine, 
That neaer came neare to a Kings panilion. 

And with that word she fed vpon her Snakes, 
As if her heart, did like none other foode : 
Whereto the pilgrime soone this answere makes, 
Vgratious grifte, and Tokle of heauenly good : 
Feede on thy Snakes, vntiU the poison fill thee. 
And thine owne cancker with corruption kill thee. 

Equality is chlldrens blessednes. 

Where many brethren are but one in lone : 

The voice hard sweete. whose sounde is hoUnesse, 

And Ood wd seru'd, where graces glory proue : 

And he that patience patemes for a viUaine, 

Shal neuer know the King of heauens panilion. 

Thou neuer readst the booke of Christ his Crosse, 
Nor canst endure so sweete an ABC : 
Bot thou art bounde to liue with laboois k»se, 
Where al the woes of al the world male be : 
Ood giue my spirit, grace to seeke no more. 
Then goe the waie his Sainctes haue gone before. 

When, (as it lecnde) the venum wroivht so sore. 
Within the hart, as poisnM so the heade. 
As shrinking downe, it sight, and spake no more. 
But with the rest the filthy body fedde : 
When started vp the head of murthrii^ wrath. 
As newly cumme firom out summe Idoody bath. 

Who gnuting of his teeth with knttttf^ brow, 
Sheking his fist, as if he mente to fight : 
Thou pAtch quod he, where art thou plpddiAg bow ? 
Hath patience thinkst thou, such a princely might : 
That shee can thee against my force drfcnde; 
And bring thee safely to thy loumeies ende? 



My life b most to lay me downe in bkMMl. 
I CAB endure no dAnaimg of mine cie: 
I oaely kme to fccde on bloody foode. 
VilKMB I OBoe ccAse OB, they ere aveio di 
How dunt thou ihca Approch so aeere aq 
>^lioee Any stBBdes withel the worUe to figbi. 



poet tO' 
Wbcb bloody swonles doe waBce the wofUe widi ^ 
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When (as it seemde) halfe ttu£f%d vp with bkxxl, 
Stopping hit tale the pUgrune thus replied : 
Choke Yp thy throat, with that foule butchers food, 
That nener couldst the sounde of mercy bide : 
Bat dost consume the hart of many a creature, 
Die in the fury of thy filthy nature. 

Fret, fume, and chafe, I feare not of thy force, 
I plod with patience where thou canst not cunune : 
My patience hath such power in her remorse. 
As fories senoes quickely wil benumme : 
And by her prowesse, stoutly so defende me. 
That thou, nor thine, nor ought els can offende me. 

Then lie, and bath, and tumble in thy bloode. 

And stare, and stampe, til thou hast donne thy worst. 

Thy foule adherents, I haue all withstoode. 

And thou, art but a spirit all accurst : 

Who though thou makst a number know thy might. 

Where patience cums, thou hast no power to Qght. 

POoie patient harts, are tost from paine to peace. 
When bloody swords, do breede but hellish woes : 
And patience patrimony is no leaoe. 
But in a grounde, where grace and vrisedome growes : 
And patience sits with an immortal crowne. 
Where tiraunt heads to hd are beaten downe. 

Pitty must be the prinoesse of a dtty. 
And Anger breedeth nothing but disquiet : 
WiUiil is good, so that the wil be witty. 
Where bloode is bard the dish of merdes diet ; 
What Armes of honor, to that heauenly fidde, 
Where patience force, makes angers fiury yedde. 

At which last worde, the firetting furious head, 
Fd with the rest, into that sincke of sinne. 
And with the body fd downe stroke as dead. 
When patience did this pilgrimes ioy beginne : 
With praysing heauens. and vsing humble praier, 
To comforte hope, and keepe of al dispaire. 

When leaning so the ougly Monster slaine, 

Onwardes she leades him on his happy way. 

Where ioiful pleasure after feare of paine, 

Had set his senoes at so sweete a staie : 

That now, he thought no Monster could offende him, 

He had such proofe, that patience woulde defende him. 

But when the heauens that pitty haue of nattuv. 
And know that sences, woulde be gladde of rest : 
Although the spirite, waking keepe the creature, 
Vnto such worke, as like the wisedome best : 
Into their garde, did will the Angds take him, 
Vntill they wilde the spirite shoulde awake him. 

BVT when the spirite little time coulde spare 
Vnto the harte, to giue the senses rest : 
And reason founde that vertues happy Cbuv, 
Was in the hande, wherewith the soule is blest : 
He wilde the sences from their sleepe arise, 
And follow patience to their paradise. 



When hauing past the path along the wood. 
They came vnto a shore, neare to a sea : 
Where lofty wanes did threaten little good. 
When rocks with patience make a drowning plea : 
Where stormes, and tempests, flawei, and rocks, and 

sands. 
The perils shew, wherdn the seaman standes. 

With patience heere the pilgrime must imbarke. 
Within a shippe the Buonauenture named : 
When in a Mappe he found out many a marice. 
Whereby conceite his course most happly framed : 
And to be shorte, with a resoluM minde. 
They hoist vp sailes, God sende a merry winde. 

When as they founde the tide would tary none. 
And little ¥rit it was to loose the winde, 
What grounde was best to cast their ancker on. 
And how they might their surest passage finde : 
To scape the rockes, and to auoide the sandes, 
And keepe their carriage out of ptrots handes. 

And so, along the surging seas they slide. 
Till passing by capa di buon speransa. 
Not Cure fitnn thence, they did intende to ride 
Till some sweete winde that vertue ben auansa : 
Would bid them hoice thdr sailes and to be gone, 
Towardes the heauen they were to hope vpon. 

Where, after sounding, casting ancker out. 

And striking saile, and winding vp the cable. 

Setting in order all thinges rounde aboute. 

As well as such young Mariners were able : 

With such good thoughtes as might the time beguile. 

They fell to walke vpon the boordes awhile. 

And riding but a while, an one they spied, 
A fisher man, all in his boate alone. 
With euery billow tost frt>m side to side. 
As made them feare his last frunewdl anone : 
When moued with the pitty of good nature 
They calde aboorde this silly wretched creature. 

With much adoe. the creature came aboorde. 
And tooke the pilgrime humbly by the hande : 
And ondy sight, but did not saie a word. 
But, as a man that halfe amasde did stande : 
Till by entreaty of sweete patience, 
Hee was content to haue some conference. 

Alas quod hee good Masters, heere yee see 

A selly creature in a sory case : 

A wofuU story to be tolde of mee. 

Borne to the death of sorrow and disgrace : 

Curst from my cradell, with a thousand crosses. 

Where fortune tumes my labours all to losses. 

I have not alwaies liu'de a fisher man. 

Through other courses, I my course haue runne ; 

It is but late, that I this life beganne. 

Where little good, hath yet my laboure donne : 

But yet I like the kinde of life so well, 

I woulde not chaunge it with a long to dwdL 
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For first I was a gallant in my 3roath, 

And then I courted youthfiiU kinde of people : 

Bat when my tale was tolde, to tell a truth, 

I founde although the sexton kept the steeple. 

The bels sometimes against his will were rong, 

When talking dapi^ers could not holde their tongue. 

I ftmnde that cost was often kindely taken. 

And costly kindnes was a common thing : 

I found the needy friend was soone forsaken. 

And he that had the crownes was halfe a king : 

I founde that flattry was a fine concdte. 

And gold was seru'd, where better gifts did waite. 

I found fidre beauty like a biasing starre. 
But oftentimes, the moone was in a mist. 
And many a one, was with his wits at wane. 
While reason reade the rules of had I wiste : 
I founde sweet musicke sounde in many a place 
While empty purses were in weeping case. 

I founde a tbousande prety foolishe toies. 
That were too tedkius now for to redte, 
I liounde aipdne that there were further ioies. 
Then I ooulde tee but by the sunny Ugfat : 
Whidi for mine eles could neuer come to tee. 
Ha done quod I, thb is no Ufe for me. 

Then to the warres forsooth a little while. 

To foUowe drummes, and trumpets to the fidde : 

But oh how will doth wofull wit beguOe, 

When want of comfort makes the oonsdenoe yedd : 

And yet, when peace doth make an ende of strife, 

Sorely the soukUert is the princely life. 

But, for I did but little time bestow, 
Amidde the fielde to seeke for honors fame : 
And fortune sought my com fo rtes ouerthrow. 
Before my hart had entrance to the same : 
I Iflfte that life, and to the seas I gat. 
Where, how I Uu'd I neede not tell you that. 

I thfaike your sdues can tel as wel as I. 

If not, alas, it is no ease to leame : 

So many labours in the life doe lie. 

As are not in a dale for to disceme : 

A dale, a month, nor many a yeare, God wot. 

As I could td, if I haue not forgotte. 

First I did leame to set my oompasae right. 
And by my compasse, how my course to run 
To marke each point, as wd by day as night, 
By night, to marke the stars, by day the sunne : 
llien take the Mappe, to look for rodces and sandes, 
Of which ful ofte, the shippe in daunger standes. 

Then narrowly to looke to euery leake. 
And when the winde did seme to hoise my sailes : 
To sounde the depth, where seas beginne to breake. 
And strike my saile, when once my searoome folks : 
To arme my fightes, and plant nine ordnaunoe so. 
I might not stande, in feure to meete my foe. 



Then did I leame to stande and guide the steme. 
And now and then to hdpe to hoise Yp ancker : 
And otherwhiles the cunning to disceme, 
To dresse hir sides to keepe hir from the cancker : 
My termes of arte, and patient to be painefrill. 
And how to hope to make my voiage gainfiiL 

To lie fill colde, and harde, and Cbuv full thinne. 
To frame my carkas to vnkindest natures. 
To beare of stormes, and in a calme beginne 
To leame to kill the little creeping creatures : 
To eate a fusty cake, and tdnted fish. 
And one fresh morsdl, make a ddnty dish. 

To make no conscience, so there came in gaine. 
When sihier crosses, keepeof many a curse: 
A pitteous case to see the Merchant slaine, 
For his owne goods to fil the pirots purse : 
To sweare, and stare, vntO we come to shore. 
Then rifty tufty, each one to his skore. 

The Master, he sometime would foil asleepe. 
The Masters mate to mudi vpon the can : 
The boson, he his cabin tooke to keepe, 
And in the oookerome, there the rie begane : 
When all and some, in halfe a droncken swowne; 
Wouklkaue the shippe, tosincke, themsduestodrowne. 

But, when I saw the kinde of life was sudi. 
The griefe to great for any true good mhids : 
The labour sore, the sorrow was too nnich. 
To seeke for that which but repentance finds : 
I left the shippe, with manie a sorrie note. 
And tooke me sweetdy to my little boate. 

And heere, my trade is poore, yet ful of peace, 
And peace is riches, though my trade be pooie : 
The sea is huge, whose landlorde makes no lease, 
I toile for fishes, and I seeke no more : 
When stormes arise, vnto the heauen I high me 
And in the sumie-shine, set me downe and drie me. 

ftu, for I see the barke, wherein you ride. 

Of Buonaventure hath the blessed name. 

And patience is a pure a perfect gukie 

Vnto the fonour of eternal fome : 

I hope the course is good that you intende, 

Heanens bring you happly to your louniiet end. 

This poore mans tale when thus the pilgrime hanfo. 
He dkl akxig his oonipany entreate, 
Promising him, a pilgrime poore rewarde, 
Beskies his hope, his comfort woulde be great. 
If heanens did fououre vertues enterprise. 
Humbly to passe the path to panuUse. 

But, when the fisher harde that frdrest worde. 

Of paradise, once sounding in his eare ; 

He gaue consent and hoist his boat aboarde, 

And casting of al sorrow, care, and feare : 

They hoist vp sailes, windes sem'de, what would you 



Onwardes they goe, God sende them wdl a shore. 
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Wlien lauiimg Sdlk to those silly guides, 
That cardes are to kcepe their oonrse aright : 
By curst Charibdis, on he smoothly slides. 
Tin by good happe they had a land in sight : 
To wfaidi they made with might and maine as fiut 
As windes woulde tenae, and got to shore at last. 

Yet, let me tel you, ere they came a shore. 
As through the Ckeft they did make their way : 
TeoBpests arose, and many a winde blew sore. 
That threatened ofte the course of their decay : 
Besides the pirots that they put to flight. 
Which dirost their course with many a cmeU fight. 

One where they saw wraket lie without reUefe, 
An otherwhere, whales tumbling in the waues : 
An other while, vnto their deadly griefe, 
Scormes threaten sore, the fishes maws their graues : 
Yet when the worst of all these ills were past, 
Safidy arriu'de they came to shore at last 

Where, wethring of themsdues against the sunne. 
First praising Ood, by his almighty power. 
That guided them since first their course bqfunne. 
And brought them safely to that happy howre : 
The hart kide downe, the sences all to rest. 
While angds watch the waking spirit blest, 

BVT, when the spirit had but little time, 
To giue the sences leane to take their rest, 
Nor was the laboure little for to dime. 
The fiery ashes, of a Phoenix nest : 
Hee bad them sweetdy from their sleepe arise 
And set them in their path to paradise. 

Where walking on, they met on their right hande, 
A woride of people, making pitteous mone : 
Some lost their goods, some other lost their lande, 
Their parents some, and some, their fiiends were gone: 
Not one of all, but some way were oppressed. 
When all, and some, in some, where al distressed. 

The Courtier, hee complainde, of knies disgrace, 
Thesouldier, he cried out. of lackeof paie: 
The lawier, ladce of hearing of his case. 
The client, how his coine went to decaie : 
The mercbaunt, of the losse of his aduenture, 
The prentice of the bandes of his Indenture. 

The landlorde, of his tenaunts beggery, 
The passinger of lacke of amity : 
The tenaunt, of the landlordes misery, 
The begger, all, of ladce of charity : 
The churdunen, of their small posses s ions, 
The laiemen, of the churdi transgressions. 

Now, on the left hande, went another crue, 

A hatefull sort, of hellish comftany : 

Which, to their wdth, and worthdes honor grue, 

By wicked workes, of wofiill villany : 

Which, by the trades of Machauile instructed. 

Were by the deuiU, to his hel conducted. 
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One, he blasphemde, and minthred many an othe. 

Another, made of honesty, a iest : 

An other made a tush, at faith, and troth. 

An other boasted of a Uoudy feast : 

And some, in power, how will did goueme reason. 

And other, of their pollicy in treason. 

The Courtier, boasted of his braue attire. 
What lordshippes, he had laid vpon his badce : 
The souldier bragde what townes he set on fire. 
How many dtties he had hdpt to sadce : 
The lawier, of his quidities, and quirkes. 
The dient, of the knowledge of his ierkes. 

The landlorde, of his tenants slauery 

And. how hee kept the pesauntes all in awe : 

The tenant of his cunning knauery. 

When with his landlorde he could go to law : 

The Merchant, how his gaines were brought about, 

The prentice, how he got his freedome out. 

The churchmen, they wente boasting on their tenthes. 
And twenties too, and yet they would haue more : 
The Laiemen. of their laying lines at lengthes. 
And how a chalke did nudce a pretty skore : 
The passinger. of &inM amity, 
The bagger, of the bagge of charity. 

After all these, vpon the right hand went, 
A selly fDoIe, for so I tearme him right : 
With wringing hands, that seemM to lament 
Some crossing humor to a vaine delight : 
For, loue forsooth, and nought but loue it was. 
That made a woman make a man an Asse. 

Of Venus frailty and of Cupids blindenes 
He cried out, oh, that euer they were borne : 
And of his mistris more then most vnkindnes, 
That did so much his truest seruice skome : 
Yet, still he lou'de her, and he did so loue her, 
It was his death, he neuer coulde reoouer. 

And then he sight, and sobde, and hong the head. 
And wept, and wailde, and cast vp both the eies. 
And in a trance, as if a man were dead. 
Or did some dying kinde of fit deuise : 
Vntill he walkte, and then he cried oh loue. 
That euer louer shoulde such sorrowe proue. 

And then he redde his verses and his rimet, — 

Wherein he praisde her to to. out of reason. 

And then he sight to thinke how many times. 

He watcht, the day, the night, the bower, the season : 

To finde some fruite of her deseruM fiuioure. 

But al his flowers, were weedes that bad no sauour. 

And then frurewdl, and then againe fiueweO, 
And fiuewell loue, and foreweO loudy sweete, 
And forewd sweete, where loue doth sweetly dwd. 
And fiuvweU dwelling, for loue sweetenes meete : 
And fiurewell meeting, with loues statdy store. 
And fitfewell loue, for hee coulde liue no more. 
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And thns the pilgrime let the poore maa goe, 
To loose his will» and seeke his better wits : 
Which he had lost with following fancy so, 
Vnto the fiiry of these franticke fits : 
That in his hart, had wrought that maUady, 
That he most die, there was no remedy. 

Now on the left hande went another creature. 
Or rather spirit in an oogly shape : 
HoQow dead eies, and most iUanourde feature. 
Mopping and mowing, like an olde sbe-Ape : 
Which in the fury of youthes frensy. 
To Gn)fise loues ioie, is callM lelousy. 

Cursbg that euer Venus was so fidre, 
Or Cupid had the power to bende his bow : 
Or ener worde had passage through the aier. 
From fensies tongue, to beauties eaics to go : 
When tridding humors, in affections brest. 
By feare of ioies is Idonsies nuesL 

Then whickt, and pinckt, and leerde and honge the 

lippe. 
And seemde to start, at euerie sodaine breath : 
And grounde her tec^, as though some pciuy nip. 
Within her head, did finet her hart to death : 
When out she mumbled, most vnhappy loue. 
That makst the minde, these passions to approue. 

But when the pilgrime saw her agony. 
And, in what taking, wretched thing, she was : 
Little contented, with such company. 
He giues her leaue vpon her way to passe : 
And keepes his course, vntll anone he came, 
Vnto a citty,^needles is the name. 

Where entring in, on each side of the gate. 

He found it poorely al with beggars garded : 

And by the forefront of that feeble state, 

He thought smal wealth where poore were so rewarded : 

Til entered further in the streetes he founde, 

A worlde of wealth in euery streete abounde. 

I meane sudi welth, as worldly people chuse, 
To make the comfort of their cfaiefest kinde : 
And such a bait as wicked spirites vse, 
To blinde the sight of a bewitchM minde : 
In euery shoppe, or siluer golde or wares, 
To starue the poore, and fill the rich with cares. 

When noting wd, by eoery doore he went. 
He saw each house was with a plage infiscted : 
Where, though they lin'de content with disoontente. 
Were in the rules of better cares reieeted : 
For, though the poison dfcl not kill at first 
Vet did they swel, vntil at last they burst : 

One house was plagikl with a wfcked master. 

An other, with a most aocursM dame : 

An other with a childe that was a waster, 

An other, with a seruant out of firame : 

The rich men, most were plagM with disease^ 

The poore men, with soial vermin, and with fleas. 



One house was plagde with cursing and with banning. 
An other house with swearing, and blaspheming : 
An other, where fonde minions fell to manning, 
An other frighted, after foolish dreaming : 
Some p|||de with sorrow, for their losse of treasure, 
And soifi0>irith tonnent after to much pleasure. 

A number plagues to tedious to recite 

In euerie oonKr, oompast all the dtty : 

Where power did wrong, and poore men had no right. 

And golden parses had to little pitty : 

When many a creative in ful pitteous case. 

Did prone the dtty an vnhappy place. 

But, when the pQgrlme saw on euery skk 
Their outwarde wealth so fill of inwarde wo : 
And in that state, there was no bUsfe to bide. 
Where eoery house, alas was plagM so : 
Knowfaig withal. Us tnuiails wisht no stale. 
Thorough the streets ba hasldy made Us way. 

Vntil at last be came vnto a fame. 

That ledde him to an ndaersity : 

Where, by the notes that he had qnlckdy tane. 

He founde a wonderftd dhierslty : 

In young opinions, toudifaig pofaits of arte. 

And how one sdioler, tooke on others port 

Now, heare the plague, be found hot in ooaodt. 
Where some were right and other some ware wrong : 
Some foUowde wil, and wrought vpon deceit. 
Some louM truth, and songe none other song. 
When leauiag soolcrs to their leanAd case, 
Ruhig the plague, with reucrence leftc the place. 

When passing on, ledde all by patience hande. 

The happy guide vnto his hopM grace : 

While reasons state, dkl all vesohikl stande, 

In paraiUse to sedw bis resting place : 

While heauenly powen, the hart did waking keepe. 

In vertues armes^ the seaces fd a sleepe. 

BVT stil, the spirit, that had care to keepe 
The hart awake vnto his happy way, 
Had little time, to let the senoes sleepe. 
Lest smallest stoppeik might cause to loqg a staie : 
And therefore wakt them Irom their deepy vaine. 
And sweetdy set them la thdr path againe. 

Where, walking on, vnto a ooort thqr came. 
Where they behdde a woflde of beandcs wdth : 
A stately prince, and many a prkwely dame. 
Discoursing, more of pteasnia thea of health : 
Where honors pr es eae e was so faSghly gasded. 
As each conceit of base desire discarded. 

The Counsaile, grane, as best tieseemde thefa* place. 
The Courtiers, gallant, foil of fta» conodie : 
The Ladles, fsiie, aad fan of hoBoors gnwe. 
The Seruantes, wise, that humbly did awaite : 
Nothing aadsse, that Nature ooulde deuise, 
To please the honor of AfKectkms des. 
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And, let me not, to tUghtly ouerpAsse, 
The pleesinf ground of enery prniate gnoe : 
Where eaenr seace, eo tweetely pleeiM was, 
As brought the wits into a wondrous ease : 
And such a case, as had not vertue ben, 
To garde their ssnoa thejr had ben ouerseene. 



To see the pcoseooe o#a princdy Queone, 
To marke the course of giane discretion care : 
To note the sightet that are but seldorae seene. 
Where youthei desartes in beanties Isnoore are : 
To heare the mtuicke of most sihier Toioes, 
And finde the restes wherein the song rsioioes. 

To see what pleatun^ power hath in her hande, 
To heare how youth, can oonrte his kinde desire, 
To see, how wisedome doth in power oommawnde, 
And finde how beauty sets the hart on fier. 
While humble scruanntes, shewe their diligence : 
Are not these notes lor sweete experience? 

To see how vertuei are in honor pkoed. 
To see the agM all with reuerenoe semed. 
To see the homUe by their seruice graced. 
And beanties fame bf Cidthlull loue preserued. 
To see peace, plenty wisedome, honour, loue : 
Are these not pleasures, for the hart to proue? 

Now heere the pilgrime did beginne to (ioare, 
Some of his seruants woulde be stolne awaie. 
Either the Sente, the Tast, the Eae, the Ears, 
Or ds the FeeUng woulde be forst to staie : 
Yet, for they sware their seruice to his will. 
He fearde Uie lesse, to leade them from their ill 

And when he sawe, what perill was in greatnes, 
What idle thooghtes, in youthliill humors sit, 
And what a foUy, was in to much featenes. 
Where beauties wonders did but blinde the wit : 
And what long suites, did gaine but Httle grace, 
And last what danngeis doe possesie the place. 

With humble praier vnto the powers on high. 
To blesse that prince and all those princely peeres. 
Which in the honour of discretions de. 
Were ealde the wonders of these latter ]reeres : 
From care, and cost, fimcy, and wisedomes folly, 
He tooke his waike ynto a waie more holly. 

WHERft ere they eame, they came yet by the way, 
Vnto a Campe, or rather, kingly fielde : 
Where, many a stop, dki feare too long a stay, 
Such choice of honors, did such humours yeelde : 
Where horse and Ibote, were so in order planted, 
As, no direction, in discretion wanted. 

The chiefe commaunder in his statdy tente. 

With noble mindes of Martial! men attended : 

For euery doubt of euery ill intent, 

With strongest gardes of watche and warde defended : 

Whose graue discretion rulde by sounde aduise, 

Performde the pk>t of many a rare deuise. 



To see the ciiefiill CoUoiids directed, 
Ech to his quarter, and his regiment : 
And how ech Captaine, vahauntly effected. 
The wonder grace of warlike gouemement : 
To see the true discharge of euery oflkse, 
And then the honor of aduentures seruice. 

To note the greate piouision euery waie 
For victuaile first, munition, armor, shot ; 
For forrege for their horse, for grasse and hay. 
And such prouaunte, as cheapest may be got : 
For euery grounde, for euery quarter fit. 
Are not the workes for euery simple wit. 

To heere the drummes and fife the larum strike, 
The horses nde, and then the trumpets sounde. 
To see the horsemen charge vpon the pike. 
And then the pikemen laie the horse on grounde. 
To heare the Canons roar, the small shot rattle. 
And see their triumph, that doe winne the battaile. 

To marke the orderinig of a court de garde. 
To note the rules in walking of the rounde. 
The Sdntenils, and euery watdi. and warde. 
And of the mines, and working vnder grounde : 
To marke the planting of their Ambuscades. 
And in the night, their sodaine canuassados. 

To see a Citty sende her buUets out. 

Against the force of all her crudl foes. 

To see her wals, all fortified about. 

To beare the force of all their cruell blowes : 

To make her foes, perforce their siege to raise. 

And through the world to winne a wonder praise. 

Are heere not sights of force to staie the de? 
Or soundes, of power for to inchaunt the eare. 
Nay. male not wel the hart be drawn awry. 
From all concdtes, to keepe his compasse there : 
Sure, so it had, bad not the spirit stiU, 
Preseru'de the fences from a secret ill. 

For. then againe. to see a dtty sackte, 

Her buildings niinde, and her people slaine : 

Her wals. al rax^d. and her castles crackt, 

And al her wdth, but in a woful vaine : 

Her olde men mourning, and her yoimg men djring, 

The mothers weeping, and thdr children crying 

To see her streetes, al ninne with streames of bkx>d. 

Her houses burning, al in flames of fier : 

To see her state, that al in honor stoode, 

Yedde to the forces of their foes desire : 

Her roial strength, become a ruiul storie. 

And death, and sorrow, ende of al her glorie. 

To see the fielde. with dead men ouerspread, 
To see the aire infected al with smoake : 
To see, the valiaunt Caualieros dead. 
And many a soldiour hurt with many a stroake : 
To see the steedes, lie tumbling on the earth. 
And through the campe a ^ckenes or a dearth. 
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To see the soldkmr itanie, with lake of fbode. 
And, in his mardi, to die with lacke of drincke : 
To see the ridi men line on poore mens bloode, 
And one dose humor, at another wincke : 
To see each Captaine, euerie waie anoied. 
And, b]r disorder, all the campe destroied 

Did make the pilgrime willing to depart 
The plaoe so inl of daonger and dlstresse : 
Where wits might worke bat woful was the arte. 
Where one mans hofhh, fared many heauines : 
And therefore making there but little stale 
He foOowes patience on another way. 

AND on they walke, vntil anone they came, 
Vnto a Churdi, not built of lime or stone 
But that true Churdi, of that Immortal lame 
That is worides wonder, and heauens loue alone : 
Whose head is Christ, whose Martirs are his pillers 
And al whose members, are his wordes wd-willers. 

The gate, is Grace, Contritioo, is the key. 
The locke, is loue, the porter. Penitence : 
Where humble fisith, must heanenly fiuiour stay, 
Tni pity talke with ycrtues patience : 
While angels sigbes, the sinners waie deuise. 
To haue his entiaunce into paradise. 

Which is in deede the pkM of al perfection. 
Drawne by the oompasse of diuine ooncdte, 
Whose Hne, is life laide by his kmes direction 
Who makes al flesh vpon the spirite waite : 
Whoae flowers are frijdtes of fahhes eternal fiuiour, 
Sweete to the soole, in euerliuing sauour. 

Now in this grounde, doth Hue this glorious King, 
Of merdes life, amidde the fire of loue. 
Who, as the sunne, doth cause the flowers to spring. 
So, by his fire, makes feith her comfort proue : 
When heanenly ruth doth vertues roote so nourish. 
That, her feire flowers shall grow and euer floorish. 

Now heere the herbes were wholsome sentences, 
Which purge the hart, of euery idle thought : 
And for each grasse, a grace (rf wit and senoes, 
By heanenly blessing from the spirit brought : 
In midst whereof the well of life doth spring. 
About the which the Angels sit and singe. 

Heere is the light that makes the sunne to shine, 
Heere is the brightnes of the morning light, 
Heere is the sunne, that neuer doth decline, 
Heere is the dale, that neuer hath a night, 
Heere is the hope of euerliuing blisse, 
And comforte, that beyonde all knowledge is. 



Heere neuer weede, had euer power to growe. 

Nor euer worme coulde make an herbe to wither. 

But in the path, where afl perfections goe, 

Vertue and Nature, Idnddy went togither. 

And heanenly dewes* did al the fruites so cherish. 

That, ndther fruit, nor herbe, nor flower could perish. 

Heere neuer sorrow for the thought of losses, 
Heere euer labour and jret neuer weary ; 
Heere neuer feare, of any fetal crosses, 
Heere neuer mourning, and heere euer merry : 
Heere neuer hunger, thurst, nor heat, nor cold. 
But take enough, and stil the store doth hokle. 

Heere is the sky, the sun, the moone, and stars. 
Set for a dial, by the heamms directioo : 
Heere neuer doude their brightest shining barres. 
But show their brightnes in their best perfection : 
Heere, is in some the sweetest light of al, 
Fhxn whidi al lightes haue thdr 



Heere neuer foote of wicked pride presumed. 
But is eiduded heanenlie paradise : 
Heere is the aier with sweetest sweetes prefumed. 
While siimers s^ghes is blessed sacrifice : 
When feithiul soules in Angds armes embraced. 
Are in the eie of glorious fenour graced. 

Heere are the rirgins plajring, Angds sfaiging 
The Saintes reioidng, and the Martirs ioying. 
Heere sacred comfortes to the consdenoe qiringing. 
And no one thought of discontent anoying : 
Heere hurt was none^ and feare of deitth is neuer. 
But heere is loue, and heere is life for euer. 

Heere sorrowes teares, doe quencfae the heiite of Sinne. 
And fire of loue, doth kindle life againe : 
Heere doth the groundeof glory first beginne. 
And heere is Vertue, in her highest vaine : 
Heere, is in some the state of honours story, 
And of all goodnes , the etemall glory. 

And heere is, lo that heanenly parsdise. 
Whereto the pilgrime, made his pilgrimage : 
Where sacred mercy first did solempnise. 
The spirite to the fleshe in mariage : 
And here the hart did finde his spirit blest. 
To bring the senoes to etemall rest. 

Gloria im ixulsis Z>m, 

IN this true plot of reasons highest pieasnre. 
The heaunly court, of the high King of Kings : 
Where sacred spirits, haue thdr spedall treasure 
And sweetest comfort, of contentments springs : 
God bring your sences, by your harts desire. 
To fed the comfort of his kingly fier. 




THE COFNTESSE OF PEN- 

brookes loue. * 



FAIRE in a plot of earthly pandiae, 
Vpoo a faill, the Moses made a Mase : 
In midst whereof within a^Phoeniz eies. 
There sits a grace, that hath the world at gaae : 
Which Phoenix is but name Ynto a nature 
That shews the world hath scarcely such a creature : 

This true loues saint, by worthy beauty crowned. 
Did seeme to wish but not expresse her will : 
When straunge desires were in deuises drowned, 
To finde out wonders Deuthest from her wil : 
The woflde came hi, with presenu many a one, 
But, yet alas, her loue could like of none. 

Cleare was the day when Phoebus sHonne fill bright. 
But her hartes eie did higher Ught aspire : 
Aprill, brought in both earth and aires deUgfat, 
But earth, nor aire, could answere her desire : 
Fortune? shee skomde : fiiendes? who durst be a foe? 
Seruants? a worlde would seme her will or no. 

Welth, was but trash, and health was natures ioie, 
Honour, a Title, beauty, but a blast : 
Power, but a trouble, pleasure, but a toie, 
Youth, but a time, to quickely ouerpast : 
Learning, alas, it liueth in her schoole, 
VHsedome, her will, knowes worldly wit a foole. 

Yet still she wisht, but saide not what shee woulde, 
When still the worlde, did worke, but still in vaine : 
Qffe with concdte, did all the best he coulde. 
Brought in his giftes, but bare them backe againe : 
When welth, helth, beauty, honor, power nor ease 
Wit, youth, nor learning, could her humor please. 

Some brought in pearles, most orient to beholde, 
Shee knew them pearles, and so did shee regarde them 
Some brought in gemmes, of diamondes set in golde. 
Shee knew their worth and so did she rewarde them. 
Some brought in workes, of weomans rare deuises. 
She knew their paines, and so did giue the prices. 

Some brought in musicke of most sihier sounde, 
Whidi all woulde cease, if shee but tucht a string : 
Some brought in first the &irest flowers they founde, 
Shee tooke them as the comforts of the Spring : 
Some brought in this and some woulde bringe in that. 
But yet her wish was still shee knewe not what. 

IS 



The souldiers came, and btoiight in all their armes, 
Shee smilde to see, how beauty made a peace : 
The pesants came, and oflfred vp their fiumes, 
But, shee saide loue did neuer make a lease : 
The merchants, came with all their mony treasure. 
Shee put it off, it did her minde no pleasuxei 

The lawiers came, and hUde downe all their bookes, 
Shee knew, that truth was all in yea and no : 
The courtiers came with all their lofty lookes. 
But when she lookt she made them curtsy low : 
The scholars came and brought in all thdr artes, 
Shee knew their practise ere they learned their partes. 

The sailers brought their mbies from the rodces, 
But, of sudi toies, her treasure was to full : 
The shepards brought the fairest of their flockes. 
But shee coulde weare no doth was made of woU : 
Thus euery one did bring in what they coulde. 
Yet still she wisht, but knew not what shee woulde. 

The poets came, and brought in their inuentions, 
But well shee knew their fiandes were but fidned : 
The muses brought the truth of their intentions. 
Which in their Idndes were Idndely entertained : 
But yet the best, with all her worthines, 
Toucht not the humor of her happines. 

But when the world could not come neare her wish, 
And saw in vaine it was, her will to seeke : 
The earth coulde yeelde no fhiite, the sea no fishe. 
That coulde be founde, that might her frmcy leeke : 
Some with a sigh, other, with pitteous mone, 
All went awaie, and left her all alone. 

Now when she saw the woride was gone indeede, 
Her selfe alone, saue but my selfe vnseene : 
Oh Loue quod she, this world is but a weede. 
Who liues on earth, that in the heauens hath beene? 
Thou knowest I know the world did know thee neuer. 
But I do know, heauens know, thou knowest thd euer. 

Thou art a name that nature neuer knew. 
Thou art a knowledge for the earth too high. 
Thou art the triall of affection true. 
Thou art the truth, that cannot make a lie. 
Thou art the sweete, that cannot be concdued, 
Thou art the hope, that neuer harte deodued. 

C 2 
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Gold is bat drosse, jpeaiies are bat fishes des : 
The wisest head, to thee is bat an Asse, 
What life so proud? but in thy presence dies : 
Thou art the Beauty that can neuer &de : 
Thou art the sunne, what euer be the shade. 

Thou leadest the eie vnto his haru deOghc, 

Thou leadest the hart Ynto his soules desire, 

Thou leadest the soole Ynto that lining light, 

Whidi shewes the heauen wher hope can go no higher : 

Thou art the height aboue all heighu so high, 

As giues the Hfe, where loue can neuer die. 

And ainee I see, sudi is thy sacred Essence, 
As giues the being to each secret blisse : 
And vertue hath her highest exoellsnoe. 
In but performing viuu thy pleasure is : 
Some heanenly Muse, let my poore spirit moue. 
To make the world to wonder at my loiie. 

Thy &ee my Lone, is lairer then the sunne : 
Thy beauty sweete, is brighter then the daie : 
Thy shinii^ Ugfat before the worid begunne. 
And cannot Hide, tboi^h al the world decay : 
Where wisedome fiades, in state of vertues story. 
The grace of Beauty hath her brightest glory. 

Thy wisedome doth aU wonder compre h end. 
Thy vakire is aboue all power victorious, 
Without beginning, and can neuer ende. 
Thy rertue is in heauen and earth al glorious : 
Thy prayses are aboue all pcmise raysM, 
Where mercy is, in highest glory prayaM. 

Health is no health, but in thy happy hand. 
Life is but death, that thy loue doth not cherish, 
Earth hath no fruit esEoept thou blesse the land, 
Thoughts prosper not wher thou wilt haue them perish, 
Power, is no povrer, but where thou doest assist, 
Downe goes the world, that doth thy will resist. 

Thy wil, sweete loue, is but the summe of wel, 
Thy well, is well, wel, better, and the best : 
That, with thy loue, thy liuing soules may dwell, 
Safe, in the hope of thdr eternal rest : 
Thy rest the ioie, the soule cannot conoeiue, 
Thy soules, the Saintes, thy Mercy doth receiue. 

Thy comfort is the tudistone of true kindenes, 
Thy kindenesse is the very life of loue : 
Thy loue is light, all other light but blindenesse, 
Thy light is life, that death can neuer proue : 
Thy death, was life, thy life is ioie for euer. 
Vnto the soules, that loue and leaue thee neuer. 

What was? or is? or, on the earth shall b«« 
But that thou knowst, and knowst al what they are 
And that they haue, their beeing but in thee. 
Made by thy hande, and gouernd by thy care : 
Which thou dost prosper, comfort, or defende, 
And when tliou wilt, shal wboly make an ende. 

Grast is the king, whom thou dost only crowne, 
And wise the wit, that only knowes thy wil, 



Happy the State^ wImk t|ioii dost bkMe tbQ taevne. 
And blest, the hart, that thou dost keepe from ill : 
But yet the soule, doth in her frdth approue 
The Ufe, the life, is onely in thy lone. 

Shall I describe thy sweete and glorious seate? 

But. «s thou art vnto thy seruants seeoe. 

Or shall my spirite humbly dse entreate ? 

Some Angds help, that in the heauens hath beene? 

That to the world such glory may vnfolde, 

Or» saia it is, too glorious to beholde. 

Thy throne is ludgement, lustice is thy sworde, 
Merey and Thith are stiU before thy feoe : 
Loue, is thy law, and Wisedome is thy worde : 
Vertue thy loue, and Bounty is thy grace : 
Pitty thy state, where patienc e is the itory, 
Grace is thy gift, and Merey is thy glory. 

Thus in the seate of sacred exoellenoe. 
With Virgins, Safaits, and Angels all attended. 
Dost thou possesse that princdy residence : 
Tni ludgemem passe and loies be neuer ended. 
When aU the host of heauen and heauens doth sing, 
An Alleluia, to their heauenly king. 

Where trembling loyes distill the teares of loue. 
And kming feare doeth bring forth bhishing frioes. 
And blushing frioes, in their frdth approue, 
Vnworthy creatures, to behold their graces. 
Which graces doe this glorious musicke move. 
The life of life, is in thy heauenly loue. 

Now for thy loue, h cannot tume to hate. 
Thou hatest the life, that once doth alter kme : 
It is the stafe of an etemall state, 
A mansion house, that neuer can remooe : 
Which, on the rocke of true Rdigion staadas. 
And neuer feares the seas of errors sandes. 

Now, thy Religion is the rule of life. 
Whose chiefest blessing is the ioie of peace : 
Where loue, cuts of the cause of euery strife. 
And sweete accord, doth bring out loues'encrease : 
And loues encrease is such a ioie to see. 
As bring the soule vnto bis life in thee. 

Alas, alas, all treasure is but trasbe. 

Where loue is banisht by the state of strife : 

The sweetest wine, is but as swinish wash, 

Vnto the water, of the well of life : 

No, no, the pleasures, that the worid can proue. 

Are aU but sorrowes to thy heaunly loue. 

But, let me see what fruite, thy feuour yeddes. 
Or in thy loue, what happy life is founde. 
When sea, and lande, hils, dales, and fairest fieldes. 
Doe all, but in thy blessed giftes abounde : 
Beskles the peace, wherewith the hart is blest. 
To bring the soule to thy etemall rest. 

Thou dost not ioie to see a sinners death. 
But true repentaunce pleaseth thee farre better : 
Yea, thou wflt helpe at latest gaspe of breath. 
To make the soule oonfesse it selfe thy debter : 
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And wboe the aoule, such oomfbrts doth approue, 
Om thane be thonicht a comfort like thy loue? 

No. DO, this woride is lull of wanton toies, 
Which oft keepes backe the comfort of thy care : 
And many waies doth worke the harts anoies. 
When fortunes hope doth prone but heauy fare : 
Ohheauens, who knew but halfe thy blessednes, 
Woulde hate the woride with all his wretcbedqes. 

Where shew of fisith doth shape but fiiUshods ctoke. 
When fimdes teares, proue drops of fonde desire : 
Where free conceites, will yeeld to kindenes yoke. 
When sorrow paies repentance for their hire : 
While in thy loue male liuing faith vnfolde, 
Hart, may her hope, hope may her heauen bdiold^ 

What shadowes here doe ouershroude the eie? 
While Masking thoughts doe March before the winde : 
Where loues conodte, doth but illusion trie, 
When careles wit becometh the wilfull blinde. 
And Nature findes herselfe stiU misoonoeiued. 
Where forme, for matter hath the soule deoetued. 

Where night for dale, for light is darkenes taken, 
Treason for truth, and hate indeede for loue. 
Where death is followed, and the lifo forsaken. 
While ioies mistaken, doe but sorrowes proue : 
When in thy loue this life is sweete set downe. 
The faithfuU soule receiues a roiall crowne. 

The swanne is white, but whiter is the snow. 

The daie is bright, but brighter is the sunne. 

But he that ooulde but thy loues histre know. 

And where the fire of pbebus first begunne, 

Woulde saie, to see thy sweet loues shining brightnes, 

The sunne hath lost his light, the snow his whitenes. 

Fooles, of the earth (alas) could neuer know thee. 
And thou dost know, the wisest are but fooles : 
Thy glorious workes doe in such wonder, show thee. 
That greatest powers, are plashes to thy pooles : 
Height, depth, length, breadth, are in thy foue declared. 
Yet are they iiothiog to thy loue compared. 

Aboue all height, thy loue doeth line on high, 

And who can sounde, the depth of thy loues treasure? 

Or limit out the length of thy loues eie, 

Which heauen and earth doth in thy mercy measure : 

No, let all height, depth, length, and bredth confesse. 

Thy loue is blessM. in all blessednes. 

Thy loue giues light, vnto the inwarde eie. 
Thy loue giues lifis, vnto the dying hart : 
Thou giu'st. the oomforte, that can neuer die. 
Thou giu'st, the comfort, that can neuer part : 
Thou giu'st. but all. that all in all doth proue. 
AU. all. in all. is onely in thy loue. 

But. what shoulde I ? shall I ? or can I giue ? 
To thee : for all, that thou hast giuen to me : 
Wh€, by thy loue, my soule doth only loue. 
And hath her being wholy but in thee : 
Nothing I haue. but, if that ought be mine, 
AU doe I giue vnto that loue of thine. 



And though my sinnes, haue bard me of thy UeasiQg, 
By great offences to thy grace diuine. 
Yet let. my soule, with humble harts confessing. 
Purchase againe, that gratious loue of thine : 
And, let my teares vnto sudi pitty moue thee. 
That I may know, that thou dost know I loue thee. 

And while my soule doth to thine honor sing. 
The heauenly praises of thy holy name. 
Oh. let the sounde throughout Uie worid so ring. 
That, olde and young, male ioie to heare the same : 
And on our knees, al humbly fell before thee, 
With hart, and minde, and soule for to adore thee. 

Not that my wits can touch the smallest worth 
Of that high wonder worthines of thine : 
For. from, a sinner, what can issue forth ? 
And who more sinner then this soule of mine? 
Which doth with teares of true repentance moue. 
Thy gratious helpe to glorifie thy loue. 

For. M vnto the sea, a water droppe. 
And to the sandes, a little pibUe stone. 
And ^ a come, vnto a haruest croppe, 
And vnto. infinite, the number one : 
So are my Muses in their Musicke short. 
Thy kingly prayse of prayses to report. 

But, as a scholer that doth goe to schoole. 
To make a letter, ere he leame to write, 
And as the wit, that knowes it selfe a foole. 
Till higher wisedome teach it to endite : 
So let my soule in her submission proue 
Hate of the world, and honour of thy loue. 

For. what is beere that can content the hart ? 
That knowes content, or what it doth containe : 
What thought so sweete but brings as sowre a smart, 
Or pleasure such ? but brcedes a f^uther peine : 
What thing so good ? but proues in fine so euil, 
As. but for God. woulde beare men to the deuill. 

What is the Earth ? the labour of our life. 
What is the sea ? a gulfe of griesy lakes : 
What is the aire ? a stufTe of filthy strifie. 
What is the fire ? the spoile of what it takes : 
When tbe«e are al. whence euery thing doth springe. 
What is the woride ? but euen a wofiil thing. 

What thing is man ? a clodde of miry claie. 
Slime of the Earth, a slaue to filthie sinne : 
Springes like a weede and so doth weare awaie, 
does to the earth, where first he did beginne : 
Oh heauens thinke I. when man is wholy such. 
What is in man ? that man shoulde loue so much. 

What hath the woride. to leade the minde to loue ? 

In true effect, a fardel ful of toies : 

Where, wey the pith, what euery one doth proue, 

The perfectst gems are most vnperfect ioies : 

Consider al what fansie bringeth forth. 

The best conceite will fal out nothing worth. 

What worldely thinges doe follow fansie most ? 
Welth, beutie, knie. fine diet, honor, fhme : 
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What findes affect? both loue and kbour lost, 
Disdaine, disease, dishonor, death, and shame : 
Where care, and sorrow, death, and deadly strife, 
Doe rule the rost, in this aocursM hfe. 

What thing is Beauty ? colour quickely gon. 
And what is wealth ? when riches fid to rust : 
What thing is loue? a toy to thinke irpon. 
Fine diet? drosse, to feede a filthy lust. 
What worldly honour? oft Ynworthy praise. 
What ease? the cause whereby the life decaies. 

What is disdaine, the skome of proud conceit. 
And what disease? the death of discontent : 
Dishonour next ? the finite of foule deceite. 
And what is death? but ende of ill intent : 
Now what is shame ? a shamefull thing to tell. 
And thus the world but euen the way to helL 

For beasts and birds, for fishes, flowers and trees. 

And al such things created for our vse : 

What thing is man? to take such things as theese, 

By want of grace, to tume vnto abuse : 

Oh wretdied world, when man that should be best. 

In beastly things proues worse then al the rest. 

But when I see the wretched state of man. 
And al the world at such a woful passe : 
That tinoe the course of humane care began. 
More fill of wo, good nature neuer was. 
When this my soule, doth with her sorrow see. 
Lord sales my Loue, that I might line with thee. 

And leauing so the world with all his woes. 
And lookfaig vp to heauen and heauenly ioies. 
And to the grace where vertues glory goes. 
Noting the life, that neuer loue anoies : 
When in my soule, I doe this sweetnes proue. 
Lord sales my soule, how sweet art thou my knie. 

I see the sunne, the beauty of the skie. 

The moone and stars, the candles of the night : 

They haue their essence in thy heauenly eie. 

That blindes the proude, and giues the humble light : 

I see the raine-bow, bended by thy hand. 

That doth both heauen, earth, sea and heauen command. 

Thou gauest the sunne, the moone and stars a course. 
Which they obserue according to thy will : 
Thou makest the tides to take their due recourse. 
And setst the Earth, where it doth settle stil. 
Thou framdst the substance of each Element. 
And settst thy foote vpon the firmament. 

Thus dost thou sitte in glory of thy throne. 
With al the hoast, of highest heauens attended : 
Who. in thine ire, hast kingdoms ouerthrowen 
And in thy loue hast little things defended : 
Whose glory more then may by man be knowen, 
And glory most, is in thy mercy showen. 

Thus thou dost sit in honor of thy power. 
Calling the poore vnto thy rich reliefe. 
Sowing the sweete. that kiUeth euery sower, 
Giuing the salue, that bealetb euery griefe : 



Making them line, that long were dead before. 
And lining so, that they can die no more. 

Thou madst the worlde and what it doth oontaine. 
Ondy but man, thou madst vnto thy loue : 
And mans good will was thy desirid gaine. 
Till proude attempt did high displeasure roone : 
Thou plagst his pride, yet when thou sawst his paine. 
Thou gau'st the salue, that heald the wound againe. 

Vngratefiill man, whom thou dklst onely make. 
In loue to loue, and with thy loue preseruest. 
And for his loue, enduredst for his sake. 
Such death of life, as dearest loue deseruest : 
What cursid hart woulde to displeasure moue thee, 
That giuiog all, askcs nothing but to loue thee. 

Oh loue, sweete loue, oh high and heauenly loue, 
The ooely line, that leades to happy life : 
Oh loue, that liu'st, for louing harts behoue. 
And makst an ende of euery hatefiiU strife : 
Happy are they that kindely can attaine thee. 
And how accurst, that dare but to disdaine thee. 

Thy lone was cause, that first we were created. 
Loue is the life, that thou wilt haue vs leade : 
Loue is the cause, we neuer can be hated, 
Loue is our life, when other life is dead : 
Loue is thy grace, that highest good doth giue 
Loue me then lorde and I shall euer liue. 

And with that worde proceeding fit>m her hart. 
The trickeling teares distOlM downe her des : 
As if her sence possest in euery part, 
A secret ioie that did the soule suprise : 
When lifting vp her handes, oh loue quod shee. 
My soule is sidce she can not be with thee. 

And from the mercy of thy maiesty, 
Beholde the sonrowes of my wounded soule : 
Let pitties care of loues calamitie. 
My ruthfiill teares, thy register enrowle : 
And thinke vpon the passions that I approue. 
For, truely, lorde, my soule is sicke of loue. 

And sicke it is, and so well male it bee, 

A sweeter sickenes then a worldly health : 

A healthfiill sickenes, to be sicke for thee. 

Where Natures want doth proue the spirits wealth : 

While hart hath set her highest happines. 

But to beholde thee in thy holines. 

But, I am sicke, and sicke, in euery vaine. 
Sicke to the death, but not to die to thee : 
For why thy loue assures me life againe. 
And there to liue where death can neuer be : 
Oh sweetest sicknes, where the soule may see 
The way through death, to come to liue with thee. 

To liue with thee, oh euerliuing lone. 
Oh let me die, that I may liue no more. 
Till in thy loue. I may the life iqyproue. 
That may oonfesse I neuer liu'de before : 
Life is biat death where thy loue shineth neuer. 
Onely thy loue. is happy life for cuer. 
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My iiiiiies my sinnes whh sorrow and with shame. 
Of fiuiltes and follies oouered haue my fiioe : 
Death is my due, I haue desem'd the same. 
Wo to the hart, in sudi Tnhappy case : 
But if repentance mercy may obtained 
Looke on me loue, and I am well againe. 

Vnhiqppy hart, that ener thee offended, 
Vnworthy eies, thy blessings to beholde : 
Vncarefull eare, that euer tale attended. 
But to the truth that hath thy mercy tolde : 
Vnfidthlul soule, that euer thought did moue 
Fkom euerliuing, with thine onely loue. 

But, now the hart is dead to worldes ddight. 
And eies in teares, pronounce repentance truth : 
The eare is deafe vntill the hart be right. 
To see the life, that of thy lone ensueth : 
The feithfuU soule of pleasure is depriued. 
Dead, till her life, be by thy loue reuiued. 

Nor, let me tempt that truest loue of thine 
To hasten time beyonde thy holy win : 
But only looke, vpon this soule of mine. 
That in thy loue may be her Ihiing still : 
Tin shoe may heare this ioilull sounde of thee 
Come away loue, and euer line with me. 

But, yet my krae, me seems I see thee looke, 
As though my soule had thee displeasM sore : 
But, hath my loue so high displeasure tooke? 
That he will looke Tpon my loue no more : 
Oh, yes, my loue will not be angry euer, 
And where he kmes, he will be angry neuer. 

Then, though thou chide, yet be not angry loue. 
Alt in thy k i nden es giue thy sweete correction. 
That humble hart maie in repentance proue. 
The dearest passage of thy loues dlrectkm : 
Whose blessed ende may in this only be. 
To Uue to die, to die to line to thee. 

To Une to thee, hi thee, and but with thee, 

My dearest life, and onely truest loue : 

Where heauen and earth doe all the comfort see. 

That feithfoll passions in the soule may proue : 

Come kunbe, come loue, come ly betwixt my bresu 

Where seafous tone, and true repentance rests. 

Some say sweete loue, there is a Phoenix birde. 
Of which there was, is, nor will be but one : 
Whkh Phoenix sure, I thinke is but a worde, 
For such a Urde, I thinke is surely none : 
But that it doeth, in figure onelie tuch. 
Some heauenly thing ; on earth was neuer such. 

For why the birde, is saied to bee alone. 
And thou dklst male, and femall all create : 
And as for birdes were neuer two in^me. 
That euer trueth fai reason dkl rdate : 
No, no, the figure surely doeth intende. 
More then the worid can easfly co mp re h end. 

They sale she hath a kinde of fiery Taine, 
For that she Uues and diet but in the sunne, 



Consumes with heat, and so reuiucs againe. 
But, by the heate, whereby her death begunne : 
Which strSge conceit makes me cfliecture this 
Some high construction of the figure ia. 

And high it is, that to the heanens doth read). 
And heauen it is, that such a readi intendeth. 
And high intent, doeth sueh a reason teach. 
That onely faith this figure comprehendeth : 
When in thy passion patienoe doth appnme. 
The rising life, of euerliuing loue. 

For by the sunne, is surely vertue ment. 
Which doth enflame the soule with sacred loue : 
The flying high, the feithflill hearu intent 
Where loue must worke, but for the lines behoue : 
The ashes, are olde Adam, dead and gon. 
The new life, Christ, thy loue anew put on. 

And didst thou die, to compasse thy desire ? 
And thy desire, but to preserue thy loue ? 
And, could in thee, loue, kindle such a fier? 
To leaue thy life? thy constant loue to proue ? 
Then of thy loue, let this the figure be. 
If euer there were Phoenix, thou art he. 

And since thou didst, that sweete example giue. 
By thine owne death to show thy dearest loue : 
That we might leame the onely way to liue. 
Is. by thy crosses comforts to approue : 
Oh let my soule, beseech her sacred rest, 
But in the ashes of the Phoenix nest 

Me thinkes, I see, that glorious seate of thfaie. 
Whereto thy Saintt and Angels al assemble. 
And in the presence of thy power diuine. 
With k>ilull feare, how euen the highest tremble : 
And when those spirits, doe such passions proue, 
Shall I presume, to think vpon thy loue? 

Oh sweetest loue, that carries such a force, 
As keepes the hart of humble hope in awe : 
And sweete againe, that caries such remorse. 
As hath cut off, the curses of the lawe : 
And sweetest yit, that in the soule doth proue 
There is no sweete indeede, but in thy loue. 

Whkrh feeds the hOgry with a heauenly bread, 
And cooles the tUrsty from the Uuing Rocke, 
Whid) heales the sfcke, giues life Ynto the dead. 
And wakes the careful, with the morning cocke : 
Which breedes the peace, that stinteth eueiy strife, 
And giues the fountaine of the well of life. 

It is the key that opes the doore of grace. 
Vnto the care that thou hast constant proued, 
And shewes the feuour of thy shining face, 
Vnto the blessed of thy deare beloued : 
It is in summe, the infinite sweete pleasure. 
Of tried faith, and true Repentance treasure. 

Oh toy of ioies, what hart can comprehend thee ? 
Oh sweete of sweets, what sence that can cOcdue thee? 
Blest be the harts that truly doe attend thee. 
And ten times blest, that in thdr soules recdue thee : 
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And fairdy l^est, whom thoa hast £uth!ul proufld, 
Biit chiefly blest whom thou hast chiefly looed. 

Me thinkes I see, how sweetly thou dost ride, 
Aboue the heauens, vpon the Cherubs high, 
With all thine angels set on euery side, 
VHth all the sound of sweetest hannony : 
Where all and some, their sweetest notes do frame 
To sing the pnises of thy holy name. 

Me thinkes I see the holy Martyrs crowned. 

On hOble knees cast down thdr crowns before thee : 

And cry alowd, be thou alone renowned. 

Let heanen and earth, and all the world adore thee. 

When, my poore soule, with sinne oppress^ sore, 

Can say Amen yec« though it say no more. 

Oh that my soule could see that sacred Ught, 
That might but leade me to thy holy will. 
And leame the rule, that keepes the soule aright. 
In perfect Csdth thy preoepu to fulfill : 
And might so neere vnto thy hand abide. 
As from thy kwe, might neuer steppe aside. 

But, what am I ? a worme and wretched thing, 
Vnworthy creature, made of earth and dale : 
Once to presume to speak vnto my King, 
On whom the state of highest heauens doth stale : 
I.<et no presumption thy displeasure moae. 
But in Uiy pitty looke vpon my loos. 

For I am sicke, oh Sauiour sende me health. 
My hart is hurt, come heale my deadly wotmde : 
And I am poore, reUene roe with thy wealth. 
Yea, I am dead* oh raise me from the grounde : 
My health, my wealth, my only resurreetion. 
Let my soule Uoe, but in thy looes perHection. 

Befaolde the teares of my repentaunt truth. 
And wey my sorrowes, by my sighing sobbes : 
And in the rule but of thy beauenly ruth, 
Feele my poore hart, in horror how it throbbes : 
And when thou seest my soule thus wo t)egun her. 
In thy sweete mercy, sweet k)ue looke vpon her. 

And from the dew of thy deare blessed loue, 
Let fall one droppe vpon my driM hart : 
Wherein my soule such comfort may appioue, 
As may asswage the rigour of my smart : 
And being so by thy sweete hand relieued, 
Male so reioice, as neuer more be grieued. 

Lorde who dare looke against thy lining power ? 
Or what doth line ? but ondy in thy loue : 
The sweete of sweets where there was neuer sower. 
But ioies of ioies, that can no sorrow proue : 
Oh purest proofe, of loue and lifes perfection. 
Blest be the soule, that lines by thy direction. 

But my heart pantes, my soule doth quake for feare. 
And sorrowes paine possesseth euery part : 
My heape of sinnes, to heuy for u> beare. 
Presse downe desire with terror of desart : 
And in great drea4, of deepe dispaire doth crie. 
Grace giue me life, for in my ^innes I die. 



For stin the flesh is subiect to offende. 
While yet the spirit, groneth for thy grace : 
But thou hast power the weakest to defende, 
That vnto thee, reueale their heauy case: 
Then from that haode, and mighty arme of thine. 
Strengthen, this weake and wounded soule of mine. 

Thou that hast saide prowde Eaaw was thy hate. 

And humble lacob, was thy chosen loue : 

That doth the power of workUy pride abate, 

And workst the hcauen of humble hartesbeboue: . 

Make Esawes life with laeobs kme agree : 

Or kill the flesh, the loole male Uue with thee. 

And from despairs, that poisned sting of death, 
Ddiuer Lorde, the sorrowes of desire : 
And at the latest houre, and gaspe of bnath. 
Let humble hart, the hope of beauen aspire : 
Where faithliill soulet male in thy iknour see. 
That ondy loue, doth ondy Hue in thet. 

What booteth me the worlde for to posMSie. 

And want the iewell of my heauenly ioie : 
What earths delight? but if to me diftresse« 
When natures health, doth proue the soulet anoye : 
No, my sweete k)ue, let this poore soule of mine, 
Neuer haue life, but in that loue of tbina. 

Onepredoui droppe of thy pure oUl of grace. 

Power downe, sweete kMM into my wounded hart : 

And to my feith, to tuznc thy k>utog fooa. 

That from thy fouour I male neuer part : 

Looke on thy Mary with her bittar tcarai. 

That washt thy foeta ana wipte them with her heares. 

The greater depu foigiuan, the greatar loue. 
Thy worde hath sgide, and it sales euar tnia : 
When patience life, in pitties loue doth pioue. 
In greatest mercy, greatest glory grua : 
Where one mans sinne procurM all mens paine. 
And one mans grace, gau^ all men life againe. 

Oh high creator of all creatures lining. 

Who nothing wantst that all thinges dost possesse : 

What hath the world that may ba woftb tba giuli^ 

Vnto the honor of thy hoUoes : 

But ondy thankes, that thy true spirit moueth. 

In that true hart, that thy tnia macf louath. 

But still I see my loue is sore displeasde. 
And tds me of my great vngratefulnesi 
When so my soule, with sorrow is diseasde. 
As in my hart, flndes nought but hatefolnes : 
And with the teares of tme repentance criath. 
Lorde saue the life, that in thy mercy Uoth. 

For, thou art kma, Ihe eoeiUuiag God* 

And ondy God and onely of the liuiag. 

Who, though thou <mittt thy children with thy rod. 

Sweete is the care of thy oorreotioas giuiog : 

In whidi thy sweete and kindest oara oorreet me, 

But hi thy meroy, neuer doe reieot me. 

Let neuer death against thy life prenaile, 
Nor euer hate, onoe \odU against thy kme. 
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Nor fiathftill hope thy heaxMsly fiuxmr USub, 
But harts oontritkm happy oomliaTt prone : 
And let the toole, enen at the dore of death, 
Liue by the aier bat of thy heanenly breath 

Mine eiet are dhmne, my flesh, bare sldn and bone, 
My sinewes shroncke, and all my timmes are mm, 
Mhie eares are deaisi but to the loand of mooe. 
My speedi, it but to aorrow stroken dnm : 
My blood dried vp, my heart with aorroir sokcn. 
Oh heipe the aoule, bcftxe the heart be brokca. 

Behokl the a orwwes, that my sotile doeth make, 
And see what torments teare my heart asmder, 
Where euery teare^ doth other ooertake^ 
Where ieaielall oare, pott fidthfaU oomfbrts nhler : 
Oh my sweete life though I be deadly woonded, 
Let not my fiiiith be nterly confiranded. 

And shioe oh khig» that thoa art onely able. 

To helpe the hdples, oody bm in thee. 

And by one cnmme, from thy tme mcrdca taUe, 

The wofiill soole may well veUenM be : 

Of that sweete feode, oh let my fiiith so tast. 

That by thy loue^ my life may ener last. 

What life is this, that wretches here we leade? 
Caring and carUng for oor fleshly fines, 
Neoer wd fild, when we are too much fedde. 
Where strange conceits for true contentment striues : 
Tearing our harts* and tiring out oor minds. 
For that, in fine, which but repentance findes, 

Where Uadnef prooea a Mnde of leude coBceite, 

Treading the heart to lothsomnea of looe, 

While wisest wits on wanton humours waite. 

And wiUun fancies doe but follies prone : 

Where power and pride, so plage the world with woes, 

That peace and ycrtue, all to ruine goes. 

Where goki is hdde a God, aihier a Saint. 
And durt and drosse, are dearest in regarde : . 
Where friendship fiules, and faith bcginnes to fidnt. 
And curses nde, while blessed thoughts are barde : 
And all and some, doe in conchiskm proue. 
Wo to the world, that Ihies not by thy loue. 

Where valure proues but foolish hardines. 
And greatest wit, is wicked wilincs. 
And honour gotten by vnworthines, 
Fils all the world with all Tnhappines, 
While fertile siglies, at sinners wickednes. 
And Ang^ moume for oor TngodHnes. 

Where parents griue at childrensstubbomes. 
And children smile, at parents childishnes, 
Where masters sigh, at seruants idlenes, ' 
And seraaats laugh at masten w a nto na es, 
While fEuthfoll sonles In so tr o w es wretchednes, 
Looke but in heauen to bane their blesaednes. 

Where subtle heads, are simple harts Illusion, 
While tyraunt thoughts vniusily make intrusion. 
And outward shewes, are inward thoughts allusfon, 
WhOe strange ddightes, are strong desires delusion : 



And heedles oare, doeth make vp this condusion, 
That lacke of grace, is all the worlds conftision. 

Where brightest troth, by treason often bhuned is, 
While faithles hart, with fiJshdod all hiflamed is. 
And carefiin age. With som>w all ashamed ii. 
That cardes youth so long at large vntamed b. 
That, where good nature, all (alas) mhnamed is. 
The faith of honour^ nterlie dcfiuned is.r 

Where sore decaies the care of troe GentlBty, 
And strong disqtilet standeth for tranq[Oil!ty, 
And rertue is of too moch imbeciBty : 
Where fiUth is found bat fhl of al fhigihty. 
When honors loue, that liues by hopes humility, 
Must walke among the beggars for ability. 

Oh wicked fruit, of wofol hearu affectioOv 
When once the soule is umcht by sins inlsetkm, 
And wil not leame, by care of ttrjr correetion, 
To leade a llfie, bot by thy louea directioBk 
Where in the fire of thy tuight sunnes reflexion, 
They male behold of height of their perfection. 

But, what is Earth? and what but earth are we ? 
A goodly brag, begunne and endes in dust. 
Where old and young, and all the world may see, 
From whence we came, and whetherto we must : 
Short time we liue, no sooner dead then rotten, 
And scarce wd buried, but wee are forgotten. 

O Lord thou knowest, this world is all but wo, 
Where sinne doth seeke to get the vpper hand : 
The flesh would &ine the spirit oueithrow. 
But that her stay doth in thy mercy stand : 
But, since the soule may conquer sinne by thee, 
Lord let thy mercy onely fight for me. 

Let me but looke vpon thy boUe lone. 

And sucke my honie from that hemenlie hiue : 

Wherein my soule Such sweetnes male approue, 

That with that foode shee male for eoer line : 

And feeding so vpon thy sacred will. 

When shee is fedde, yet male shee hunger still. 

Oh bring me home, that long haue beene abroade, 
And leade me strdght, that long haue gone astraie : 
And raise me vp that haue beene ouertroade. 
And on thy merde, let me onlie staie : 
That my poore soule, male in thy comfort proue 
Lo, what it is, to Hue but in thy loue. 

Some wish for golde, and some for golden graces, 
Some wish for wit, and some for worlddy pleasure, 
Some wish fbr power, and some for stately places, 
And some, alone, doe wish for worldely treasure : 
But, let my will, those wishes all dbplace. 
And wish abne, thy fauour, and thy grace. 

Some in their chariots, some in horses trust. 
But, be thou still a strong defence to me : 
Some heere desire but to possesse thdr lost. 
Let my sooles loue, be but to liue to thee : 
Some wish, but here to purchase worldly fiune. 
Let me but ioie, to gloiify thy name. 
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Thit I Might laftoetbUlothfOfiie world of OHfi, 
And thiiie the honor of thy childraa awe, 
And in thy heeuen, and with thy heaoenly powen, 
Leame, hitt obedience to thy bleeicd faiwe : 
And with aiy Halnu and holy Martyn linf . 
All Inwde, and glory to my bcanenly king. 

Then, ihould my hart Ande out my bcanenly rest, 
And sorrow then fhould tueh my loulc no more, 
Rut hart and loule, both in thy merde blest, 
Wiould dale and night thy holy name adore : 
And make the worlde, by some eflectes to see, 
It is thy loue hath wrought this life in me. 

And with that worde, she sweetly fetcht, a sigh. 
And then a sobbe, and then a bitter teare, 
As who should sale, that either death was nigh. 
Or else her hart, was stroken with a feare. 
Or else the siHrit might be oueroome, 
'fhal fur the time her tongue was stroken dnnmie. 

Rut, let It be. all blessed is the iraunoe. 
When su the soule Is oueroome with loue. 
That vertues oholoe, doth Ande It is no ohnunoe. 
When humble Ailth doth heaunly flsuour proue : 
And wlien the senoes from their sleepc arise. 
The spirit Andes the lils that 
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When by ay dac; I had dean'd to tie : 
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How hi diy pitQr die did 

WIddi 

WlMt. 

dotfi pitties 
docfa 
And trae oooiritioB, cries tome for 

Befaolde the fidth that hath her fiidrest hohlc, 
Vpoo the gift of thy wprriaH grace : 
Thy wofdoftmth, that to the world bath tohl 
The fidthlnl soole, in hcanen shall haoe a place 
And tme repentance shall by me obuioe. 
The freM ioyes from coerlasting pome. 




When that vile serpent, enery soule 
That sought to bring my comforts to decay : 
That ougly deuil, al the worides abuser. 
In furies rage, methooght did fly owaie : 
And to the life, but of thy mercy leane me. 
Who to thy seruke, sweetdy did receine mc 

• 

When aU thy Saintes, and martyrs came vnto mc. 
And In their annes thine Angels did embnoe me. 
And all were glad what comfort they could doe me. 
And in a seate of paradise to ptace me : 
That al with ioie surprisde these ioks to see, 
I wake, and piaie the riskm true may bee. 

For, this is it, sweete Lorde, that I woulde haue. 
The world is short, in sounding my deshe : 
It is thy mercy that I ooUe crane, 
Thy Tertues loue, that set my hart on fire ; 
And in tlqr lone, that ondy lining blisse. 
That worid may wish, but know not iriiat it is. 

FINIS. 
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NOTE. 

Postponing to our Memorial-Introduction a fiill statement with critical proofs, of the Breton 
authorship of the present Poem, these frumoranda may at present suffice, mainly taken from the 
original prospectus of the Chertsey Worthies' Library (1875) s,n. The 'Countesse of Penbrook*s 
Passion' was first printed by (now) Mr. Halliwell-Phillipps in the following volume: *A Brief 
Description of the Ancient and Modem Manuscripts preserved in the Public Library, Plymouth : to 
which are added. Some Fragments of Early Literature hitherto unpublished. Edited by James 
Orchard HalliweU, Esq., F.R.S., F.S.A., Hon. M.R.LA., Hon. M.R.S.L., &c. London. Printed for 
Private Circulation only.' 1853. (4to.) The Poem is herein headed : 'An Unpublished Poem by 
Nicholas Breton, From the Original Manuscript' (pp. 177-210). Probably this MS. had at one time 
been in the possession of George Steevens, for in his list of the Writings of Breton in his copy of 
' The woiks of a young Wyt trust up ' (Steevens' Sale Catalogue, 997, j.».) the Poem is assigned by 
him to Breton. Notwithstanding all this the Poem was published in 1862 (London, John Wilson, 
Publisher, N. G. B., Editor) as * A Poem on our Saviour's Passion. By Mary Sidney, Countess oif 
Pembroke. From an Unpublished MS. in the British Museum. With a Preface by the Editor' (8vo. 
pp. 32). I regret to need to say that corrections of readings in the Sloane MS. which N. G. B. prints 
fhmi, that are only found in Mr. Halliwell-Philipps' MS. as printed, betray his knowledge and use of 
the prior publication, though there is a studious avoidance of acknowledgment of either. The Poem 
as by the illustrious sister of Sidney, has received high praise from Dr. George Macdonald in his 
' Antiphon' as it was earlier quoted from by Walpole in his 'Royal and Noble Authors' and by 
Lodge in his ' Portraits of Illustrious Personages.' The title given by N. G. B. of ' Our Saviour's 
Passion' is without authority. The Poem is entitled 'The Countesse of Penbrook's Passion' 
exactly as Breton named another of his productions ' The Countesse of Penbrook's Love ' and 
another ' Marie's Exercise' and as Sidney named his 'Arcadia' after her. My accomplished friend 
Dr. Brinsley Nicholson called my attention to the working into this Poem of two stanzas from Thomas 
Watson's ' Teares of Fancie.' He has since put the matter before the public in an interesting letter 
to the Atherueum; and is about to follow it up with detailed evidence of the Breton authorship in the 
same Journal. By his kindness the MS. of this after-letter is now before me ; but as stated above, it 
seems expedient to reserve the discussion for the Memorial-Introduction, wherein all the semi-anony- 
mous though equally genuine Breton books, will fall to be examined and his authorship of them made 
good. Watson will also be shown to have appropriated Gascoigne very laigely and literally. 

My text is substantially that of Mr. Halliwell-Phillipps ; but as the somewhat considerable Notes 
and Illustrations will show, every line and word has been collated with the Sloane MS. No. 1303 
(formerly the property of ' Johannis Botterelli, Anno Domini 1600, Novembris 27 ') and a number of 
readings from it accepted. N. G. B.'s text is fairly creditable, albeit our collation reveals important 
errors of reading. In each case the variations are given. The Halliwell-Phillipps MS. is self- 
evidently a revised and improved text as compared with the Sloane MS. ; but nevertheless its 
mistakes make it manifest that Mr. Halliwell-Phillipps is in error in regarding it as autograph. It 
may be recorded that the Halliwell-Phillipps MS. spells ' angd ' as ' angle ' and ' angels ' as ' angles,' 
and otherwise has some odd spellings — the two former have not been adopted in our text ; nor have 
I divided into cantos, ^^., I., st 1-46 : ii., st 47-66 : IIL, st 67-80 : iv., st 81-92 : v., st. 93-1 la 
Neither of the MSS. has a very intelligent punctuation. Let any one who imagines that editing 
our old literature is a very easy matter, study the Notes and Illustrations appended to the present 
Poenu I must here gratefully acknowledge the invaluable help of John Shelly, Esq.. Plymouth, 
and Dr. Brinsley Nicholson, in the critical preparation of our text and notes. — G. 
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I. 

I HERE shall I finde that melancholy muse 
That nerer hard of any thinge but mone ? 
And reade the passiones that her pen doth 

use, 

When she and sorrow sadlye sht alone ; 
To tell the world more then the world can tell ? 
What fits, inded most fittye figure hdL 

2. 

Lett me not thinke onoe of the smalest thought. 

Ne speake of lest then of the greatest gref ; 

Wher every seaoe with soirowes overwrought, 

Lives but in death, dispayriog of relef ; 
WhUit thus the harte with tonnenu tome asunder, 
Maye of tlie workie ba cald the wofull wonder. 



The dayes like nights all darkned by distresse, 

Pleasure become a subject all of payne ; 

The spirit oVerprest with heaviness, 

While hopdesse horror vezeth every vajrne ; 
Death shakes his darte, Grief hath my grave prepared 
Yett to more sorrowe is my spirit spared. 



The owUe eyes that not endure the light, 

The night-raven*s songe, that sounds of nought but 

death, 
The cockatrice that kileth with her sight, 
The poysned ayre, that chokes the sweetest breafh, 

Thunders and earthquakes, altogether mett ; 

These tell a Utle how my life is sett. 

5. 

Where words desolve to si^^, sighes into teares. 
And everye teare to torments of the mynde ; 
The mynd's distresse into those deadlye feares. 
That finde more death, than death it selfe can finde ; 

Death to that life, that Ifvinge doth descrye, 

A litle more yett of my mjrserye. 

6. 
Put all the woes of all (he woride together, 
Sorrow and Death sitt downe in all ther pryde ; 
Lett Miserye bringe all her muses hether. 
With an the horrors that the harte may hyde ; 
Then reade the state but of my rufiill storye. 
And saye my gref hath gotten sorxowe's glorye; 



7. 
For nature's sicknes sometime maye have ease, 
Fortune, though fickle, sometime is a friende ; 
The mynde's affliction patience maye appease. 
And death is cawse that manye torments ende ; 
But ever sicke, crost, grevid and livinge-dyinge, 
Thinke of the subject in this sorrowe lyiage. 

8. 

To shew the nature of my payne, alas 1 

Pa]me hath no nature to desaye my payne ; 

But where that payne it selfe in payne doth passe. 

Thinke on vexation so in every vayne. 
That hopeles, helples, endles payne may tdl : 
Save bell it felfe, but myne, th«r it bo hi^ 

9- 
If sadcnet be a ground of deadlye grefe, 
Consundngie cafe hath canght me by tha harte ; 
If wante of oomforte, hopeles of relef, 
Be further woe : so weye my inwarde smarte ; 

If friendet unkiodeocs, lo my gref is grounded ; 

If ojiFilat wron^id, fo my harte it wovaded. 

la 

If love rofoied, so leade ea my rutee. 
If truth disgrac'd, so my sorrow moved ; 
If ftiyth abused, the ground my torment grew in, 
If vertue scorned, so my death approved ; 
If death delayinge, so my harte perplesed, 
If livinge-dyinge, ao my spirite veaed. 

II. 

My infimt'a yeares mytpente fai chfldfshe toyea. 
My riper age in rales of If tie reasone ; 
My better yeares in all mistaken joyes, 
My present time,— Oh most unhapie seasone !— 
In fruiteles kibours and in ruthles love : 
Oh what a horror hath my harte to prove. 

12. 

' I sigfae to ae my infiuide myspent, 
I mome to finde my youthfuQ life mlded ; 
I weepe to feele my further discontent, 
I dye to trye how love is livinge dead ; 
I sighe, I morne, I weepe, I livinge dye. 
And yett must live to shew more mfscrye. 
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«3- 

The Iniiited harte fometymes doth leave the homid, 

My harte, alas, is nerer out of diaie ; 

The ttme-hotind'f lyne fometymet is yett imbound. 

My bands are hopelesse of so high a gnux ; 
Sttmcr restores what WnrrES doth deprive, 
But my harte wythred, never can revive. 

14- 

I cannot figure Sorrow in oonodte. 

Sorrow egceedes aU figures of her sence ; 

But on my woe, even sorrowes all may wayte, 

To see a note exceed their excellence ; 
Let me conclude, to se how I am wounded. 
Sorrow herself is in herself confounded. 

15. 
But whereof groweth the passion of this payne, 
That thus perplexeth every inwarde parte ? 
MHienoe is the humore of this hateftUl vayne 
So dampes the spirite and consumes the harte? 

Oh lett my soule with bitter teares confesse, 

It is the grounde of all unhapines. 

16. 

If ladM of wealth? I am the note of need. 
If ladM of friendes? no fiityth on earthe remaynes ; 
If ladM of health? se how my harte doth bleed, 
If kolce of pleasure? looke upon my paynes : 
If laelce of wealth, of friendes. of heaUi, and pleasure 
Saje then my sorrowe must be out of measure. 

17. 
Measora ? no measure measure can my thought, 
But that one thought that is beyonde all measure ; 
Which knowinge how my sorrowes have been wrought, 
Gan bring my harte unto her highest pleasure ; 

Which e]rther must my Sorrow cutt of quite. 

Or never lett me thinke upon delight. 

la 

Ther is a laoke that tels me of a life, 

Ther is a losse that tels me of a love ; 

Betwixt them both a sute of such a strife 

As makes my spirite such a passion prove ; 
That lacke of t'one, and th' other's losse, alas 1 
Makes me the woefulest wretche that ever was. 

19- 

My dearest love, that dearest bought my love. 

My onlye life, by whom I onlye live ; 

Was never feyth did suche affection prove, 

Or ever grace did such a glorie give ; 
But such a lacke, and suche a losses aye me 1 
Must neds the sorrowe of aD sorrowes be. 

20. 

My love is feyre, yea layrcr then the sune. 
Which hath his light but from his layrest love ; 



friyrest love, whose light is never done. 
And friyrest light doth such a love approve ; 

But suche love loste, and suche a light obscured, 
Can ther a greater sorrow be indured? 

21. 

He came from highe to live with me bdowe. 
He gave me life and shewed me greatest love ; 
Unworthy I so high a worth to knowe. 
Who left chefe blisse, a baser dioyse to prove ; 
I sawe his woundes, yet did I not beleve him. 
And for his goodnes with my synnes did greve him. 

22. 

1 sawe him fruiltles, jrett I did offend him, 

I sawe him vnronged, yett did not excuse him ; 
I sawe his foes, yet sought not to defend him, 
I had his bUssinges, yett I did abuse him : 

But was it myne, or my forfethers' deed ? 

Whose ere it was, it makes my harte to bleed. 

23- 

To se the feett, that travayled for our good. 

To se the hands, that brake the livlye bread ; 

To se the head, wheron our honor stoode. 

To se the finite, wheron our spirits fedd : 
Feetepearc'd, hands bored, and his heade all bledinge. 
Who doth not die with suche a sonowe readinge. 

24. 

He plast aD rest, yett had no restinge place. 
He healed ech payne, yett lived in sore distres ; 
Deserved aU good, yett driven to great disgrace. 
Gave aD harts joye, himself in heavines ; 

Suffered them live, by whom himself was slayne. 

Lord 1 who can live to se such love agayne? 



■-A 



A viigine's diUd by vertue's power oonoeyved, 
A harmles man that lived for all mene's goode ; 
A feythfuU fiend that never fiiyth deceyved. 
An heavenly fiiute for hart's espedall food, 

A spirite all of excellence devine ; 

Such is the essence of this love of myne. 

26. 

Whoa mansion 's heaven, yett laye within a manger. 
Who gave all foode, yett suckte a virgine's breste ; 
Who could have kiled yett fledd a threatned danger. 
Who sought our quiet by his owne unrest ; 

Who died for them that highly did offend him. 

And lives for them that cannot comprehend him. 

27. 
Who cam no fiirther than hi^.lVither sent him. 
And did fulfill but what He did commande him ; 
Who prayed for them that proudley did torment him. 
For tdUnge truth to what they did demand him ; 
Who did an good that humblie did entreat hime. 
And beare ther blowes, that did unkindlie beat hime. 
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28. 

A sweet phisidon for the bodye erased, 

A heavenlye medicine for the mynd diseased ; 

A present comfort for the witts amazed, 

A joyefiill spirit to the soule displeased : 
The bodie, mynd, the witts, and spiritts' joye, 
What is the world without him but annoye. 

29. 

He knewe the sicknes that our soule infected, 
And that his bloude must onelye be our cure ; 
When so our layth his sacred love affected, 
That for our lives he would a death endure ; 
He knew his passion, yett his patience bare it. 
Oh I how my soule doth sorrowe to declare it. 

30. 

He heal'd the sicke, gave sight unto the blinde, 
Speache to the dumbe, and made the lame to goe ; 
Unto his love he never was unkinde. 
He loved his frende, and he forgave his foe, 
And last, his death for our love not refused : 
What soule can live to se such love abused. 

31. 

To note his words, whatt wisedome they contayne ! 

To note his wisedome of all worth the wonder ; 

To note his worices, what glorie they do gayne I 

To note his worth, ¥rorld, heaven and earth, came under ; 
To note the glorye that his angells gave hime : 
Fye that the world to suche disgrace should drive hime. 

32- 

Unsene he came, he might be sene unto us. 

Unwelcome sem'd, that came for all our wealth ; 

He came to die, that he might comfort do us ; 

We slewe the subjecte of our spirits' healthe ; 
The subject ? noe, the kinge of all our glorie : 
Weepe harte to death to tell the dolfull storye. 

33. 
A lion wher his force should be effected, 
And yett a lambe in myldnes of his love ; 
As true as turtle to his love electted. 
Sure as Mounte Sion that can never move : 

So mylde a strength and so fast truth to prove ; 

What soule can live and lacke so sweet a love. 

34. 
He preacht, he prayed, he fiisted, and he wept, 
The sweet Oeator for the synfiill creature ; 
The carefiill watchman warelye he kepte, 
That brake the necke, even of the fowlest nature ; 
And when he did to hapie state restore us. 
Shall we not weep to make him then abhore us ? 

35. 

To hate a love, must argue lothsume nature ; 
To wronge a frend must prove too fonle a deed ; 



To kill thyself will show a cursed creature ; 
To slaye thy soule no more damnation nede ; 

To spoile the fruite whereon thy spirit feedeth ; 

Oh what a hell within the soule it bredeth. 

36. 

He thought none ill, and onlie did all goode, 

He gave all right and yett all wronge reoeyved ; 

The fiende's temptatione stoutley he withstood, 

Yett lett himself by synners be deoeyved ; 
And so at last when he was woe begone him, 
Howe trayter worlde did tiranyze upon hime 1 

37. 
His faultles members nayled to the crosse. 
His holye head was crowned all with thomes ; 
His garments given by lots to gayne or losse. 
His power derided all with scofies and scomes ; 
His bodie wounded and his spirit vexed : 
To thinke on this what soule is not perplexed? 

38- 

Pore Peter wept when he his name denyed. 
And Marye Mawdlen wept for her offence ; 
His mother wept when she his death espied. 
But yett no teares could stand for his diefence ; 

But if thes wept to see his waylefull case ; 

Why dye not I to thinke on his disgrace? 

39. 
Happie was he that suffied deaths so nigfae Aime 
That at his end repentance might behould hime ; 
Thrise hapie life that did in love so trie hime. 
As to his fayth such &vour did vnfould hime. 
As cravinge comforte but in merde's eyes 
That selfe-same daye did live in paradise. 

40. 

Would I had ben ordeynd to suche a death, 
To djre with hime, to live to hime for ever ! 
And from the ayre but of his blissed breath. 
To sucke the life whos love might fayle me never 1 
And drinke of that sweet springe that never wasteth. 
And feede of that life's bread that ever lasteth I 

41. 
Oh would my soule wer made a sea of teares, 
Myn eyes m^ht watch, and never more be sleapinge ; 
My harte might beare the payne all pleasur weares, 
So I might se hime once yett in my weepinge ; 
When, joyfull vojrce. this songe might never cease : 
My Savioure's sight hath sett my soule in peace. 

42. 
Should I esteme of anye woridlie toye. 
That might behould the hdght of suche a treasure ? 
Could I be Judas to my chefest joye, 
To gayne possession of a gracdess pleasure ? 
Noe 1 could my soule in comforte once conceyve hime, 
I hope his mercye would not lett me leave hime. 
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43. 

Blest was the fishe that but the figure swallowed. 

Of my swete Jesus, but in Jonas' name ; 

More blessed tombe by that sweet bodie hallowed, 

FVom whence the ground of all our glorie came ; 
Might not my soule be synner, I could wish, 
That I were suche a tombe or such a fishe. 

44- 
Bot Jonas left the sea, and came to lande, 
Aad Jesus from the earth to heaven ascended : 
Why sboulde I then upon more wishes stande. 
Bat crye for mercye wber I have ofiiended ; 

And saye my soule unworthye is the place 

Erer to see my Savioure in the face. 

45- 

Yett left me not cfispayre of ny desire, 

Ahhough erenhdl do answer my desarte ; 

Where humble hope that pitie doth aspire, 

Proret patience the padfyinge parte ; 
Wher mercye !nveet that sees my soule's behavioure, 
Maye graunte me grace to se and serve my Savioure. 

4& 

Whom tin I leefci •orrowe'^ endies anguidi. 

All discontent with all that I can see, 

Resohr'd in soule, in sonxjwe's looke to hnguish, 

Wbcr no conceit but discontent may be ; 
I will sitt do¥me, till after this world's hell, 
My Saviour's sight maye only make me weDe. 

47. 
But shall I so my gryping grief give over. 
With hope to se the glorie of my sight? 
Or can my soule her sacred health recover 
While no desarte doth looke upon delighte ? 

No, no, my harte is too, too fiill of grefe^ 

For ever thinkinge to receyve lelefe. 

48. 

The tune is downe, the glorie of the daye ; 

The Sprii^ is paste, the sweetnes of the yeare ; 

The harvest in, wherein my hope did staye. 

And wethering Winter gives her chillinge cheare ; 
And what such grefie can death or aorrowia ghe* 
To see his death wherby his soule doth Uvte? 

49- 
Methiokes I se. and seinge sighe to see. 
How in his pasion patience playes her parte : 
And in his death, what life he gives to me. 
In my love's sorrowe to reliv« my harte. 
But what a care doth this oonchwion trie, 
The bead aiiast of, or ds the bodie dye. 

50. 
He was my head, my hope, my harte, my health. 
The spedall Jewell of my spiritt's joye ; 



The trustie treasure of my highest wealth, 
The onlye pleasure kept me from annoye ; 
He was, and is, and ever more shalbee. 
In life or death, the life of life to me. 

51. 

And lett me se how sweetelie yett he lookes. 

Even while the teares are trickling downe his face ; 

And for my life how weU his death he broolces. 

While my desarte was cawse of his disgrace ; 
And lett me wishe yett while his death I see, 
I could have dyed for hime that dyed for me. 

52. 

Had I but sene him as his servantes did. 

At sea, at land, in dtie, and in fielde ; 

Though in himselfe he had the glorie hid. 

That in his grace the light of glorie hekle ; 
Then might my sorrowe somewhatt be appeased. 
That once my souk had in his si^t ben pleased. 

53. 
But not to se him tmi se him dye, 
And that my deed was cawser of his death ; 
How can I cease to weepe and howle and crye, 
To se the gaspii^ of that glorious breath ? 
That purest love unto the soule approved. 
And is the Uissinge of the soule beloved. 

54. 

Am I not one of that unhapie broode. 

The peUican doth figure in her neste ? 

When I muste live liut by his only bloode ; 

In whose sweet love, my life doth only rest 
O wretched bird, but I more wretched creature 
To figure such a birde in such a naau^ 

55. 

Did God himself ordayne it should be so. 

To save my life my Saviour should die? 

His will be done, yett lett me weep for woe, 

To be the subject of this mlserie ; 
That though he came to mende what was amise. 
He should be so the author of my bllsse. 

Shall! not wash his bodie with my fiara. 

And save the blood that ianei fhm his syde? 

That keeps my harte from all infemall feares. 

Unto my soule in penitenoe applied ? 
Shall I not strive with Joaeph Cor Us cone. 
And make his tonbe in my Mole's troe remone? 

57. 
ShaU I not eune llioie httleliin hellish fiends. 
That led the worlde to woHm such wiekednes? 
And hate all them that have not ben his friends. 
But followed on that work of wretchednes ? 
Cut of the bead, firste hands upon him layde. 
And heipe to lumge the dog tliat hime betrayed ? 
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S8. 
Shall I not driye the watchmen from the giare, 
And watche the risinge of the smie renowned? 
Or goe myself alsoe into the cave, 
To kisse the bodie wher it lies entombed ? 
What shall I doe ? or shall I not approve. 
For my soule's health that so my soole did love? 

59- 

love t the grotmd of life ; oh Uvlye love f 
Why doe I live that did not dye with the[e}. 
When in my harte I do such horror prove. 
As lets mye care no thought of comforte see? 

How my poore soule might once such service do the[e]. 
To give me hope how I might come unto tbe[e]. 

6a 

No, I have rooe the waye of wickednes, 
Forgettinge that my fayth should follow moste ; 

1 did not thinke npon thy holines. 

Nor by my syne what sweetnes I have loste : 
Oh syne, so close hath composte me aboute. 
That, Lord, I knowe not wher to finde the[e] out. 

6i. 

If in the heaven, it is too highe a place. 

For wicked harte to hope to clime so highe ; 

If in the worlde, the earth is all too base. 

To entertayne thy glorious majestic ; 
If in thy Word, unworthy I to read 
So sweet a senc to stande my soule in stead. 

62. 

If in my harte, syne sayth, thou arte not there. 

If in my soule, it is too foule mfected ; 

If in my hope, it is too foil of feare. 

And fearefull love hath never fayth elected : 
In soule nor bodye, hope nor feare I Aye me 1 
Wher should I seeke wher my soule's love may be ? 

«3- 
Alas the daje that ever I was borne. 
To se how synne hath bar'd me from my blisse I 
And that my soule is so in torments tome, 
To knowe my love, and com not where he Is : 

O yet, if ever heavens hearde creature crie, 

Lord, looke a litk on my miserey 1 

64. 

Let mevqr plead in true repentante^s cawse. 
Wher humble ptayre may heavenlye pitye move ; 
That though my life hath broken sacred lawes, 
My hart's contrition yett may comfort prove ; 

That till my soule maye my sweet Sacvionre see, 

Meroey may caste one lovinge looiDe on 

65. 

And while I sitt with Marye, at the grave. 
As lull of greCe as cvor love maye live ; 



My wounded harte som sparke of hope may have. 
Of such relefe as glorious hand may give ; 
To make me fele, though syne hath death deserved, 
In heaven for me there is a place reserved. 

66. 

Which sacred truth untill my soule doth taste. 
To slake the sorrowe of this harte of myne ; 
My wearye life in wofull thought must waste. 
While soule and bodye humblie I resigne 

Unto those glorious holye hands of his ; 

Who is the hope of my etemall blisse. 

67. 

Butt can I leave to thinke upon the thinge. 
That I can never put out of my thought ? 
Or can I cease of his sweet love to singe, 
Who by his blood his creature's comfort wrought ? 
Or can I live to thinke that he should dye 
In whom the hope of all my life doth lye ? 

68. 

No, lett me thinke upon his life and death. 

And after death his ever-life agayne ; 

He breathed ovix life, and giving up his breath. 

Revived our soules that in our synes were slayne : 
His life so good, as never death deserved. 
And by his death our ever-Uves preserved. 

Did he not wash his pore Apostles' feett ? 
Cam he not rydinge on a siHye asse? 
Did he not heale the criples in the streett? 
And feed a world whear litle vidaull was? 

Did not his love most true afiection trie? 

To dye for us that we maye never dye? 

70. 

Was never infant shewed such bumblenes. 
Was never man did speake as this man did ; 
Was never lover shewed such faithfiillness, 
Was never trew man, such a torture bid ; 

Was never state continwed such a storie, 

Was never angel worthy such a gtorie. 

71- 

Oh glorious glorie, in all glorie gloriom I 

Angels rf^ced at his incaniation ; 

O powerfull vertue, of all pow'r victoriows I 

In true redemption of his best creation. 
O glorious life that made the divels wonder \ 
Oh glorious death that trode the dhrels under \ 

72. 
Thus in his birth, his life, his death, all glorie 
He did reoeyve, who was himself the same ; 
The statlye substaunce of that sacred storie, 
From whence the ground of highest glorie came ; 
Whom highest power to highest glorie xaysed, 
And all the hoste of heaven with glorie praysed. 
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73- 
Wm mm tMti ft frntkadc approved, 

F«^ Mty« aod, wbo held liifli life tidoircd, 
TH ffi <fto i tyac did iftif Mi flofte lidc ; 

Thii tM frboM Aflfdi wteb iodi i crgwai c vied 

Mmdd bt bf flHUi 10 cracllfe abated, 

74- 
O Mf taMft of fby FAtbcr'f love I 
O loHye taMft of tbe Fetbcr'f life I 
O pure eonceite tbet doth thii cooeord prove I 
TiMi «fl MifiBcoted breedi no thought of itryfe I 
But thftt the lfo«ie ia itAte of AH the ttorye. 
If foitad the brightaei of the Fethor'i glorie. 

75- 
Coold ever fucb a glorie be reftued, 
By thoie that wer hi dtitie to adore It? 
Or eottld io great a glorie be abnied, 
Whea angeli tremble whea they itaad afore it? 

Oh man, woe man I to wotmde thy ioule io tore. 

To lofe thy glorie io for ever more. 

76. 
Bebottld the heavent what lorrowe they did ihewe, 
And how the earth her doUer did diicrie I 
The Mine wat darfce, and in the earth belowe, 
The burled bodlei ihewed their agonye ; 
The Temple rent, the heavent with anger moved. 
To te the death of the divhie beloved. 

77- 
And yett thou man, ftille litle didtt regarde 
What thou hadit done unto thy deareit love ; 
Thou madeit more reckninge of the worlde't rewards 
Then of tlm tilUilnge of thy toule'i behove ; 
Ikit wrrtched man, deKend into thy thought. 
And with thy lorrowo weare thyself to nought. 

78. 

Yett tome ther were, tolo| imalle a tome wer they. 
That joyrd to loe the lunio of all ther Joye ; 
Thoy watohod tho night, and walked in the daye, 
And wer not uhukcnl with the world'i anoye ; 
Hut fuUuwiHl on thor heavenly love alone : 
Would God in heaven, that I were luch a one. 

79. 

Hut aye me, wretch, all wretched at I am, 

Unworthye all to followe tuoh a fWend; 

In iweet remoml>eraunce of whot tweetett name, 

The Joyet begine, that never moke on end : 
l^ett me butt weep, and torrowo, till I see 
How mercye't love will oatt one looke on me. 

And let! me heare but what my Savioure layth ; 
* He oaoe did die that I might ever live ;* 



Aad that oqr look by her 
May fade the tuwfuitctha 
That far hit love, who 
Mi^Joye la heavca, aad 



fqrth 



dochgne 



8i. 



O Joye above aD joyci that ever were I 
CoBldc I c oB cey r e bt half thyne f irenni c e. 
Or hove to hope to have atiCDdaimoe there, 
Wboc thoa doit keqK thy royaD 

Aad OD aqr kneet thy bolye 

Wer my toole veO. she sboold desyre ao 

82. 

To te the daye that from oa high is spriagiafe. 
To guide oar feett into the waye of peace ; 
To heare the virgines playing, anglb stnginge 
The ptafanes of glorie that shall never cease ; 
To heare the soonde of soche an heavenly qocre. 
Would it not joye the toole to te and heare? 

83. 

To te the Sainu and Martirs in ther pbces. 

By highest grace with heavenlye glorye crowned ; 

To tee the kisses and the sweett embraces. 

Of blested toules by constant fayth renouned ; 
To te the ground of all this sweett agreinge. 
Were not these sighu all sweetlie worth the seinge ? 

84. 

The diamotmde, ruble, laphire, and such like 
Of pretious gemmes, that are the worldlinge's joyes. 
And greatest princes for ther crownes doe sedce ; 
To heavenljre treasures are but triflinge toyes : 
Wherwith the holie dtie all is paved. 
And all the walles are round about engraved. 

85. 

No 1 He that sits on the supemall throne. 
In majestie moste glorious to behould. 
And holdes the septer of the worlde alone ; 
Hath not His garments of imbroydred goulde. 

But He is clothed with truth and righteousness ; 

The garmenu of true fayth and holynes. 

86. 

Oh, would my soule out of some angel's winge. 

By humble sute might gaine one heavenlye penne 

Might Wright in honor of my glorious Kinge I 

The Joye of angels, and the life of men ; 
That all the worlde might fall upon ther faces 
To heare the gk>rie of his heavenlie graces. 

87. 

But since I tee his wondrous worth is suche. 

As doth exceed all reache of human sence ; 

And all the earthe, unworthie is to touche, 

The smaleste title of his excellence ; 
Lett me refere unto some angel's glorie. 
The hapie writtinge of this heavenlie storye. 
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88. 

Wher heayenlye love is cawse of holye life, 

And holie life encreaseth heavenlye love ; 

Wher peace establisht without feare or stryfe, 

Doth prove the blissinge of the soule's behove ; 
Wher thirst, nor hunger, grefe, nor soirowe dwdleth, 
But peace in joye, and joye in peace ezcelleth. 

89. 

Wher this sweett kinge that on the white hone rideth, 
Upon the winges of the celestiall winde ; 
Neare whose sweett ayre no Uastinge breath abideth, 
Nor stands the tree that he doth firuitles finde ; 

Doth make all tremble wher his glorye goeth? 

Yea, wher his mlldnes most his mercye sheweth? 

90. 

O joyfull fear t on vertue's love all founded ; 
O vertuous love I in merde's glorie graced ; 
O giatious love 1 on fajrthe in mercy grounded ; 
O fojTthfull love 1 in heavenlye favoure placed ; 

O setled love t that cannot be removed ; 

O gratious love 1 of glorie so beloved. 

91. 

Wher virgines joye in their virginitie ; 

The virtuus spouses in undefiled bedd ; 

The true divines in true divinytie ; 

The gratious members in ther glorious heade ; 
The synners joye for to escape damnation. 
And foythfiill soules rejoyce in ther salvation. 

92. 

Wher sicke men jojre to se their sweetest health. 

The prisoned joye to see ther libertie ; 

The pore rejoyce to se ther sweetest wealth, 

The verteous to adore the Deitye ; 
And I unworthye most of all to see 
The eye of mercye cast one look on me. 

93. 

But can my harte thus leave her holye love. 

Or cease to singe <^ this her highest sweett ? 

Hath patience no more passiones for to prove? 

Hath fancye laboured out both hands and feett ? 
Or hath invention strayned her vajme so sore, 
That witt nor wHl, haUi power to write no more? 

94. 

No 1 heavens foibid that ever laythfiill harte. 
Should have a wearye thought of doinge well ; 
But that the soule maye summon everye parte, 
Of everye sence wher anye thought maye dwell ; 
That may discharge the dutie of this care, 
To pen his praise that is without compare. 

95. 

But since no eye can looke on him and live. 
Nor harte can love, but lookinge on his love ; 

50 



Behould the glorye that his grace doth give. 
In all his workes that dothe His wonders prove ; 
That all the world maye finde ther witts too weake 
But of the smalest of his prayse to speake. 

96. 

Behould the earth how sweetlie she bringes forth 
Her trees, her flowers, her hearbes, and every grasae ; 
Of sundrye nature and most secrett worth. 
And how ech branche doth others' beawtie passe ; 

Both beastes, and birds, and fisshes, wormes and flies. 

How ech ther high Creator glorifies. 

97. 

The lyon's strength doth make him stand as kinge, 

The unicome doth kill the poyson's power ; 

The roaring bull doth make the woods to ringe, 

The tiger doth the cruell wolfe devoure ; 
The elephant the weightie burthen beares. 
And raveninge woulefes are good yett for ther heares. 

To see the grayhounde course, the hounde in chase. 
Whilst litle dormouse sleepeth out her time ; 
The lambes and rabbots sweetlie rune at base. 
Whilst highest trees the litle squiriles dime ; 
The cralinge wormes out creepinge in the showers, 
And how the snayles do clime the lofty towers. 

99. 
To see the whale make furrowes in the seas. 
Whilst soddenlye the dolphine strikes him deade ; 
Which havinge founde the depth of his disease. 
Upon the shore doth make his dyinge bed ; 
Where heavens doe worke for weaker harts' behove : 
Doth not this grace a worke of glorie prove ? 

loa 

But since that all skyt, sea, or earth contaynes. 

Was made for man ; and man was onlye made 

For onlye God. Who only glorie gaynes ; 

And that one glorie that can never fade ; 
Shall man forgett to give all glorie due 
Unto his God, from whom all glorie grew? 

lOI. 

But lett me come a litle higher yett. 
To sune and Moone, and everye stare of light ; 
To see how each doth in his order sitt, 
Wher everye one doth keep his course aright ; 
And all to guide these darkned eyes of ours : 
Give these not glorie to the highest powers? 

102. 

No, lett not man shew himself so ungratefiiU 
Unto his God, that all in love did make him ; 
By thanldes thoughts, to make his spirite hatefull 
Unto his kinge that never will forsake hime ; 
But lett his soule to God all glorie give. 
In whome doth all love, life, and glorie Uve. 

B 
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103. 

And kit ne wreidi, nawortbir moaician. 
To Uft myne cjrci ttnto bis londye seatc ; 
fklore the feett, but of his mercye, Calle, 
And of his menjt bat the leave entreate ; 

That wkb fate scnraau I oMife fltt and 

Aa allahikih to 017 bcavcnl)^ Idnfe. 

104. 

CoMe aB the worlde and call jFoar witfs to g Ubu , 
BofTOwe lOfDe pens fraas oat Ibe a n p rfT s wia^ES ; 
Eotreat the heavenes to send ther nnucs bethcr. 
To helpe your soules to write of sacred tbinges ; 

Prophane ooncehs most all be caste a«a je ; 

The night is past, and you most take the daye. 

105. 

SpMka not of synne, it hath no partie beaze. 
But Wright of grace, and whenc her glorye grew ; 
Thinke of the love that to the life is deare, 
And of the life to whome all love is doe ; 
And then aitt dowae in gkvie aU to aioffe. 
All to tha^toriPe of your gkvioas kingeu 

106. 

Firste make year jpvmndi of foythliill holynes 
Then your dexdsiatu of divine desyres ; 
Lett all your nsUs be hopes of happjmes, 
Which mercye's muHekt in the soule requires ; 
Lett all your sharpa be feares of fajrthiull hartes« 
And an yx\ajlatu the death of your desarts. 



107. 

Tect rifr aadyiiiE^ as lupe or feaic dtoaeMB. 


Toe natnre 01 ccb umt^ ■ 4paKA <* atm: 

IWa kflt yov «HM»f« al agioe in oae, 
" To God above aB glorye be akab" 




Mft. 


Tkea len yov dUMr be tke deareal ikMskt. 
That may revive tbe dyiage haita of love ; 
TlMt oaiye Mocye IB the aoirie hadi wroqgbt. 
The happie comiovte of Ibe heavcM to prove ; 

ft I>^W IBH vIl^B flOIHIIlH I^^hD XHB ■EK^^BB B^HEOQ. 

And len tbe dEnMv an IB glorfe cad. 


109L 

Gksrie to him that aktelii OB the tibreoe. 

With an the boaia of an the beavcnea attended ; 

Who an tU^es awde, and govemea aU akme. 

Vanqmsbt bis foes, and al his flocke defended : 
And by his power bis cbosen aoiAes preseivedi* 
Tosinge his peayoa that so alle pfayie deaenwih. 



ira 

And whilst aU soulea ane to Us glorie ifagfnge, 
Lett me poie wrddi not fHMsHye hoirid aay paaoe ; 
Bott let my teares finom aaaR^srs gkatye spifugb^^t 
Keepe time to that sweett sooge m^w never oeaae ; 
That while my soole dolli thus aay God adore, 
I maye yctt dfage Amkn, akboogbe no more. 

Gloria in Exulsis Dto, 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



SiAN/A I. Una 1. 'shall' U Moana u%, preferable to 
ItMlltwall llilUitrpa MS. «riiould:'l. 3, 'tJu 
p^n4mft ' i i r nl wralUa to * her paasion ' 
of ihii Hlofthi* MM. I 1. A, 'flgure' similarly 
|iriift«rAtitt« Id 'nicurp<1' of Sloane Ms. 
( 'f. lilndrail (timtghta Hi opening Hnea of 
An Kafrpam* t'asaloa, In Mdi Hmnours, 
|t. a ; and on I. A. the aame, 1. 10. 
•. I, a. * Na' (Hlimni* Ma. ) better than * Maye* of 
I lantwult llilUlpiHi Ma. . looking to ' thhike ' 
and *«paak<«*; I. 3. * aorrowes* Is In Sloane 
MS. and in Thuniai Watson (ace Introduc- 
Uon) *iKtrrowe:* ). 5, 'torments' islnSloane 
M^ Mftnnrnl.* Of courae the singulars are 
("oltiKilvm (as required In coiistractkm of 
K 5) : iK '>^'hllst* of Sloane MS. better 
than ' >\*hlle* of Itaniwen-Phllttppa MS. 
« I I. *n(|(hti* and *by* praferablato SkMuae 
M«. 'night* and Ma.* Ct tbonght in 



Stansa 4. 



%% 



A Dolefull Passion, pp. 6, 7, L a, and An 
Eztr. Passion, L 33, MeL Humours, as 
before : L a, ' become ' (Sloane MS.) better 
than ' became * of If alliweU-PhiQipps 
MS. : 1. 4, 'hopelesse' of Sloane MS. 
better than 'he^less' of HalUwell-Phil- 
lippsMS. 
1. I, ' e]res . . . endure ' preferable to Sloane 
MS. 'eye. . . endures :' L 2, 'night-raven's 
. . . sounds of preferable to Sloane MS. 
'night-crowes . . . soundeth,* albeit the bird 
is the same In either case. I have inserted 
the hyphen. 
5. t X, 'words desohre . . . into' preferable to 
Sloane ics. *woes dissolu'de . . . and 
sighes to.' Watson agrees with fonner, 
but has *dissolv'd:' L a, 'torments' 
better tlian ' torment ' of Skiane MS., and 
is so in Watson : so too, L 3. 'into' for 
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(( 



ff» 



(• 



•» 



fft 



' onto '—also Watson's : L 4— Cf. 1. x8 of 
An Extr. Passion, as before : 1. 5, ' doth ' 
pieienible to 'can' of Sloane MS. 

6. i a, ' sUt ' prefenble to ' sett ' of Sloane Ms. 

CI 'brinise' (I 3) : L 4, ' horrors' better 
than ShMme M& '•ocioves.* Cf. Extr. 
Pusioii, as before V 10 H frequmUr: 
1. 5— C£ ibid,, and A Sol. Sonnet L 3, 
MeL Hamoun, pw 8, as before, and else- 
where: 'state' it better than '&te' of 

7. L 5, 'crest ' preferable to 'erased' in Sloane 

MS., albeit it does not signiiy erased in 
mind : ib, 'grevid' is spelled ' grdv'd' in 
Sloane MS. : ib, I have deleted comma 
(») after 'living' and inserted hyphen. 
CL An Extr. Passion, L 17, and page 9, 
L 97 : and this poem, St. la, IL 4 and 5 : 
L 7, 'of' and ' this sorrowe ' better than 
'on' and 'the.' 
S. L 4, 'vexation' preferable to 'vexations:' 

1. 5 in Sloane MS. reads * That hopelesse 
hdpes, this endlessepayne may telL' This 
is meaningleas ; but the insertion of ' this ' 
shows that ' helpes ' was intended and is 
no nds-reading. For the thought of 11 

5. 6 d What is Hell, U. 3, 4 Mel Humours, 
as before, p. 6 : An Extr. Pass., L 10 and 
p. 9» i* S7i etc., etc 

10. L z, 'reade'— Halliwell-Philljpps MS. has 

' weed ' erroneously : L a, ' disgraced ' of 
Sloane MS. better than Phillipps' *dis- 
grac'd' as in 1. z 'refused* and in L 4 
' scorned ' and gives better rhythm : L 4, 
'vertue' is preferable to 'vertues' of 
Sloane MS., and agrees better with ' love,' 
'truth,' ' faith : ' 11. 5, 6 ct An Extr. Pass, 
as before, p. 9, 11. 36-7 : L 5 ' ruine ' better 
than ' crime ' of the Sloane MS. , though in 
the printed text of 1863 it is given ' ruin.' 

11. L 5, 'labours' preferable to 'labor,' and 

'mthles' to ' endlesse ' of Sloane MS. 
13. L 6, ' shew : ' Sloane MS. ' knowe.' 
13. L z. 'sometymes* from Sloane MS. prefer- 
able to ' sometime ' of Halli well- Phillipps 
MS., and so in L 3 cC An Extr. Passion, as 
before, p. 9, L zo: 1. 3, ' line-houndes ' Sloane 
MS. , ' Ihne-hounds ' Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 
— former accepted as better agreeing with 
the ' lyne ' that follows, which is miswritten 
'life ' in Halliwdl-Phmipps MS., as is 'un- 
bound ' miswritten ' vnfomide ' in Sloane 
MS. : L 5, 'restores' is mis-written 're- 
store' in Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 
Z4. L z, ' Sorrow ' is mis-written ' sorrowes ' in 
Sloane ms. — see L 3, 'sorrowe ' and ' her :' 
L a, 'exoeedes' miswritten in Halliwell- 
Phillipps M& 'exceed:' L 3, 'wayte'— 
Halliwell-Phillipps miswrites 'wayste:' 



If 



»» 



'even' in Sloane ms. is erroneously 
'when.' 
Stanxa 15. L z, 'whereof preferable to Sloane ms. 
'wherefore,' as agreeing better with 
' whence ' (L 3) : ib,* groweth ' of Sloane 
MS. preferable to Halliwell-Phillipps ms., 
as agreeing better with ' perplexeth '(La): 
»^. ' the * better than 'this' of Sloane MS. , 
though the latter is so much after Breton's 
manner that it may be taken as his first 
reading. 

z6, L 4, * pleasure' preferable to 'pleasures ' of 
Sloane MS. , albeit the latter perhaps agrees 
best with 'paynes :' but see IL 5, 6, and 
SL Z7, L z : 11. 5, 6. Sloane MS. reads 
' health . . . wealth, of pleasures,' and 
L 6, 'measures'— Halliwell-PhiMipps text 
prefexable. CC An Extr. Pass., Mel. 
Humours* as before, IL 3, 4 from end. 

Z7. L 4, * unto ' better than Sloane MS. ' into : ' 
L 5, ' Sorrow ... of ' preferable to < sor- 
rowes ... out ' of Sloane ms. 

19b L 4, ' a glorie ' more alliterative and more 
Bretonesque than Sloane MS. ' an honor : ' 
L 5, ' losse ' is miswritten ' foe ' in Sloane 
MS., though again in z86a text printed 
'k>sse.' 

aa L z, ' yea' of Sloane MS. better than ' and ' 
of Halliwell-PhUHpps MS. 

31. L 4, ' Who left chefe ' preferable to Sloane 
MS. ' Left my cheife ; ' but it is open to 
the reader to apply it either to God, or 
earth, or the man (' I ') : L 5. ' woundes ' 
is miswritten in Halliwell-Pbillipps MS. 
' wonders :' L 5, ' yet did I not ' of Sloane 
MS. better than ' yet dkl not I' of Halli- 
well-Phillipps MS. 

33. L 4, 'sought' preferable to Sloane ms. 
' fought' 

33. L 3, 'the livelye' better than 'that' of 
SkMme MS.: L 4, 'q^ts' better than 
'q>yrite' of Sloane MS., but Halliwell- 
Phillipps MS. miswrites 'feed' for *fedd' 
in this line : L 5, ' Feete pearc'd, handes 
bored ' of Sloane ms. preferable to ' Thes 
feett hands bored ' of Halliwell-Phillipps 
M& : t^. so too 'his 'better than 'this.' 

34. L z, 'yett' better than 'and' of Sloane ms. : 
L 3, ' driven to ' preferable to Sloane ms. 
' liv'de in ' as the latter is akeady in L 3. 

35. L 4, 'food' is miswritten in Sloane MS. 
'goode/ which is a repetition of rhyme 
inL 3. 

a6b L 3, 'threatned'— Skwne ms. ' threatinge : ' 
L 4, 'our' mis-written in Sloane ms. * all' 

37. L 4, 'truth to* preferable to Sloane MS. 
'truly of:' L 6, 'beat' of Sloane MS. 
better than ' treate ' of Halliwell-Phillipps 
MS., especially with 'intreate ' in L 5. 
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Stanza 28. L 3, ' comfort for the' of Sloane MS. prefer- 
able to ' comforter to that ' of Halliwell- 
Phillipps MS. : 1. 4, ' displeased ' is mis- 
written 'diseased' (caught from 1. a) in 
Halliwell-PhiUipps MS.: L 5* 'witu' is 
preferable (as in Sloane MS.) to ' witt' of 
Halliwell-Phillipps MS. It is doubtful 
whether the Poet means the bodyefs] 
m7nde['s] &c. joy, or whether he means 
the Saviour is the (true) bodye, &c. (see 
* joyfull spyritt '). But ' witts, ' at all events, 
agrees with I 3 better than ' witt' 

39. L 4, 'he would a death' better than 'a 
death he would ' of Sloane MS. 
,. 30. 1. 4, 'frende' is preferable to Sloane MS. 
'frendes.' It better agrees with ' foe/ and 
does not, as 'frendes' does, place 'foe' 
in the singular instead of as a collective : 
1. 6, 'can' stronger and ^better (as in 
Sloane MS.) than 'could' of Halliwell- 
Phillipps MS. : ib. ' abused ' in Halliwell- 
PbOlipps is ' misused.' 

31. 1. 4^world' (=the world?) is obscure, but 
' woilld ' of Sloane MS. yidds no meaning : 
ib, 'came' is better than 'come:' L 5, 
' the ' better than ' his ' of the Sloane MS. , 
though ' his ' is more Breton-like, perhaps: 
ib. ' gave ' is required instead of ' give ' of 
HalliweU-Phillipps MS, : I 6, 'the world' 
seems to return on ' world ' in 1. 4. and so 
world is = heaven and earth. Yet is 1. 4 
doubtful and ambiguous. 

3a. 1. I, ' unto ' preferable to ' to * of HalliweU- 
Phillipps MS., and so ' do ' in 1. 3 to drop- 
ping it : 1. 6, ' the ' of Sloane MS. better 
than ' this ' of Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 

33. 1. 5, ' and so &st ' of Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 
clearer, though ' so fast a truth ' of Sloane 
MS. more rhythmicaL 

34. L a, 'the' of Sloane MS. better than *hys 
sinfril ' of Halliwell-Phillipps MS. : L 3, for 
the text (which is Sloane MS.) the Halli- 
well-PbiUipps has 'He carefull watches 
full warelye he kept ;' both seem confrxsed: 
1. 6, 'to inake him then ' better than Sloane 
MS. ' then to make him.' 

35. 1. 3, ' will,' in Sloane MS. ' must/ which was 
doubtless the original word, as in U. z, a, 
but ' will ' seems to have been substituted 
that it understood [' will '] no more, &c. 
to give sense to L 4, which otherwise seems 
nonsense : L 5, 'To spoyle ' better than 
' Than spoyle ' of Sloane MS. : L 6, 'the' 
is in Sloane MS. ' thy, ' and the repetition of 
'thy ' is more like Breton, but ' the' takes 
the whole more clearly out of some par- 
ticular 'thee,' and makes it more general. 

36. 1. X. ' none ' preferable to HalliweU-Phillipps 
MS. ' no : ' L 6, ' Howe . . . tiianyse ; ' in 
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Sloane MS. ' How traytors wordes tyron- 
iced.' 
Stansa 38. La,' Mawdlen ' is in Sloane MS. ' Magda- 
lene ' — the former required by rhsrthm and 
scansion : L 5, ' those ' of Sloane MS. pre- 
ferable to ' thes ' of HaUiweU-PhiUipps MS. : 
L 6,)' on his ' is miswritten in HaUiweU- 
PhiUipps MS. ' of this.' 

39. L a, 'his' preferable to 'the' of Sloane MS.: 
ii, ' repentance' is (poetically) a spiritnal 
being ; ' repentant ' of Sloane MS. is non- 
sense : L 3, 'Thrise' of both Mss. is mis- 
printed in Z862 text ' Twice : ' L 4, « vn- 
fould' is in Sloane MS. 'enfold :' IL 5, 6. 
one of various examples in this poem of 
confused construction, leading to the be- 
lief that it was an early production. 

40. L a, ' to :' in Sloane MS. ' with ' — ^the former 
an evident second-thought: L 5, 'that 
never ' is in HaUiweU-PhUUpps MS. 'which' 
— the former preferable by rhythm, and the 
' that . . . that ' agrees with the same re- 
petition in next line : L 6, ' feede ' — erro- 
neously omitted in HalliweU-Phillipps MS. 

41. L a, 'Myn' is in Sloane MS. 'My,' and 
'watch' is in HaUiweU-PhiUipps MS. 
'wake'— the former the stronger and 
better. 

43. L z, 'Should'isin Sloane MS. 'ShaU:' ib. 
' toye ' is in Sloane MS. ' joye '-—the latter 
a mistake, as it ends L 3 : L a, * height ' 
is in Sloane MS. ' sight ' — the former much 
preferable. 

43. L 5, ' I could ' is in Sk)ane MS. ' for a : ' L 6, 
* That ' preferable to Sloane MS. ' Would. ' 

45, L a, ' do ' is in Sloane MS. ' doth : ' it. 
' desarte ' is in the same ' deserte : ' L 3, 
'humble' of Sloane MS. is miswritten 
' humblie ' in HaUiweU-PhiUipps MS. : 
1. 5, ' that sees ' is miswritten in Sloane 
MS. 'to see.' 

46, L 3, ' looke '—In itself, ' lake ' of HaUiweU- 
PhiUipps MS. (with which cf. in An Extr. 
Pass, as before, (L 4, frx>m end) ' Sorrow's 
seas ') is a clear instance of revisal ; but 
looking to the context, ' looke ' agrees best 
therewith, as H z and 95, 'I wiU sitt 
downe : ' L 5, ' sitt ' is miswritten ' sett ' 
in Sloane MS. : t^. ' this worlde's heU.' 
Cf. MeL Humours, What is HeU and A 
DolefriU Passion (last line), and An Extr. 
Pass. U. zo, Z9. 

47, 1. z, 'so my gryping,' another evident 
revisal of Sloane MS. ' see my secreate.' 
The repetition of * see ' is one of Breton's 
most marlced characteristics of style. 

48, L 3, 'in wherein'— another trick of Breton's 
style and, on the whole, preferable to 
HaUiwdlpPhiUipps MS. 'whereon': U. 
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'hope' better than 'harte' of Sloane MS. : 
L 4, ' her ' prefemble to ' but ' of Sloane 
MS. : L 6, * His ... his '—the same pecu- 
liarity of style, but altered by Breton in 
Halliwell-Phillipps MS. to 'The . . . the,' 
on account of the ambiguity. But the 
diange was hardly a happy one ; for it 
speaks of generals, while the previous lines 
refer only to himself. The H and h 
prevent any real difficulty. 

49, L 9, ' playes her' preferable to Sloane MS. 

'play'd his* : L 3, 'gives' is in Sloane 
MS. 'gave' : L 6, 'But' better than 'O' 
of Sloane MS. 

50, L 5, 'and is '—Sloane MS. 'he is' : 1. 6 'life 

of life' is in Sloane MS. 'light of life'— 
former stronger. 
53, L 3, ' his ' of Sloane MS. preferable to ' the ' 
of Halliwell-Fhillipps MS. — for there is no 
'the glory' spoken of but 'his' : L 4, 
'Ught' is in Halliwell . Phillipps MS. 
' height ' — the former (Sloane MS.) agrees 
best with 'hidde' and 'helde' and 
'grace.' 

53, L 3, ' and houle ' — Sloane MS. ' to houle : ' 

L 6. 'be-loved' preferable to Sloane MS. 
' he loved.* 

54. L 3, — See a similar simile in MeL Humours, 

An Eztr. Pass., U. 6, 7, p. 9, as before : L 4, 
—See MeL Hum., ASol F. to the World, 
L 5, from last : L 5, ' bird ' agrees best 
with ' peUican ' (L a), and so is betterthan 
' byrds ' of Sloane MS. \ ib,*\ more ' is in 
Sloane MS. 'over.' 

55, 1. 9, ' should die ' preferable to Sloane MS. 
' so to bee ; ' and L 4, ' this ' to ' his,' 
because it refers to U. 5, 6, That though 
etc. : L 5, * what ' in Halliwell-Phillipps 
MS. is ' that,' because it repeats the ' That 
though,' etc., but 'what' gives better 
rhythm : L 6, ' author ' in Sloane MS. is 
• Saviour ' in HaUiweU-Phillipps MS. I 
prefer the former as better English, not- 
withstanding * Saviour ' of 1. a. 

56, L 3, ' keepes ' of Sloane MS. is in Halliwell- 
Phillipps MS. 'keep'— a clerical error, 
for the nominative is not ' the body and 
the blood ' (11. i, 3) but the latter only. 
See U. 5, 6. 

57, 1. 3, 'have' preferable to Sloane MS. 'had ' : 
1. 6, ' helpe ' is in HaUiweU-Phillipps MS. 
mis-written 'helped.* In 1. 5 supply 
mentaUy ' head ' [of Him who or who}— 
best of several examples that could be 
given from this poem of omission of the 
relatives wkOt that, etc. 

58, 1. 3, * alsoe . . . cave ' — in Sloane MS. ' aUve 
. . . grave.' The former change in HaUi- 
weU-PhflUpps MS. is a reference to St 
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Peter and St. John, instead of the first 
conceit of 'aUve' in contrast with the 
' dead ' body. ' Cave ' is required by the 
rhyme of L i. 
Stanxa 59* 1- 4* ' no thought ' is pooriy in Sloane MS. 
' nothinge :' U. 5, 6, 'do the[e] ' and ' unto 
the[e] ' preferable to Sloane MS. ' service 
see,' and 'to thee' as otherwise 'see' ends 
U. 4, 5, whUe its use or meaning is not the 
same: L 6, 'might' in Sloane MS. is 
'should.' 
„ 60, L 9, ' that ' is more fuU and distinctive than 
' what ' of Sloane M.S. : 1. 4, ' syne ' agrees 
better than Sloane MS. 'sinnes' with 
context : L 5, ' so close ' in Sloane MS. 
mistakenly * for sinne.' 
„ 6z. L 3, 'harte'isinSloaneMS. 'hartes.' See 
• I ' St 60. L 6 : 1. s, 'thy Word . . to' is 
in Sloane MS. erroneously * the world . . . 
doe.' Ct ' reade,' and the 'world' has 
been already mentioned. 
63. L 3, • fuU of ' is in Sloane MS. badly ' foule 
a : ' L 4. * love ' is in Sloane MS. ' hope '— 
the former agrees best with the sequence 
repeated in U. 5, 6, wiiere we have ' soule's 
love : ' L 4, ' nor' in Sloane MS. ' or : ' ib, 
' Aye' in Sloane MS. 'save : ' L 6, ' should 
. . . may' in Sloane MS. 'shaU . . . should.' 

63, L 4, 'To knowe ' in Sloane MS. is ' And 
knowes : ' L 5, ' O yet, if' of Sloane MS. 
preferable to 'Yett if that' of HaUiweU- 
PhiUipps MS. : ib, ' creature ' better than 
' creatures ' of Sloane MS. 

64, L I, ' repentantes ' better than HaUiweU- 
Phfllipps MS. ' repentance' : ' L 5, ' That ' 
better than ' Then ' of Sloane MS. : L 6 
in Sloane MS. is, ' My eye may cast one 
louinge looke on thee'— misprinted in 
1863 « longinge.' Cf. St 79, L 6. 

65, L 3, 'As' preferable to ' And ' of Sloane MS. : 
L 3, ' spcu-ke ' better than ' sparkes ' of the 
same : L 5, ' fele ' [= fed] much better 
EngUsh than ' weU ' of Sloane MS. : 1. 6 
is from Sloane MS. and is preferable to 
HaUiweU-PhiUipps MS. 'MySaviour's death 
hath my soule's life preserved,' which is 
nearly identical with St 68, L 6. 

66, 1. I. 'Which' is miswritten hi HaUiweU- 
PbUUpps MS. 'With:' L 3, 'thought' 
better than ' thoughts ' of HaUiweU-Phil- 
Upps MS. as agredng with other singu- 
Uurs: ib, 'waste' is miswritten 'passe' 
in Sloane MS. : 1. 5. ' those' of Sloane MS. 
better than 'thes' of HaUiweU-PhUUpps 

MS. 

67, 1 3, ' putt ' of both MSS. is misprinted in 

Z863 'part' 
68, L 3, ' our ' is in Sloane M& Mindly 'out : ' 

ib, 'us' for 'up.' 
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69, L 4, 'victiuJl'— Soane MS. 'Tictualls:* 

L 6, * ma]re '— Sloane MS, ' mifi^t.' 

70, L 5, 'continued' in both mss., though 

printed in x86a ' oontajned * — ^probably a 
clerical misspeUiog of 'conteined' or 
'contained.' 
7Z. 1. 6, 'Oh'prefenbleto'And'ofHalliwell- 
PhiUippi ifSb See rest of Stanxa : L 6, 
'trade' is in HaOiwell-PhiDipps us. 
'trade.' 

73, Li. 'birth 'is in SloaaeifSb' breath 'and c£ 

St 66» L 3 : t3. * his' of Sloane MS. better 
than 'and': L3. 'that 'better than 'the' 
of Sloane M&, becanse there is a reference 
to the story in L 4: L 5, 'Whom' better 
than 'Fkom'ftf Sloane M&,, being required 
hi 1. 6, And[whooi] all. etc : L 6, 'hoste ' 
better than ' rest ' of Sloane MS., as being 
a wdl-known pfaxase, though 'rest' has 
its contrast. 
73, 1. 6, ' man so cmellye abased' is in HaHi- 
weU-Fhillippa MS. 'men re&sed and 
abused.* The change of 'man' into 
'men'isooaooonntof 'angeUs' L5; bat 
as ' man ' b nsed in L a it seems better to 
retain it here. The rhythm of the Sloane 
MS. as printed b better than HaOiwell- 
PfaillippsMSb 

74, L s, 'the'— for 'thy 'of Sloane MS. a better 

afleMhoaght: L 4, 'aogmented' is in 
Halliwea-Phimpps MSw ' agreement : ' a. 
'breeds' better than 'bredd' of Sloane 
MS. : L 5, 'that the Sonne' is in Sloane 
MS. 'yet the same:' id. 'the storye' is 
needed to prevent the rhyme being 'glorye 
I glorye ; ' bat not a good alteration in 
itseH 

75, L t, * Could ' better than Sloane MS. 

'Should': L 4, 'afoce' in HalliweU- 
PhiHipps MS. is 'before,' and the latter is 
perha p s better in itself, bat does not rhyme 
•o perfectly with ' adore it* (L a). 

76,14, 'these' is miswritten in Halliwell- 
PhillippsMS. 'the.' 

77, L a, 'hadst ' b also miswritten in the same 
MS. 'haste:' L 6, 'thb sorrowe' mnch 
preferable to Sloane ms. ' thy sorrowes.' 
It b the incomparable 'sorrow' of the 
Man of Sorrows that b to occupy 
' wretched man.' 

76, L I, 'to[o] smalle a some' [=sum] better 

than ' the smaller summe ' of Sloane MS. : 
1. 3, ' the ' more after Breton's manner 
than ' by ' of Sloane MS. 

80, 1. 4, ' feele . . . grace ' in Sloane MS. reads 

'seeke. .. grace ' mistakenly : L&, 'May' 
in HalliwelUPhillipps MS. 'ShaU.' 

81, L a, 'thyne' of Sloane ms. more rhyth- 

mical where it stands than 'thy' of 
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Halliwdl-Pfaillipps m& : L 3, ' howe to . . . 
have ' b in Sloane ua. ' have a . . . give.' 

Sou L 6, ' the ' preferable to ' thy ' of Sloane 
MS., as there b no antecedent to ' thy ' for 
a long way back, and the pronoun in 
preceding St. has been ' L' 

8^ La, 'kisses' bm Sloane MS. 'kissmges'- 
the former more appropriate, the latter 
having a more material not to say las- 
dvious sound : L 5 b a curious line. 

8Si L I, ' No r better than ' Where ' of Sloane 
MS. ; L 3, 'holdca' of Sloane MS. b mis- 
written 'boold' in HaUiweU-Phillipps 
MS. : L 5, ' with ' more Scriptural than 
'm' of HaUiweO-Pfaillipps ms. : L 6 much 
preferable to the Sloane ms. 'Where 
angeHs all doe singe with joyfulnesse.' 

86k L I. ' Wookl' of Soane ms. preferable to 
' coold ' of Halhwdl-Phillipps MS. as more 
expressive of a wish : L a, ' sute ' prefer- 
able to ' fete ' of Sloane MS., but the rest 
firom Sloane MS. preferable to ' obtaine. . . 
onlye:' L 3, 'Might' b in Sloane MS. 
'And:' L 5, 'Might' in HalliweU-Phil. 
lipps MS. * may' cRoneoosly. 

87, L X, * wondrous' of Sloane Ms. better than 
, ' wonder ' of HalliweU-Pfaillipps MS., even 

' wonder-worth* were poor : 1. 3, ' And ' 
b in Sloane ms. 'That' : L 4, ' tiiie = 
tittle^ as in Sk?B n t M f. 

88, L 3, ' or ' m Halhweil-Phillipps MS. 'ol' 
89yL z. 'thb'— k>oking to preceding St 'thb' 

b better than ' the' of Skxme ms. : L 5, 
' Doth make ' better than ' But makes ' of 
Sloane M& : U. 5, 6 'goeth . . . sheweth' as 
agreeing with IL i. 3, preferable to 'goes ' 
and ' sbowes' of Sloane ms. 

90» L d» ' vertuous' b miswritten in HaUiweU- 
Phillipps MS. 'vertue's:' L 3. 'in' prefer- 
able to 'and' of HaUiwdl-PhUUpps MS. 
since the 'feith' bin one and 'mercy' in 
the other, vis., Christ. But the St b 
obscure. 

91, L 5, 'esci^ie' in HaUtweU-PhUlipps MS. 
''scape,' and omiu 'for' (L 5), and 
' rqoyce* (L 6) by blunders. 

9a, L 5, 'And' not quite satisfectory, but better 
than 'Bat 'of Sloane MS. 

93, L 3, ' for ' of Sloane MS. b in HaUiweU- 
PhiUipps M& 'left,' which b specious; 
but how can patience have passions ? L 6, 
'nor' b miswritten hi HaUiweU-Phmipps 
MS. 'or.' 

94< L a, 'Thought' better than 'harte' albeit 
the latter repetition from Lib more in 
Breton's manner : L 4, 'anye' b miswrit- 
ten in HaUiweU-PhUl^ ms. ' my.* 

95, pussies one as to iu construction and 
sense. Line 3 seems to require the ' nor ' 
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of L a to be understood before it ; but 
what is the meaning of 'That all/ etc. 
I. 5? The same confusion appears in U. 
z, a, especially if we read 'live' with 
Halliwell-Phillipps lis. ; whence I prefer 
' love ' of Sloane MS. and in I 4 prefer its 
' His • to ' suche wonders : ' 1. 5, ' witts ' is 
in Sloane MS. ' wills.' 
Stansa 96, I 3, ' nature ' in Sloane MS. better than 
'natures* of Halliwell-Phillipps MS., but 
'and' of Halliwell-Phillipps MS. better 
than ' of ' of Sloane MS. But again ' most 
secrett ' of Sloane MS. preferable to ' of 
greatest 'of Halliwell-Phillipps MS. There 
is nothing for it but thus to elect when 
two readings are before us. Had Breton 
printed the poem it would have been dif- 
ferent : L 6, ' beastes ' of Sloane MS. agrees 
with other plurals, and therefore better 
than ' beaste ' of Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 
97, 1. a, ' poyson's power ' — the horn of the 
unicorn had mjrthical properties of healing 
in ancient ' Vulgar Errors : ' L 6, ' heares ' 
is spelled in Sloane MS. 'heires.' It is 
intended for ' hairs ' — skin— not ' good ' 
for their offspring, as might at first seem : 
' woulfes ' = wolves. 

98, L a, ' Whilst ' of Sloane MS. here and in 
I 4, and St 99, L a, better than 'While ' 
of Halliwell-Phillipps MS. : L a, 'time' 
rhymes better with ' clime ' than Sloane 
MS. 'eyne:/ L 3, 'base' — game so called. 

99, L a, 'dolphin's: sword-fish, rather: 1, 5. 
' doe ' better than Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 
'thus,' because all the instances cannot 
' thus ' be referred to. 

100, L I, ' sea, or earth ' more rhythmicall than 
Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 'earth, or sea:' 
L 3, ' Who . . . glorie gaynes ' preferable 
to Sloane MS. 'that . . . giveUi grace.' 
The St. is a poor one. 

101,1.4, 'course aright' preferable to 'order 
right ' of Sloane MS. : I 5, ' to ' — Sloane 
MS. 'these.' 

zoa, L 3, 'to '—Sloane MS. ' that' 

103, L a, ' myne . . . lonelye ' preferable to Halli- 
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well-Phillipps MS. ' my . . . lovelye : ' 
Halliwell-Phillipps MS. miswrites 'list' 
for ' lift ' : L 3, 'feett' better than fimlty 
repetition of ' feat ' in Sloane MS. 
Stanza Z04, L a, ' from, out ' seems better than Halliwell- 
Phillipps MS. ' out of : ' L 3, ' ther'stheir, 
preferable to ' the ' of Sloane MS. 

,, 105, L a, ' has ' and I. 3 ' the ' preferable to ' our ' 
and 'his' of Sloane MS., though the 
changes alter the sense. 

., Z06, L z, 'grounde' agrees best with 'Caithfiill 
holynesse' and therefore p re f erred to 
' groundes ' of Sloane MS. : L 6 better than 
Sloane MS. ' And lett the flatts be deathes 
of your desertes.' ' Desartes,' as before, 
more rhymes with ' hartes.' = ' let your 
flats (which are used for mournful music) 
tell the want of all your deserts.' 
107,1. z, 'or' required by 'directes,' not as 
Sloane MS. ' and : ' 1. 5-6 better than 
Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 'in one agre' 
and ' all-onlye glorie be.' 
108. 1. 3, 'the'— 'thy' of Sloane MS. is sing, 
whilst all preceding is the plural ' yaoi ; ' 
wherefore I prefer 'the:' L 4, 'of — the 
repetition of ' in ' in Sloane MS. is as usual 
after Breton's manner ; but here * of 
seems better as in Halliwell-Phillipps MS. : 
1. 5, 'sounds' can be objected to. 
because in all points before spoken of 
they are supposed to ascend, and the 
word 'soules' of Sloane MS. does not 
accord with all the technical musical 
terms used. On the whole, 'sounds' 
seems preferable : L 6, 'lett ' of Sloane 
* MS. better than ' all ' of Halliwell-Phillipps 
MS. 

., ro9, 1. a, 'heavens' better than Sloane MS. 
' heaven.' So just above, 
zzo, L z, 'are' of Sloane MS. better than 'doe' 
of Halliwell-Phillipps MS.: ib, 'his' 
better than ' their ' of Sloane MS. : U. z 
and 3 Halliwell-Phillipps MS. end ' singe ' 
and 'springe' — inferior. 
Gloria in ExctUis Deo —in Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 
only. G. 



y. 



1 



*••••••* *■■»«■■* ■* *■■»«■■* ••««««•• «— — ■* ••••••^ •••••••• •••••••• *■—■»* •••••••• •••••••• *••••••* **«M*** •••••••• *■•••■•* ■•mm** •••••••• Hmm** *»|,,|«» Hmm* 



The Arbor of Amorous Deuices. 



1597- 



.••M**, .'■*■••• ^«»*— > ,—*■»«« .aM**^ (MM*** ,••••••» ,«« — ■» ,»■»»■«> ,—*■»«« H**^*^ ••••^H ••••••H m—'—^ •••••••• ••••*••• •••••^« .••~^» ,» " »"H ••••■•H ••••••^ 



44 



NOTE. 

The only known exemplar of * The Arbor of Amorous Deuices ' is that preserved 
in the Capell collection in Trinity College, Cambridge. Unfortunately it wants the 
title-page and several leaves, and a number of half lines, etc. While grateful for so 
much as is preserved in the Capell collection, it is disappointing to be compelled 
to reprint to bright and intrinsically rich and musical a book with these deficiencies. 
I am indebted to Mr. W. C. Hazlitt's * Hand-Book* (s,n.) for the following title- 
page : — ' The Arbor of Amorous Deuices : Wherein young Gentlemen may reade 
many pleasant fancies and fine deuices : And thereon meditate diuers sweete Con- 
ceitet to court the loue of faire Ladies and Gentlewomen : By N. B. Gent Im- 
printed at London by Richard lonet, at the Rose and Crowne, neare S. Andrewes 
Church* IS97*' 4to, i8 leaves. This title-page is apparently derived from 
Beauclere's Sale-Catalogue (178 1), in lot 3241. If this was a second copy it has 
disappeared utterly. See otur Memorial-Introduction on the other Writers besides 
Breton, in the ' Arbor' — as announced in the Printer Jones's Epistle, and for the 
relation of ' The Arbor ' to Mr. Cosens' MS., which so enriches oiu: ' Daffodils and 
Primroses,' or the scattered minor poems of Breton. In the Capell unique 
exemplar there is a manuscript note signed P. P., which doubtless refers to Mr. 
Cosens' MS. It runs thus : — ' I have an ancient quarto MS. which contains many 
of the Poems entituled The Arbor of Amorous Denises, with little or no variation 
except in point of Orthography, which in the MS. is more obsolete and antique.* 
Were it only for 'A sweet Lullabie' (page 7) which ought long since to have found 
its way into otur choicest Selections and Collections — the 'Arbor' had been a price- 
less gift ; but there are others in' it of beauty and tenderness.- 
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To the Gentlemen 

Readers : health, wealth, and 

welfare. 

\/^hi curteous Gentlemen, your absence, this long time of vacation hindered my poore Presse 
from publishing any pleasing Pamphlet^ to recreate your minds, as it was wont: yet now, 
to giue you notice that your old Printer forgetteth not his best friendes, he hath thought it 
meet to remember his duetifull good wil he beareth to you all, publishing this pleasaftt Arbor for 
Gentlemen, beeing many mens workes excellent Poets, and most, not the meanest in estate and 
degree : and had not the Phenix preuented me of some the best stuff e she furnisht her nest with of 
late : this Aihor had bin somewhat the more handsomer trimmed vp, beside a larger scope for gentle- 
men to recreate them selues. Please it you {sweete Gentlemen) to take it in worth as it is, though 
nothing comparable with your pleasant Arbors of the countrie : view it ouer I pray you, and praise 
it as you find it: in the meane time (/ beseech you) pardon me, atid protect me agaiftst cauilling 
Finde faults, that neuer like of any thing, but what they doe themselues, afid that, for the most part, 
is nothing at all : so shall I acknowledge my selfe most bounden vnto your flourishing degree, and 
pray vnto God to keepe you all in health: and such as are in the countrey, God send them a happy 
and speedy returne to London, to the pleasure of God, their harts content, and to the reioycing of all 
Citizens, and specially to the comjort of all poore men of Trades. 

Yours, most bounden, 

R. I. Printer. 
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A Levers Farwel 

To his I^uc and ioy. 

[Due mine onely ioy whose absence breedes my 
imart. 
whose parting did amaze my minde ft 
damped much my hart. 
Adue mine onoly loue, whose loue is life to me, 

whose loue once lost, no life can tast within my 
corps to be. 
Adue mine onely friend whoso friendship cannot fade, 
whose faith is flrme, vpon the which my health and 
hope is stayed, 
Adue the vitall spirits of these my sencei all, 

for dead each parte will still remaine vntill I heare 
thee calL 
Farewell my lelfe and all, farewell more deare then life : 
Parewel the constant dame on earth : farewel 
VUsaes wife. 
Sith Spite hath playde his parte, to parte vs now in 
twaine, 
my helpe shal rest in happy hope, till we two meet 
againe : 
Which hope doth heaue my heart aboue the hauty 
heauen, 
and carricth me with good successe aboue the 
Plannets scouen, 
Sith that the Sunnc must lodf^ within the Ocean seas. 
As oftime as the hourcs be within foure compleat 
dnycs : 
So must Vaniit face be rownd and homed thrise 

and for her light a debtor bo vnto Sir yil'kM wise : 
nrfore I shal entoy the presence of my choyce. 

till which time comes. He cloy the skies with plaints 
ft bitter voycc. 
That Fortune now which firownes with all her fotal 
dames, 
shal hauc for prayse most piteous plaints, and 
Infnmie for names : 
Vntlt the time that she doth tume her face .igaine. 

and give me her that may redressc my . . . ous 
pinching paine : 
God graunt that none beholde thy fist . . . 
thy comely corps and feature .... 

Thy haires in tresses tyed 

thy Lilly with the \Dtftetivt iimes.] 

Thy eyes with 

by dim 

Th 



The graces all attend the Muses make request, 

still for to waite vpon my deare, and be at her 
behest : 
Blush now you bashles dames that vaunt of beautie rare, 
for let me see who dares come in, and with my 
deare compare: 
No, no, you are all fled, you walke like owles by night, 
my deare so foyre, that of the world she is the onely 
wight : 
Then forewell heart and ioy, till time hath run her 
race, 
farewell delight, welcome annoy, till that I see thy 
face. 
Which wil delight my heart, which wil reuiue my minde 
which will delight my senceles corps, which ioy 
none else can finde, 
Take heere my speech last spent, vntill thy honoe re- 
tume, 
take here my heart, but leaue the corps which shal 
in torments bume. 
My scalding sighes He send throughout the skies to thee, 
my teares shall water still my couch, vntill thou 
beest with mee. Finis. 

A Lauers Complaint, 

THe restles race that I h^ue run, 
the peril and the paine 
That I from time to time haue past, 

and dayly doe sustaine, 
Doth make me dreme, that when I first 

this light began to see, 
The starrie side no planet had. 
that happy was for me. 

The 



[A lea/ missing hire.} 

The chattering Pie. the Jay. and eke the Quaile. 
The Thrustle-Cock that was so blacke of hewe. 

All these did sing the prayse of her true heart. 
And moumd her death with dolefull musick sound : 
Each one digged earth, and plyed so their part, 
Till that she was close closed vnder ground. 

Finis. 

The amnsdl of a friend to one in hue, 

CLime not too high, for feare thou catch a fall. 
Seeke not to build thy nest within the Sonne. 
Refraine the thing which bringeth thee to thrmU. 
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Least when too late thou findste thy selfe vndone : 
Cause thy desires to rest and sleepe a space, 
And let thy fancie take her resting place. 

The Tiger fierce cannot by force be tamed, 
The eagle wilde will not be brought to fist. 
Nor womens mindes at any time be framed, 
To doe ought more than what their fancies list : 
Then cease thy pride, and let thy plumes downe fall, 
Least soaring still thou purchasts endles thrall. 

Finis. 

A Ladies complaint far the losse of 
her Laue, 

COme follow me you Nymphes, 
Whose eyes are neuer drie. 
Augment your wayling number nowe 
"With me poore Emelit. 

Giue place ye to my plaintes. 

Whose ioyes are pincht with paine : 

My loue, alas through foule mishap. 
Most cruell death hath slaine. 

What Wight can wd, alas, 

my sorrowes now indite ? 
I waile & want my new desire 

I lack my new delite. 

Gush out my trickling teares 

Like mighty floods of raine 
My Knight alas, through foule mishap 

Most cruell death hath slaine. 

Oh hap alas most hard. 

Oh death why didst thou so ? 
Why could not I embrace my ioy, 

for me that bid such woe ? 

False Fortune out, alas. 

Woe worth thy subtill traine. 
Whereby my loue through foule mishap. 

Most cruell death hath slaine. 

Rock me a sleepe in woe. 

You wofull Sisters three 
Oh cut you off my fatal! threed, 

Dispatch poore Enulie. 

Why should I line, alas. 

And linger thus in paine? 
Farewell my life, sith that my loue 

Most cruell death hath slaine. Finis. 

The lanutUabk complaint of a Louer. 

ACcord your notes vnto my wofull songs. 
You chirping birds which hant the cloudy side, 
Cease off your flight, and come to heare my wrongs 
Compeld by loue, mixed with crueltie : 
Leave off I say, and help me to lament 
My wofull dayes, vntill my time be spent 



With sorrow great I passe away the time, 
The which too long I feele vnto my paine. 
Too childish is this fond conceit of mine. 
That voyde of hope doth helpelesse still remaine : 
Yet wil I rest til time doth further seme, 
That Airopos doth me of life bereaue. 

But fie fond foole, I complaine of disease. 
And faultlesse Fortune I begin to blame, 
Venus her selfe doth seeke me for to please. 
In causing me to loue so rare a dame : 

But if (faire Nimph) I might enioy thy sight, 
Thy fauoiu' fidre would force in me delight. 

But I am bannisht from thy comely hew. 

Oh thy sweet loue, but yet I wil remaine 

For cuer thine as perfect louer true. 

Without all guile, although thou me disdaine : 
And thus I end, although not rest content, 
Vntil such time my wretched dayes are spent. 

Finis. 

A Poeme both pithie and pleasant. 

IF right were rackt and ouer-runne, 
And power take parte with open wrong. 
If force by feare doe yeeld too soone. 
The lack is like to last too long : 
If God for goods shalbe vnplac'd. 
If right for riches leaues his shape. 
If world for wisdome be imbrac'd. 
The guesse is great much hurt may hap : 
Among good thinges I prooue and find. 
The quiet life doth most abound. 
And sure to the contented mind. 
There is no riches may be found : 
Riches doth hate to be content. 
Rule is enmie to quiet ease. 
Power for the most part is vnpadent 
And seldome likes to Hue in peace : 
I heard a Shepheard once compare. 
That quiet nights he had more sleepe. 
And had more merrie da3res to spare 
Then he which ought his Flock of sheepe. 
I would not haue it thought heereby, • — 

The Dolphin swim I meane to teach, 
Ne yet to leame the Faulcon flie, 
I roue not so Carre past my reach. 
But as my part aboue the rest. 
Is wel to wish and good to will : 
So till the breath doth fayle my brest, 
I shal not stay to wish you still. 

A Poeme, 

THe time was once that I haue lined firee. 
And wandred heere, and where me Uketh best. 
But in my wandring I did chance to see 
A Damsel faire which caus'd in me small rest : 
For at her sight mine heart was wounded sore. 
That lined firee and voyd of loue before. 
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Which when I felt, I got me to my bed, 
Thinking to rest my heauie heart : but then 
There came strange thoughts into my troubled hed, 
Which made me thinke vpon my thoughts agen : 

And thus in thinking on my thoughts did sleep. 

And dreamed that another did her keepe. 

With this same dreame I sudainly awoke, 
And orderly did marke it euery poynt : 
And with the same so great a griefe I tooke, 
That as one scard, I quaked euery ioynt : 

Yet at the last supposd it but a dreame. 

My troubled spirits did reuiue againe. 

Finis. 

Fantasma, 

IN fortune as I lay, my fortune was to finde 
Such fiEuades as my carefull thought, had brought 
into my minde. 
And when each one was gone to rest, full soft in bed to 
lie, 
I would haue slept, but then the watch did follow 
still mine eye : 
And sodainly I saw a sea of sorrowes prest. 

Whose wicked wanes of sharpe repulse brought me 
vnquiet rest. 
I saw this world, and how it went, each state in his 



And that from wealth graunted is both life and 
libertie: 
I saw how enuie it did raigne, and bare the greatest price. 
Yet greater poyson is not found within the Cockatrice : 
I also saw how that disdaine. oft times to foi^e my woe, 
Gaue me the cup of bitter swecte, to pledge my 
mortallfoe : 
I also saw how that deceit, to rest no place could finde, 
But still constraind an endles paine, to follow 
natures kinde. 
I also saw most strange, how Nature did forsake 

the blood that in her womb was wrought, as doth the 
loathed snake, 
I saw how fancie would remaine, no longer then her lust, 
And as the winde how she doth change, i^id is not 
for to trust : 
I saw how stedfastnes did file, with winges of often 
change, 
A bird, but truely seldome seene, her nature is so 
strange : 
I saw how pleasant Time did passe, as Flowers in the 
Mead, 
To day that riseth red as Rose, tomoirow lyeth dead. 
I saw my time how it did run, as sand out of the Glasse. 
Euen as each hower appoynted is, from tide to tide 
to passe : 
I saw the yeares that I had spent, and losse of all my 
gaine. 
And bow the sport of youthfull playes, my folly did 
retaine : 



I saw how that the little Ant in Summer still doth runne 

To seeke her foode, whereby to line in winter for to 

come : 

T saw eke vertue, how she sate the threed of life to spinne. 

J "Which sheweth the end of euery thing before it doeth 

begin. 
And when al these I saw, with many moe perdie. 

In me my thoughts each one had wrought a perfect 
propertie : 
And then I sayd vnto my selfe, a Lesson this shalbe. 

For other that shal after come, for to beware by me. 
Thus all the night I did deuise which way I might con- 
straine. 
To forme a plot that wit might worke the branches 
in my braine. 

Finis. 

The complaint of one being i9i love, 

T Eaue me O life, the prison of my minde, 

•■-^ Since nought but death can take away my lotte. 

For she which likes me wel is most vnldnde. 

And that which I lone best my death doth prooue. 

Loue in her eyes my hopes againe reuiue, 
Hopes in my thoughts doe kindle my deadres. 
Desire inflam'd through loue and bnuty striue. 
Til she (displeased with loue) my death conspires : 
That loue for me, and I for Loue doe cal. 
Yet she denies because she graunts not aL 

Finis. 

A Louers resolution, 

'T^Rue, though vntried, desirous in despaire. 
^ Patient with paine, fiuthlul though yet not sound. 
In cares vnknowne my youthful dales I weare. 
More sure then safe my youth and beauty bound. 
What shal I say ? the time semes not to waile : 
Let it suffice, my faith shal neuer faile. 

Finis. 

A Louers complaint, 

THe fire to see my wrongs for anger bumeth. 
The aire in raine for mine afiiection weepeth. 
The sea to ebbe for griefe his flowing turneth 
The earth with pittie dul the centre keepeth. 
Fame is with wonder blazed. 
Time runnes away for sorrow. 
Place standeth still amazed. 
To see my nights of euill which haue no morrow. 
Aku, onely she no pitty taketh 

To see my miseries, but chast and cruel. 

My fan her glorie maketh 

Yet still her eyes giues to my flames theb fuel. 

Fire bume me quick, till sence of burning kaue, 
Ayre let me drawe my breath no more in anguish. 
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Sea drowne me in thee, of teadious life bereaue me, 
Earth take this earth, wherein these spirits languish : 
Fame same I was not borne, 

Time draw my dismall hower. 
Place see my graue vp-tome, 
Fire, Aire, sea, earth, Fame, time, place, shew 
your power : 
Alas, from all their helps I am exiled, 

For hers am I, and death feares her displeasure : 
Oh death thou art beguiled. 

Though I be hers she makes of me no treasure. 

Finis. 

A sweet luUabie. 

COme little babe, come silly soule. 
Thy fothers shame, thy mothers grieie. 
Borne as I doubt to all our dole. 
And to thy selfe vnhappie chiefe : 
Sing Lullabie and lap it warme, 
Poore soule that thinkes no creature harme. 

Thou little thinkst and lesse doost knowe, 
The cause of this thy mothers moane, 
Thou wantst the wit to waile her woe, 
And I my selfe am all alone : 

Why doost thou weepe ? why doost thou waile ? 

And knowest not yet what thou doost ayle. 

Come little wretch, ah sUly heart. 

Mine onely ioy what can I more : 

If there be any wrong thy smart, 

lluU may the destinies implore : 
Twas I, I say, against my will, 
I wayle the time, but be thou still. 

And doest thou smile, oh thy sweete face. 
Would God himselfe he might thee see, 
No doubt thou wouldst soone purchace 
I know right well for thee and mee : 

But come to mother babe and play. 

For father fiedse is fled away. 

Sweet boy if it by fortime chance, 

Thy father home againe to send, 

If death do strike me with his launce. 

Yet mayst thou me to him cdmend : 
If any aske thy mothers name, 
Tell how by loue she purchast blame. 

Then will his gentle heart soone jreeld, 

I know him of a noble minde, 

Although a Lyon in the field, 

A Lamb in towne thou shalt him finde : 
Aske blessing babe, be not afrayde, 
His sugred words hath me betrayde. 

Then mayst thou ioy and be right glad, 

Although in woe I seeme to moane, 

Thy &ther is no Rascall lad, 

A noble youth of blood and boane : 

His glancing lookes if he once smile. 
Right honest women may beguUe. 



Come little boy and rocke a sleepe. 
Sing lullabie and be thou still, 
I that can doe nought else but weq)e, 
Wil sit by thee and waile my fill : 
God blesse my babe and lullabie. 
From this thy fathers quaUtie. 



Finis. 
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A Poeme. 

THe work of worth that Nature finely fi-ara'd, 
Hope of the heart, that highest harti asi^re 
Reason set downe that' secret wisdome aam'd, 
Onely the sweete that honour can desire, 
Grace of the earth, and natures onelie glorie 
More then most faire was spoke of kmg agoe : 
Oh heauenlie staire that is the sfaepheanls stajp : 
Read who it is, but one there is no moe, 
This is the Saint that Wit and Reason serue, 
Of such account as vertue doth regard, 
Note who it is that doth this flame deserue, 
Excellende giues each honour his reward. 

Finis. 



A Poeme. 

iy^ Vses attending all on Pallas traine. 



Amongst the rest was one, though not the 
least, . 
C Carrying the minde that most might honour gaine, 
K Kinde yet with care that might become her best, 
W Wise as a woman, men can be no more : 
I Judge who it is, I may not tell her name, 
L Loue of the life that vertue doth adore : 
L Life of the loue that gaines the highest fieane. 
I Joyne but the thought of loue and life together, 
A And one may finde anothers excellence, 
M Meere loue, deare lile can sorrow neuer witfaar, 
S Such is the power of heancnly prouidenoe. 

Finis. 

Another. 

S O Illy poore swaine pul down thy sunple pride, 

A ^ Angelles are not for beggars to behold, 

R Reach not too high for feare thy foote doth slide, 

A And haples hope doo prooue a slender hold. 

H Hold downe thy head, thy hand is not thine owne, 

A A sunne, a sunne hath put out both thine eyes, 

S See in thy selfe how thou art ouerthrowne : 

T There is no comfort in extremities, 

I In high good-wil let honour be thy guide, 

N No cruell thought can rest in kinde aspect, 

G Good nature sees that reason cannot hide, 

S Sweet be the ends that follow such effect. 

Fiuis. 
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Another, 

K '17' Nowledge doth much in care of most content, 

A •'^ And reason sees, when loue hath lost his eyes, 

T Time hath his coarse, and vertue her intent, 

H Honor her selfe when other fancies dies, 

A A wonder lasts but onely for a day, 

R Reason regards but honors worthines, 

I In vertues loue can honor not decay ; 

N Nothing but heauen is perfect happines. 

R Rare is the eye that neuer lookes awry, 

A And sweet the thought that neuer sounds amis, 

T True is the heart that goideth such an eye, 

C Canfnl the minde where such discretion is, 

L Long is the life where lone doth draw the line, 

I Joyftdl the hope that such a heart vpholdeth, 

T Time is the threed no fiEuade can vntwine, 

F Faire is the hap, that such a face beholdeth. 

Finis. 

Another, 

C ^ Vrtesie carries all the world to loue, 

A V^ AffiBCtion semes, where vertue fauour glues, 

N Neen to the heauens of highest hearts behoue, 

D Deer is the thought whereby discretion lines, 

I Joy of the eye, and Jewel of the heart, 

S Saint of the shape that seruioe doth adore, 

H High of the honor of Mineruaes art : 

E BioepCt excepted but one there is no more. 

Finis, 

Another, 

S C Weet is the flower that neuer fadeth hue, 
V <^ Vnmatcht the mind that neuer means amis, 
T Tresure the heart that cannot prooue vntrue 
H High such a saint in whom such honor is, 
W Where such a flower, as faire as sweet doth spring 
E Except but one, behold the onely ground, 
L Loue such a ground, a Garden for a King : 
L Looke in the world, the like is hardly found. 

Finis. 

A prettie Poeme. 

A Trembling hand, but not a traitor's heart 
Writing for feare and fearing for to write. 
Loath to reueale, yet willing to impart, 
Such secret thoughts as fit not euery sight 

Must leaue to you in sweet conceit to know them. 
For I haue swome that I will neuer shew them. 

I know not what, but sure the griefe is greene. 

I know not when, but once it was not euer, 

I know not how, but secretly vnseene. 

And make no care if it be ended neuer, 

And yet a wound that wastes me all with woe. 
And yet would not that it were not so : 



But oh sweete God« what doe these humors moue ? 
Alas, I feare, God shield it be not loue. 

Finis. 

A Louer in despair e, 

BVme bume, desire, while thy poore fuel lasteth. 
Young wood enflam*d doth yeeld the brauest fire, 
Though long before in smothering heat it wasteth 
With froward will to conquer his desire : 

But fire supprest once breaking into flame. 
Doth rage till all be wasted in the same. 

Most tyrannous and cruel element. 

So to Enuie the Substance of thy life. 

As to consume thy vital nourishment, 

Till death it selfe doe end this mortal strife : 
Yet worlce thy ¥ril on me O raging fire, 
And leaue no coales to kindle new desire. 

Ne let the gk>wing heat of ashes left, 

Yeeld to my fiunting sences fresh reliefe. 

But as my soule from comfort thou hast reft, 

So end my life in this consuming griefe : 

For wel I see, nor wit nor wil now serueth, 
To recompence desfre as he desemeth. 

Finis. 

A Dreamt of the arraignement 
of Desire, 

A Court was lately kept in secret of conceit. 
To cal desire vnto his death, or deare him of 
deceit, 
Fayre Beantie was the Queene, and lone was all her 
Lawes, 
Who had appoynted perfect sence to sit vpon the 
cause. 
The wretches that aocus'd desire of in desart. 

Where Enuie, packt with Iniurie, to kil a careful 
heart. 
The whole Inditement read against desire, was this, 
That where he most auowed best he ment not least 
amis. 
The Lawyers that did plead against this poore desire. 
Where wicked ¥rit with eloquence, whom hate and 
wrong did hire. 
But to defend desire was plaine simplidtie, 

Who knew the bounds and kept the bonds of perfect 
amitie : 
A grand Inquest in haste was panneld by the Court. 
Of whom Tom-troth was foreman made, and so 
begun the sport. 
Suspect did halfe affirme. that witnes should not neede. 
And yet selfe-will would faine haue swome that a 
was true indeed. 
But reason wild regard, the treason should be tryed, 
And deepe conceit should be the man that should 
the trueth decide. 



THE ARBOR OF AMOROUS DEVISES. 



Suspect in Natures sence layd shrewdly to his charge, 
But care had brideled Natures course, loue neuer 
liu'd at large, 
And conscience plaine replyed in reasons secrete thought, 
That good wines need no luie-bush, and eloquence 
is naught. 
To sound the depth of all did sences all assemble, 

And poore goodwill came swearing in, that loue 
could not dissemble, 
When patience fully heard the pleading of the case. 
She call'd to reason to reueale who had deserud 
disgrace, 
Good-wil was earnest still, and sware that line or die. 

Suspect did sore abuse desire, for louers could not lie. 
With that the people laught. and reason chargd Tom- 
troth 
To glue vp vnto perfect senoe the verdict of his oath. 
The lurors were the thoughts that did posse the minde, 
Where flatterie was but fancies foole while faith did 
fauour finde. 
Who when they had at ful considered of the cause, 

Gaue Enuie vp for enimie to loue and al his lawes. 
And ¥rit was but a foole to follow false suspect. 

And eloquence was little worth to carrie such effect 
And hate and enuie both were had in great disgrace, 
And eloquence for taking parte, was hissid out of 
place. 
And sweet desire was deare, in Reasons secret senoe, 
And perfect sence gaue iudgement so, and quit him 
of offence. 

And beautie that before was thought did quite disdaine 
him. 
Did graunt him fauour by desert, and loue did enter- 
taine him. 
Suspect to silence put, good Nature gan to smile. 

To heare them iudge to loues disdaine that would 
desire beguile. 
And sweet desire the force of enuies ouerthrow. 

And therewithal the Court brake vp, and I awakM 
sa Finis. 



BriUons Diuinitte, 

FRom worldly cares and wanton loues conceit, 
Begun in griefe and ended in deceit : 
I am coniur'd by hope of happie blis. 
Where heauenly faith and highest fauour is. 

To call my wits and all my thoughts together, 
To write of Jieauen, and of the high-way thither. 

The holy spirit of etemall power, 
Vouchsafe his grace to guide my soule aright. 
That patient heart may finde the happie hovrer. 
When I may see the glorie of that sight, 
That in conceit so fully may content me. 
As nought on earth be able to torment me. 

I aske no ayde of any earthly muse. 
Far be my fsuide firom such fonde affect : 
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But in the heauen where highest Angels vse. 
To sing the sweet of faithful loues effect. 
Among those spirits of especiall grace, 
I wish my soule might haue a sitting-place. 

> Where first the teares of true repentant hart. 
With faithful hope may happy fjauor moue. 
And sighing sobs of sorrowes bitter smart, 
May see the life of vndeseruM loue : 

Thence would I craue some excellence deuine. 
To set my foote in this discourse of mine. 

'To iudge of heauen it is a place of ioy, 
Where happy soules haue their etemall rest. 
Where sweet delights doe suffer no annoy. 
But all things good and onely on the best. 

Where comforts moer then man can comprdiend. 

And such contents as neuer can haue end. 

(, It is the Throne of high Jehouak sweete. 
The God of power, of glorie and of grace. 
Where vertue dwels, and her adherents meete. 
In io3rful feare to see his heauenly face. 

Where holy saints and highest Angels aJng.7. 

An AlUluia to their heauenly King. 

n There is the day, and there is neuer night. 
There euer ioy, and there is neuer sorrow. 
There neuer wrong, but there is euer right. 
There euer haue, and neuer need to borrow. 
There euer loue, and there is neuer hate, 
Neuer but there was euer such a state. 

There all the graces doe agree in one. 
There liueth brethren in one linke of loue. 
There all the saints doe seme one King alone. 
Who giues the blis of highest hearts behoue. 
There is the placQ^of perfect paradlce. 
Where conscience lines and comfort neoer dies. 

There is the Sun. the beautie of the side. 
The Moone and Starres, the candles of the night. 
There is the essence of that heauenly eye. 
That blinds the proud and giues the humble light. 
There is the rainebow bended by his hand. 
Who doth both heauen, earth, sea, and hel oOmand. 

There sitteth God in glorie of this throne. 
With Virgins, saints and Angels all attended. 
Who in his Ire hath Kingdomes ouertbrowen. 
And in his loue hath little things defended. 

Whose glorie more then may by man be knowen. 
And glorie most is in his mercy showen. 

> There doth he sit in highest of his power. 
Calling the poore vnto his rich reliefe. 
Sowing the sweete that killeth euerie sower, 
Giuing the salue that healeth euery griefe : 

Making them line that long were dead before. 
And liuing so, that they can die no more. 

By him alone the dumbe doe speake againe, 
' Of him alone the blinde recdue t^eir seeing, 

B 
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With him alone is pleasure without pain 
In him alone hane blessU hearts dieir becing : 
To him akme and ooely tmt vnio him. 
All gkxrie due that al the worid maj doe him. 

Now haue I writ, though fur beneath the worth. 
Of highest Heaoen. what happie hart eooodnelh 
Nor wil I trie in order to set forth» 
Direction such as neuer hope dauJ w et K 

How care maj dimbe the hill of happincs 

Where is the heanca of highest 



\\ 



• • 



Grace is the ground of euerj good that is* 
The ground once good, how ean the woriibe Hi? 
Then that the mind may not be kad anisse, 
Beseedi the helpe of his most bfessM will : 

Whose ondj word sets dowB» the pasage best 
Of humble soofes to thdr desirM rest 



Begin to kaue. and make aa end to loue. 

Such wanton thoughts as wofiill sonow giat. 

Be once rescdu'd aad oemr doe nmoue. 

To live to die. as thou asayst die to Hue : 

Which bell to hate, aud aeeke for heanenlj bhs 
Read of the world, aad teM UM what il is. 

The world (in trueth) is but a wolull vale. 
Where griefe for grasse, and sinnes doe grow for seed. 
Where substance, sence and soules are set to sak. 
While hoorders heape that naked people need : 
And for the gaine but of a siinple groat. 
One man wil seeke to cut anothers throate^ 

What is there here that can content the hart ? 
That knowes content or what it doth ^^^'t"*^*^ : 
What thought so sweet but brings as sower a smart? 
What pleasure such but breeds a greater painc? ' 

What thing so good but prooues in fine so euiU ? 

As (but for God) would beare men to the deuiU. 

What is the earth ? the labour of the life. 
What is the sea ? a guUie of grislie lakes, 
What is the ayre? a stuffe of filthie strife : 
What is the fire? the spoyle of thai it takes. 

Since these are al whence euerie thing doth spring 
What is the world, but euen a woful thing ? 

What thing is man? a dod of mirie day, 

Slime of the earth, a slaue to filthie sinne. 

Springs like a weed, and so doth weare away, , 

Goes to the earth where first he did begin : 

Thinke with thy aeUe, when thou thy selfs art such 
What is in Man that man should be so much : 

What hath the world to leade thy minde to knie ? 
In true effect, a fardle full of toyes. 
For wey the pith what euerie man doth prooue. 
Thi^ pofect Gems are most vnpeifect ioyes ; 

Consider all what iande bringeth forth. 

The best concdt will fall out nothing worth. 

What worldlie thinges doe foUow fande most ? 
Wealth, beautie. loue, fine diet, honour. &me : 



What finds affect ? both loue and labour k>st, — 

Disdaine. disease, dishonour, death and shame. 

Where care and sorrow, death and deadlie strife. 

Doo rule the roste in this accursed life. 

P What thing is beautie ? a colour quicklie gone. 

And what is wealth when riches fail to rust ? ^ 

What thing is loue ? a toy to think vpon : 3 - 

Fine diet ? drosse to feede a filthie lust. 

What worldlie honor ? oft unworthie praise : 
What ease ? the cause whereby the life decayes ? 

■, What is disdaine ? the scome of proud conceit, 
' And what disease ? the death of dtsoootem : ^ 

Dishonor next ? the fruit of fond deceil, - * 

And what is death? the end of ill intent. 

Now what is shame? a shamefiill thing to td : 
What IS the world but wkdwds way to hd? 

For beaste, for bfards, for fishes, flowers and trees, 
And all such thinges created for our vse. 
What thing is man to take such things as these, i 

By want of grace to tume into abuse ? 

Oh wretched world, when man that shuld be best. 

In beastly things prooues worse then all the rest. 

Thus have I shew'd tbe worid and what it is. 
A wkked place and fill of wretehed woei, 
A sincke of sinne shut out from heauenly bUa, 
Where lacke of grace doth wit and reason loose : 
So vile a thing as who hi kinde doth prooue it, 
Will soone confesse he hath no cause to loue it. 

i.^ Now how to leaue this loathsome life of ours. 
The hatefiill hd the ground of euerie griefe. 
Implore the hdpe of those assurM powems. 
Who neuer fedle the Caithfiill souJe rellefe : 
Laye by these thoughts that are to be abhord. 
And sett thy heart vpon thy heauenlie Lord. 

., |First knowe thy God, and what a God he is. 

Without beginning and can hane naend. 

Who in His loue created ondy his. 

And by his hand^doth euer his defend : 

Whose glorious essence of his excellence, 
Kiakes highest powers to tremble at his presence. 

• He made the world and what it doth containe, 
Ondy but man he made vnto his loue. 
And mans good-will was his desirM gaine, 
Till proud attempt did high displeasure mooue : 

He pkgu'd his pride, yet when he saw his paine. 

He gaue the salue that heald the wound againe. 

^f^ He gaue the rules to guide the soule aright. 
What it should doe. and what it should not doe, 
He shew'd the sunmie of his desires delight, y 

And what the heart should set it selfe vntoo : 
And in the good of his most gradous will, 
He shew'd the good that heakd euerie ilL 

; , He gaue the sunne. the moone and starres a course, C \ 

lluU they obserue according to his will : 
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He makes the tides to take their due recourse. 
And sets the earth where it doth settle still : 
He made the substance of each element. 
And sees his foot vpon the firmament. 

He ghies ts knowledge and we will not know him 
He bids vs aske, and we wil neuer mooue him : 
He bids ts come, and we are running from him : 
He giues vs life, and yet we neuer loue him : 
He is our King, and we doe not respect him. 
He is our God, and yet we doe n^lect him. 

And nought but man that can or dare deuise. 

How to ofiend that holy wil of his. 

In ondy man that cursM humor lyes. 

That makes no care to run his course amis. 

But day by day doth more and more offend him 
Whose onely hand doth from all hurt defend him. 

Vngratefiil man whom God did ondy make. 

In knie to loue, and with his loue preserueth. 

And for his loue enduzM for his sake ^ .'• 

Such death of life as dearest loue deserueth : 

What cnrsM hart would in displeasure mooue him 
That giuing all, askes nothing but to kme him. 

Oh lone, sweet loue, oh high and heaoenly loue. 

The onely loue that leads to happie life. 

Oh loue that lines for lovinge hearts behoue. f. i! 

And makes an end of euery hatefril strife : 
How happie he that kindly can attaine it, 
And how accurst that dare for to disdaine it 

Loue was the cause that first we were created, 
Loue is the life that we hane giuen to lead, / ^'^ 

L«ue is the cause we neuer can be hated, ^'-^ 

Lone is our life when other life is dead, 

Loue is the grace that highest good doth giue, 
Leame but to loue, and t*is enough to liue. 

First lone thy God that taught thee how to loue, 
Then loue the loue that he in loue hath taught thee. 
That loue so fixed as nothing can remoue, 
The hope of life that highest lone hath wroght thee. 
Thus if thou loue. thy loue will be a friend, 
To gaine the life where loue wil neuer end. 

Finis, 

A Louers complaint 

. . O loue, alas, what may I call thy loue. 

Thy vnoouth loue, thy passions wondrous strange 
.... mischiefe deadly such as for to prooue. 
rt would shun if power I had to change. 

ge said I : recant againe that sound, 

must, recant it shall indeede. 

\Pourpagu missing,^ 

She sware, as she a woman was, no loue she did 
allow, 
Alas, then grew my paine, it greu'd me to the heart. 
My senoes then so senoelessewere, as that I felt no 
smart, 



And standing in a max, as Aspis on the charme. 

She said and swore (to saue my life) she wisht no 
good nor harme. 
Alas, what bitter sweet, alas what pleasant paine. 

What shiuering heat, what chilling cold, did posse 
through euery vaine? 
And when I would haue swome her heart would neuer 
mooue, 
By Jesus Christ she tooke thai oath, that she did 
neuer loue. 
Alas what was I then ? alas what am I now? 

Too weake to loue, too strong to die, quick, dead, 
I know not how? 

Finis, 



/ 



A Poeme, 

WEare happie I as others are. 
Then might I liue as others doe : 
But fortune giues a sundrie shares 
And more to one then others too. 

The mind doth yet content it sdfe. 

What euer fortune doe befell, 
And makes no count of cankred pelfe. 

Nor cares for any care at alL 

For health it is the gift of God, 

And giue him thankfs, and so haue done. 
And want of wealth a heauenly rod, 

To punish natures ddest sonne. 

If freinds doe fit>wne, then farewd they, 
This worldlie loue wil neuer last. 

And if it be a rainie day. 
The sunne wil shine when storme is past, 

If troubles come a thwart thy minde. 
Why tis a rule, there is no rest, 

And he that seekes and cannot finde. 
Must take a little for a feast 

If Ladies loue. they laugh for k>y. 
And if they doe not ferewdl loue : 

If thou be lost, tis but a toy. 
And if it hold, it will not mooue. 

Faire beautie soone will fede away. 
And riches quicklie fell to rust, 

Thy youthfull yeares will soone decay, 
And age will soone giue ouer lust. 

The greatest horse is but a beast. 
The highest Hawk is but a bird, 

The sweetest banquet but a feast. 
The brauest man is but his word. 

To promise much doth please the eare, 
But to performe contents the heart, 

And where performance oommeth, there 
A vowM loue can neuer parte. 
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But they that haue the world at will 
And shrinketh at a shower of raine, 

May hap to wish and want there will. 
Voles their hands haue greater gaine. 

But hap what wiU my heart is sette, 
I am resolu'd of this conceit, 

If by desert I cannot get, 
I knth to liue vpon deceit. 

For stayM minde is of that state, 
As euerie fortune cannot finde, 

. . hope nor feare, nor loue, nor hate. 
Can euer change an honest minde. 

. . . her die in secrete griefe, 
. . . ete care can euer be oonoeald, 



[Six pages missing,] 

Of his Mistresse loue, 

TO trie whose art and strength did most ezoeU, 
^ My Mistresse, Limt and faire Diana met, 

The LacUes three foorthwitb to shooting fell, 
And for the prise the richest Jewel set. 
Sweet Imm* did both her bowe and arrowes gage, 
Di€na did her beautie rare lay downe. 
My Miatreise pawnde her crueltie and rage, 
And she that wanne had all for her renowne : 
It fen oat thus when as the match was done. 
My Mistresse gat the beautie and the bowe. 
And streigfat to trie the weapons she had wonne, 
VpoD me heart she did a shaft bestow. 

By beautie bound, by Loue and Vigor slaine, 
Tlie loase is mine where hers was all the gaine. 

0/a discontented minde, 

nOets come all, and each one take a penne, 
•^ Let aU the heads that euer did indite, 
Let Sorrow rise out of her darkest denne, 
And bdpe an heart an heauie tale to write. 
And if all these or any one can touch. 
The smallest part of my tormenting paine : 
Then will I thinke my griefe is not so much. 
But that in time it may be healde againe. 
But if no one come neere the thought. 
Of that I feele, and no man els can finde. 
Then let him say that deare his cunning bought, 
There is no death to discontented minde. 

Of his Mistresse Beautie. 

" ' 'VJiTHad ailes mine eies, or are my wits distraught, 
VV Doe I not see, or know not what I see : 
No marudl though I see that wonder wrought. 
That on the earth another cannot bee. 
What ment the Gods when first they did cieat you. 
To make a face to mocke all other features. 



Angels in heauen will surelie deadlie hate you. 
To leaue the world so full of foolish creatures : 
Cheekes that enchaine the highest hearts in thrall, 
Is it set downe such faire shall neuer fail you. 
Hands, that the hearts of highest thoughts appall, 
Was not Minerua made when she had made you : 
Faire : looke on you, and farewell beauties grace. 
Wise : why your wits the wisest doth abash. 
Sweet : where is sweet, but in your sweetest £ue, 
Rich : to your vrill all treasure is but trash. 
Oh how these hands are catching at those eyes. 
To feed this heart that onely Hues vpon them. 
Ah, of these hands what humors doe arise. 
To blind these eyes that liue by looking on them. 
But hearts must faint that must be going from you. 
And eyes must weepe that in you loose their seeing, 
Heauens be your place, where Angels better know you. 
And earth is too base for such a Goddesse-beetng. 
Yet where you come among those highest powers. 
Craue pardon then iox all these great oflfences. 
That when jrou dwelt among these hearts of ours, 
Your onelie eyes did blind our wits and lenoes. 
Now if ]fou see my will aboue my wit, 
Thinke of the good that all your graces yedd you : 
A maxM Muse must haue a mq^^Hing fit, 
Who is but mad that euer hath beheld you. 



A Sonnet. *^ 

THose eyes that hold the hand of euerie heart. 
That hand that holds the heart of euerie eye. 
That wit that goes beyond all Natures art. 
The sence too deepe for wisdome to discrie. 

That eye. that hand, that wit. that heauenlie sence. 
Doth shew my onely Mistresse excellence. 

Oh eyes that pearce into the purest heart, 

Oh hands that hold the highest thoughts in thrall. 

Oh wit that weyes the depth of all desart. 

Oh sence that shewe the secret sweet of alL 

The heauen of heauens with heauenlie power pre- 
aeruethee, "^ 

Loue but thy selle, and giue me leaue to seme thee. 

To serue, to liue to looke vpon those eyes. 
To looke, to line to Idsse that heauenly hand. 
To sound that wit that doth amase the minde. 
To know that sence, no sence can vnderstand, 
To vnderstand that all the world may know. 
Such wit, such sence, eyes, hands, there are no 
moe. 

■ ■ 

A pastorell of Phillis and Condon, 

ON a Un there growes a flower, 
Faire befiOl the daintie sweet : 
By that flower there is a bower. 
Where the heauenly Muses meete. 

In that bower there is a chaire, 
FringM an about with golde : 
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Where doth sit the fairest faire, 
That did euer eye beholde. 

It is Phillis faire and bright, 

She that is the shepheards ioy : 
She that Venus did dispight, 

And did blind her little boy. 

This is she the wise, the rich. 

And the world desires'to see. 
This is Ipsa qtuB the which, 

There is none but onely shee. 

Who would not this face admire. 
Who would not this Saint adore. 

Who would not this sight desire, 
Though he thought to see no more : 

Oh fiure e]res yet let me see. 
One good looke, and I am gone. 

Looke on me for I am hee. 
Thy poore sillie Corridon, 

Thou that art the shepheards Queene. 

Looke vpon thy silly swaine : 
By thy comfort haue beene scene, 

Desid men brought to life againe. 

The complaint of a forsaken Louer. 



LEt me goe seeke some solitarie place, 
In craggie rocks where comfort is vnknowne : 
Where I may sit and waile my heauie case. 
And make the heauens acquainted with my mone. 

Where onelie Eccho with her hallow voyce. 
May sound the sorrow of my hidden sence : 
And cruel chance the crosse of sweetest chojrse, 
Doth breed the paine of this experience. 

In mourning thoughts let me my minde attire, 
And clad my care in weedes of deadHe woe : 
And make disgrace the graue of my desire, 
Which tooke his death whereby his life did growe : 
And ere I die engraue vpon my tombe. 
Take heede of Loui, for this is Louers doome. 

A pretie fanci'e, 

VITHo takes a friend and trusts him not, 
^^ Who hopes of good and hath it not 

Who hath a Item and keepes it not. 

Who keepes a Ioy and loues it not. 
The first wants wit, the second will, 
Carelesse the third, the fourth doth iU. 

An epitaph on the death of a noble 
Gentleman, 

Sorrow come sit thee downe, and sigh and sob thy 
fill. 
And let these bleeding bitter teares, be witnesse of 
thine ill. 



See, see, how Vertue sits, what passions she doth 
prooue. 
To thinke vpon the losse of him, that was her 
dearest loue. 
Come Pallas carefull Queene, let all thy Muses waite. 
About the graue, where buried is, the grace of your 
/r conceit 

5 Poets lay downe your pennes, or if ]rou needs will write, 
Confesse the ondy day of loue hath lost her dawn- 
ing light 
And ]rou that know the Court, and what beseemes the 
place. 
With griefe engraue vpd his tombe, he gaue al 
Courts a grace. 
And you that keepe the fields, and know what valure is,{ 
Say all too soone was scene in this vntimelie death 
of his. 
Oh that he liu'd inearth, that could but halfe oonoeiue, 
The honour that his rarest heart was worthie to 
receiue. 
Whose wisdome farre aboue the rule of Natures reach. 
Whose workes are extant to the world, that al the 
world may teach. 
Whose wit the wonder-stone, that did true wisdome tucfa. 
And such a sounder of oonceipt, as few or neoer 
such. 
Whose ve rtue d id exceed in Natures highest vaine. 
Whose life a lanthome of the loue that surelie lines 
againe. 
Whose friendship ftuth so fast, as nothing could remooue 

him, 
Whose honourable curtesiemadeall the world to loue him : 
What Language but he spake : what rule but he had 
read? 
What thought so high ? what sence so deep but he 
had in his head : 
A PJuenix of the world, whom £eune doth thus com- 
mend, 
Vertue his life. Valor his loue, and Honour was his 
end. 
Vpon whose tombe be writ, that may with teares be red : 
Hurt lies tkejlowtr of chiualrU that etur England 
bred. 
Oh heauens, vpon the earth was nener such a day. 

That all conceits of all contents should al consume 
away. 
Me thinkes I see a Queene come couered with a vaile. 
The Court al stridcen in a dumpe, the Ladies weepe 
& waile. 
The Knights in careful sighes bewaile their secret loase. 
And he that best cOceales his griefe, bewraies he 
hathacrosse. 
Come Scholers bring your bookes, let reason haue his 
right. 
Doe reuerenoe vnto the corse, in honour of the 
Knight 
Come souldiers see the Knight, that left his life so neere ye, 
Giue him a volley of your harts, that al the world 
may heare ye. 
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An4 yn thfti Itoc at h/^roe, aad puie four time in peace, 
'I'o heJpe ye sing hit dolefull dirge, let lorrow neiser 



rjh ecMild f moume enough, that aJI ihe world vt^y yot, 
TIm grlsfa o/ tone fw mch % Ioim, fts greater can- 
noctiai. 
Our ^^ourt haih lost a friend, our Countrie nidi a Knight. 
A« wMi tha toriMm of ctw thought, hath toraM 
day Ui night : 
A man, io rare a man, did neuer England braed, 

MoaMflHent in anaria thing, that all men did aneed. 
Ho full of all elTects, that wit and lenoe may loan, 

A« in hit heart did want no part to make a perfect 
man. 
f^rlMtlon Cure aboua tlia rule of humaiaa lanoa, 

Whoia haart waa ooalf mi on haauan, aad had his 
honor thenoe, 
¥rhoaa maffca of hiatt alme, wai honor of the 
mlnda. 
Who both at onoe did worldUe Cuna, and heauenlie 
fauottrllndi 
Whom Vattiia lo did loua, and Learning to adore, 
Aa oommandationi of a man, was nauar man had 



Whom wlia man did admba, whom good roan did aflect. 
Whom honest men did loua and senia, and all men 
did raspaot* 
Whoat ova his Gomitrias loua. whoaa loua his Countries 



Whoia oaraAil loua oonsldarad wal, his Countrie 
ooukl not spare. 
Oh Qirlil what ruthAiU cries about the world doe 
ring. 
And to Iwhold the heauie sighs it is a hellish 
thing. 
The oam|Mi the dolefiiU campe, oomas home with all a 

To see Ihe Captalne of their care, coma home in 
ittchasort. 
11m Court, the solcmne court, is in a sudden trance, 
And what Is he but is amaide to heare of this mis- 
ohanoe. 
Tha little shakra the head, as It had lost a plUer, 

And kind AIVmI Is In subh oars, a little more would 
kill her ; 
MwvM (H^/CW slu and we«pes, and Cambridge cries 
outright, 
Tte Kxiee the honour of their krae. and kMie of their 
«lellgbt. 
The Clearfle slngli^ Paalmas, with icaiea behkit their 
CKNikvat 
And all the Schollers Mk>w oa« with sad and heauie 

1 ink n* 

The Mates and the NimphM attlrM all la bkcke, 

y*lth tearing heaiea, * wrii^^ag hands, aa If their 
hearts wtwild cradce ; 
The Iktker, wiff^« and l Heads» aad seraaau ia degreea. 
>^1th MttbhrM eyas bewalle tke life that fekhfbn 
loae did leeae. 



My self that km'd him more then he thai knew bin 
ranch, 
Wil leane the honour of his worth, for better wits 
tototcfa : 
And sale but what I thinke, and that a number know. 
He was a Pfutnix of a man, I feare there are no 
moe : 
To set him downe in praise with men of passM fiune. 
Let this sofiioe who more deseru'd : I neoer read 
his name. 
For this he was in right, in briefe to shew his praise. 
For Vertue, Learning, Valor. Wit, the honour of 
our dayes. 
And so with \\^^ ende, let all the worid goe sedce. 
So young a man, so rare a man, the worid hath not 
the like. 
Whose onelie corps consumes, whose Vertue neoer dies, 
Whose sweetest soule enioyes the sweet of highest 
Paradice. "^ 



f 
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The mm ofthefomur infmri lines. 



GRaCe, Vertue, Valor, Wit, Experience, Learning. 
Loue, 
Art, Reason, Thne, Concdte, Deuise, Discretion. 

Thieth, 
All these in one, and but one onely prooue, 
Sorrow in age, to see the end of youth. 



ii^ 



In the praise of his Mistresse. 



POeU lay downe your pennes, let fisncie leaue to fatne. 
Bid al the Muses goe to bed, or get a better vaine. 
There musicks are to base, to sound that sweet conaaite. 
That on the wonder of the worid, with wonder may 
awaite: 
But if as yet vnknowae, there be some daintie Muse. 
That can doe more then al the rest, and will her 
cunning Yse, 
Let her come whet her wits, to see what she can doe. 
To that the best that euer wrote, came neuer neere 
vaioo. 
For Venus was a toy, and onely feignM fisble. 

And Crtsti but a Ckawcmrs least, and Helm but a 
bable. 
My tale shalbe of tmeth, that aeoer treason tai^t. 
My Mistreaae is the onelie sweet, that euer Nature 
wrought. 

Whose eyes are like thoae sianas that keepe the h%best 



Wlioae beantie Uke the boraiag Snaae; that bliads 
the clearest eies. 
Whoaa haires are Uke thoae boaaaes that hai^ about the 



his 



Wltea ia the mocaiag fortbe he 
coarae to raaae : 
Aad let me toach those fipa, by kne, by 
Waca sweet awfct, by 



may y«iaa|ae 
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They are those little foldes, of Natures finest wit. 

That she sat smoothing while she wrought & wilbe 
smacking yet : 
And for that purest red, with that most perfect white, 
That makes those ciweki the sweetest chains, of 
kxiert high ddSte. 
What may be said but this ? Behold the ondy feature. 
That al the world that sees the face, may wOder at 
the creature. 
1 wil not stand to muse as many writers doe, 

To seeke out Natures fittest stuffe to like her lims 
vntoo, 
For if there were on earth that could in part compare : 
With anie part of anie port, whefdn her praises 
are : 



Either for Natures gifts, or Vertues sweetest grace : 
I would confesse a blinded heart, wefe in vnbappie 
case. 
But where both Nature, Senoe, and Reason doth 
approue. 
She is the ondy saint on earth, wfjom God and 
man doth loue. 
Let this in summe suffice for my poore*Miise and mee. 
She is the Goddesse of the earth, and there is none 
but she. 



FINIS. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Page 3. Printer's Epistle, line 6. 'had not the 
Pk€Hix preuented me of some Hu btst stmgt 
sktjMmiskikertustvntko/iaU:' This 
refers to 'The Phoenix Nest Built up 
with the most rare and refined Woriees of 
Noble men-, woortfay Knights, gallant 
Gentlemen* Maslere of Arts and braue 
Schollers. Full of Variede, excellent In- 
uention and singular Ddight. Never be- 
fore tliis time published. Set foorth by 
R. S. of the Inner Temple» Gentleman. 
1593 (4to) :' last line, i?. /., i.e. Richard 
lones— on whom see our Memorial-In- 
troduction. 

,, 4, • -/4 Louers Fartoell,' 1. ao, * clcy* = over-ask, 
as 'glut' the appetite: L 9^, *iim€:' 
misprinted in original 'rime.' 

,. 5, ' The lamentable complaint of a Loner:' 1. 13, 
• disease ' = discomfort, not bodily ailment. 

,, „ 'A Poeme both pithie and pleasant:' L ao, 
*ongki' = owned. 

, . 7-8. The acrostic names of these two pages can- 
not now be traced— probably all private 
firiends. 

. , Z, *A Drtame of the arraignement of Desire : ' 1. 
4, ' Who had appoynted perfect sence : ' Cf. 
page 9, 1. Z2 (from top). In the original 
it is nonsensically misprinted ' per sem : ' 
1. 10, 'posse ' = pose : L 17, *wild'= will'd. 



Page 9. 'Brittons DiuiniHe:' L 14, 'a^/' = desire: 
coL 9. I 36. UandUs of the night.' Cf. 
Merchant of Venice, v. i. : ' these blessed 
candles of the night ' 

.. xo, col. I, L a6. ' While hoarders heape that nahed 
people need.* Earlier and later very pas- 
sionate are the complaints against such 
farmer-' hoarders ' as took advantage of 
bad harvests and bad times : 1. 7 (from 
bottom). *fardle' s burden. 

,, II. coL a, L I. ' AT Aspis on the charme' = aspick 
or serpent? 

,, ii-ia, • A Poeme:' p. it, L 1, ' Weare' = were : 
p. 12. coL z, 1. 3, 'there' = their. 

.. 13. *A Sonnet:' 11. 13-14: a comma after 'liue' 
in both lines I have removed, as obscuring 
the thought 

,, 13, *An epitaph: &c = Sir Philip Sidney : coL a, 
L 3, 'carefnir = fullof care : 1. 15. 'tnch' 
= test as by a touch-stone : p. 14, ccd. i, 
1. 6 (from bottom), 'boohes:' misprinted 
'booke:' I 3 (ibid.) 'heares' == hairs. 

, . 14. ' In the praise of his Mistresse : ' 1. 3, ' vaine ' 
= vdn : L 3. ' A? ' = too : 1. 10. ' Cresed' 
=■ Cressdd or Cressida : ibid. . ' Chancers 
ieast' — a noticeable eariy allusion : 1. 16 : 
the latter half is illegible : supplied from 
the Cosens' MS. 



i6 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 



Poems op the ' Asbor ' m the Cosens' Manu- 
script : Various Readings, &c. 

Page 9, *Brittons DiuiniHe:* L 5, 'thoughtes' for 
* wits ' and ' wittes ' for ' thoughts : ' ooL 2, 
L I, ' heavnes ' for * heauen : * L 13, ' And 
where'— the 'And' superfluous, spoiling 
the scansion ; as also in next line ' where 
things' is dropped, and so ' is' in 1. 46 : 
L 23. *the' for 'their:' L 39, 'the' for 
'his.' 



*• 



*• 



xo, coL X, L 5, ' that ' for « the : ' L 7, • Nowe ' 
for 'Nor;' L 15, 'hollie' for 'onely:' 
I 38, 'what' for 'that:' coL 2, L 20, 
•vnto' for 'into:' 1. 23. 'shewne' for 
• shew'd : ' IL 29-37, defectiye in • Arbor ' 
have been supplied from MS. : 1. 5 (fix>m 
bottom), ' sinne ' for ' summe : ' 1. 3 (firom 
bottom), 'good that hateth euy (= every) 
' yll ' for ' good that healed euerie ilL' 

ix, col. X, 1. 24, 'lyne' for 'loue:' L 25, 
*lovinge' for ' lining '—adopted in text: 
1. 35, 'thy' for ' to '—adopted : L 37, 
'Then loue so fixe as nothinge may re- 
move ' for ' That loue so fixed as nothing 
can remoue.* 

X2, ' Of a disconttnUd minde;* 1. 4, ' a harte' for 
an ' heart : ' L 9, ' But if no one can once 
come nere the thought.* 



md, « O/his Mistrtsse Btautu ; ' I x. ' bestrought,' 
stupidly for ' distraught : ' L xo, ' fode ' for 
*&il' (a mistake): I 2x, 'harte' for 
' hearts :' L 25, ' when ' for 'where :' 1. 
28, 'all 'for 'our.' 

JW, *A Sanntt:' I xo, 'shewes* for 'shewe:' 
1. II, ' powres ' for ' power.' 



%t 



Pages ia-13, ' A pastoreU of Phillis and Coridon : ' 
A closing stanza is not found in the 
• Arbor,' thus : — 

Make him line that dying longe 
Neuer durst for comfort teeke ; 

Thou chalt heare so sweete a sooge 
Neuer shepperde sounge the like. 

Page 13, ' Thi complaint of a fdrsakem. Louer:' 1. 5. 
' hoUowe' for ' hallow.' 

IHd, 'AprtHtfancu:* L 3, 'Jem' for 'Item'— 
adopted. 

Ibid, ' An epitaph," &c. : L 11, ' And you that kept 
the feilde ' for ' you that keepe the fields : ' 
L 13. ' on ' for ' in : ' L 19, ' vertues ' for 
'vertue:' 1. 2x, 'faithe' in the ms. as in 
' Arbor : ' qu. — error for ' sate ' or * fixed? ' 
or is ' faste ' = ' fiaisiened? ' 1. 32, ' stroken ' 
for ' striken : ' page 14, ooL x, L 3, ' might ' 
for ' may : ' L 16, ' oommendacon ' for 
for 'commendations:' 1. 21. 'ruifuU' for 
•ruthfiill:' L23. 'wofuU' for 'dolefuU:' 
ii.t 'runnes' for 'comes:' coL 2, L 3, 
'sale' for 'said' of ' Arbor '—adopted in 
text : 1. 4, ' feare ' for ' state : ' L 9, 
' sorrowe ' for ' honor : ' last line, ' sence * 
for ' soule.' 

,. X4, 7^ ja(M.'ftc. : L X,' Valuer 'for 'Valor :'l. 2. 

• Tune' for 'Tfane.' 

md, ' In tJUpraiuofkisMistressi:* L 7, 'with ' for 

• what :' 1. 8, • Do * for * To '—not adopted 
in text : 1. 9k ' an onelie fimoed ' for ' and 
onely feigned.' 

Page X5. L 6, 'shall' for 'may:' 18, 'stuffes' for 
' stuffe ;' IL 9-xo, text adopted fix>m us, in 
pr e fer e nce to the following as printed in 
'Arbor:'— 



For if thou wert on earth that could in part compare : 
With euerie part of euerie part, Ac. 



G. 
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NOTE. 

On this and related ' Pasquil ' satire-verse, see our Memorial- 
Introduction, as before. * PasquUl's Mad-cappe ' is from the extremely 
rare original in the British Museum, sm. 4*, 24 leaves. The Epistle 
* To the Reader ' is a literatim et functoHm reproduction ; but in the 
Poems I have deemed it expedient greatly to reduce the capitals, which 
in the original are out of all reason super-abundant— G. 
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PASQVILS 

Mad-cappe, 
Tbrowne at the Corrvptions 

of these Times. 



WITH 



His MESSAGE to Men 

of all Estates 




TefHpore Patet Occulta Veritas, 



(y London : Printed by A. M. for Fratuis Falkner, 
and are to be sold at his Shop neere vnto S^ 
iVAir^r^^-hill in Southwarke. 1626. 
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Co tl^e ISeaDev. 



WHAT you are that reade this I know not, and 
how you like it I greatly care not ; the honest 
will keepe their condition in spight of the deuill, and for 
them that are of the foure and twentie Orders, God 
amend them, for I cannot : what I haue written was in 
a madde humor, and so I hope by your reading you will 
imagine ; a gallde hackney will winch if he heare but 
the noyse of a curri-combe, while a better Horse will 
abide dressing and be quiet : call a foole a foole, and he 
will either crie or scratch ; and yet an Oze cannot hide 
his homes though he were clad in a Beare's skinne. To 
be short. I vnsAi well to all honest Professions ; I honor 
the Souldier. I reuerence the Diuine. I commend the 
Lawyer, and I obsenie the Courtier : The Merchant I 
hold a man of worth, the Fanner a rich fellow, the 



Craftesman no foole, and the Labourer worthy his hjrre ; 
but for the Beggar, he dwelles so neere my doore, that 
I am weary of his company : and therefore let Souldiers 
march, Diuines preach, Lawyers pleade, Marchants 
trafficke, Craftesmen follow their trade, and Worke-men 
take paines. Fencers play and Players thriue. I say 
nothing to them all but when they goe well to workc. 
God spe6de the plough : He that cannot abide the 
weather, let him lay by his feather, the Wise will liue in 
his wisedome and the Foole will dye in his folly : of 
which number hoping you are none, I leaue my labour 
to your pleasure, to consider of as your patience will 
giue you leaue, and so rest, your Friend, 

Pasquill. * 



An Inuectiue against the Wicked vf the Worlde. 




|HY should man loue this wretched world so 
much. 
In which is nothing, but all worse then 
nought ? 

Shadowes and shewes of things are nothing such, 
While strong illusions haue too weake a thought, 
With wicked humors too much ouer-wrought. 
The witch of Will and ouerthrow of Wit, 
Where graoelesse sinnes doe in their gk>ry sit. 

Beauty is but a babie's looking-glasse, 

While Money eates into the Miser's heart, 

And guarded Pride, all like a Golden Asse, 

Makes Lechery lay open euery part. 

SkMith lies and sleepes, and feares no waking smart. 

While froth and fatte in drunken gluttony 

The venome shew of Nature's villany. 

Patience is counted but a poet's fancie. 
While Wrath keepes reakes in euery wicked place, 
And fretting Enuy falne into a franzie. 
While tyrant Murther treades a bloody trace. 
And blessed Pitty dare not shew her ^ce : 
Pride, power and pence march in such battle ray. 
As beares downe all that comes within their way. 

The wealthy Rascall be he ne're so base. 

Filthy, ill-fauor'd, vgly to behold, 

Moale-eie, plaise-mouth, dogges-tooth, and camel's face, 

Blinde, dumbe, and deafe, diseasM, rotten, olde, 

Yet, if he haue the coffers full of golde. 
He shall haue reuerence, curtsie, cappe and knee, 
And worship, like a man of high degree. 

He shall haue Ballads written in his praise, 

Bookes dedicated to his patronage, 

Wittes working for his pleasiuv many waies, 

Peti g r e es sought to mend his pcurentage, 

And linkt perhaps in Noble marriage, 
He shall haue all that-this vile worlde can giue him. 
That into pride, the deuill's month may driue him. 

If he can speake, his wordes are Oracles, 

If he can see, his eyes are spectacles. 

If he can heare, his eares are miracles, 

If he can stand, his legges are pinacles : 

Thus in the rules of Reason's obstacles. 
If he be but a beast in shape and nature. 
Yet, giue him wealth, he is a goodly creature. 



But, be a man of ne're so good a minde. 

As fine a shape as Nature can deuise ; 

Vertuous and gratious, comely, wise, and kinde. 

Valiant, well giuen, full of good qualities, 

And almost free from Fande's vanities : 
Yet let him want this filthy worldly drosse, 
He shall be sent but to the Beggars Crosse. 

The foole will scofTe him, and the knaue abuse him, 
And euery rascall in his kinde disgrace him, 
Acquaintance leaue him, and his friends refuse him : 
And euery dogge will from his doore dlsphce him. 
Oh this vile world will seeke so to de£ace him 
That vntill death doe come for to rekeue him. 
He shall haue nothing heere but that may greeue him. 

If he haue pence to purchase pretty things. 
She that doth loue him will dissemble loue ; 
While the poore man his heart with sorrow wrings 
To see how want doth womens loue remooue. " 

And make a iack-dawe of a turtle-doue : 
If he be rich, worldes serue him for his pelfe. 
If he be poore, he may goe serue himselfe. 

If he be rich, although his nose doe runne. 
His lippes doe slauer, and his breath doe stlnke. 
He shall haue napkins faire and finely spunne, 
Pilles for the rhewme, and such perfiim^ drinke 
As were he blinde, he shall not seeme to winke : 

Yea, let him cough, halke, spit, fart and pisse. 

If he be wealthy, nothing is amisse. 

But with his pence, if he haue got him power. 
Then halfe a god, that is more halfe a diuell ; 
Then Pride must teach him how to looke as sower, 
As beldam's milke that tumM with her sneuill ; 
While the poore man that little thinketh euill, 
Though Nobly borne, shall feare the Beggar's frowne. 
And creepe and crowch vnto a filthy downe. 

Oh, he that wants this wicked cankred coyne. 

May fret to death before he finde reliefe. 

But if he haue the cunning to purloyne 

And ease the beg^ of his biting griefe. 

Although (perhaps) he play the priuie thiefe : 
It is no matter if the bagges be full. 
Well fare the wit that makes the world a OuU. 
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The Chuffe that sits and champes vpon his diaffe, 
May haue his mawkin kisse him like a mare ; 
And on his baroe-doore-threshold lye and laugh. 
To see the swagg'rer with the beg£^ share. 
Follow the hounds, till he hath caught the hare : 
Oh tis the purse that guildes the buUocke's home, 
And makes the shrew to laugh the sheepe to scome. 

Who hath not saene a logger-headed Asse, 
That hath no more wit than an old ioynd-stoole, 
Prinking himselfe before a looking-glasse. 
And set a face as though he were no foole. 
When he that well might set the calfe to schoole. 
Must be attentiue to the gander's keake, 
Or giue a plaudite, when the goose doth speake. 

Let but a dunce, a dixard. or a dolt 

Get him a welted gowne, a sattin coate ; 

Then though at landon he doe shoote his bdt. 

By telling of an idle tale by roate. 

Where Wisedome findet not one good word to note : 
Yea though he can but gruntle like a swine 
Yet to the eight wise men he shall be nine. 

But for a poore man, be he nere so wise. 
Grounded in rules of Wit and Reason's grace. 
And in his speeches neuer 10 precise, 
To put no word out of Discretion's place ; 
Yet ihaU you see, in shutting vp the case, 
A pesant slouen with the purse's sleight. 
Will humme and haw him quite out of conceit 

Looke on a lonldier that hath brauely serude 
And with discretion can direct a campe ; 
If be baue nothing for himselie reserude. 
To warme his ioynu when he hath got the crampe ; 
He shaU haue little oyle vnto his lampe. 
But in a iadcet and a paire of broages 
Goe passe among the company of roages.% 

But, if he can make money of his men. 
And his lieutenant to supply his place. 
Although the oocke be of a crauen henne. 
And dare not meete a capon in the fiace ; 
Yet if he can be garded with gold lace. 
And sweare and swagger with a siluer sword. 
Who would not feare a stabbe for a foule word ? 

And yet this swappes, that neuer bloodied sword. 

Is but a coward, braue it as he list : 

And, though he sweare and stare to keepe his word, 

He will but loose his armour in the list. 

Or take the cuffe, and kindely kisse the fist ; 

Stolne honour is a iest of chiuahy, 

And vnto valour open iniury. 

While he that ventures landes, and goods, and life. 
To shew the vertue of a valiant heart. 
And kaues his house, his children and his wife. 
And from his countrie's quiet will depart, 
To passe the pikes of Danger's deadly smart ; 
He is the souldier. be he ne're so pooie. 
May write disgrace vpon the coward's doore. 



But for the Lords and Generals of fields. 

The serieant-maiors, colonels, and such, 

Marshalls and captaines, that in Vertue's shields ^ 

Doe beare the trueth of Valour's honours' tuch ; 

In good of them I cannot say too much. 
If all their armour were of pearle and gold. 
That by desert the due of knighthood hold. 

Take an odde Vicar in a village-towne. 
That onely prayes for plenty and for peace ; 
If he can get him but a threed4)are gowne, 
And tithe a pigge, and eate a goose in grease. 
And set his hand vnto his neighbour's lease, 

And bid the dearke on Sondayes ring the bell, 

He is a church-man fits the parish wdl. 

But, if he get a benefice of worth. 

That may maintaine a good hospitality, 

And in the pulpit bring a figure forth, 

Of feith and workes with a formality. 

And tell a knaue of an ill quality ; 
If with his preaching he can fill the purse. 
He is a good man, God send nere a worse. 

But yet this simple idle-headed asse, 
That scarce hath leamd to spell the Hebrew names. 
Sir lohn Lack-latine with a fece of brasse. 
Who all by roate his poore collations fiames. 
And after seruice falles to ale-bouse games, 

How ere his wit may giue the foole the lurch, 

He is not fit to goueme in the Church. 

While he that spends the labour of his youth, 
But in the Booke of the etemall bllsse, 
And can and will deliuer but the trueth. 
In whidi the hope of highest comfort is. 
That cannot leade the faithfull soule amisse : 

Howeuer so his state of wealth decline, 

Deserues the title of the true diuine. 

I doe not speake of bishops nor of deanes. 
Nor leamM doctors in diuinity ; 
For they are men that rose by godly meanes, 
Who with the world haue no affinity, 
But in the worship of the Trinity,, 

Their times, their brains, their loues, and Hues do 
spend. 

To gaine the honour that shall neuer end. 

Take but a petti-fogger in the Law 

That scarce a line of LittUton hath read. 

If he hath leamd the cunning how to claw 

His clients back and bring a foole to bed. ~~ 

With beatbig toyes and trifles in his head ; 

His golden fees will get him such a grace 

A better lawyer shall not crosse his case. 

But be a Poore man neuer so well read 

In all the quirkes and quiddities of Law, 

And beate his braines and weary out his head 

Till he haue prou'd a dunce to be a daw ; 

Yet will bis skill be held not worth a straw, ~~ 
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And he perhaps in pleading of his case 

With floutes and soolfes be shouldred out of place. 

But let that pidling petti-fogging lacke. 
That fieune would seeme a lawyer at the least, 
Be ne're so busie in a begger's packe, 
And light vpon the carde that likes him best, 
Yet shall you see in setting vp his rest : 
In all the game who so doe loose or saue. 
His luck will allwaies &11 vpon the knaue. 

While he that hath the honest case in hand. 
And learnedly can iudge tMrixt right and wrong. 
And doth vpon the care of conscience stand. 
And knowes that sorrow's the afflicted's song ; 
Bids lustice not the poore man's griefe prolong. 

But hateth bribes to heare the trueth approoued ; 

He is the lawyer worthy to be knied. 

But for the Lords and ludges of the Law. 
They looke into the matter not the men : 
They know the mettall if they see the flaw. 
And iudge the marish if they see the fenne : 
They know both what, and how, and where, and when. 
And are as gods on earth to the distressed, 
To giue the right, and see the wrong redressed. 

But for our gentle Justices of Peace, 

That but the chaire of charity doth keepe, 

By whose great wisedome many quarrels cease. 

And honest people doe in quiet sleepe. 

While their command both watch and ward doth keepe : 

I say no more, but God presenie their health. 

They are good members in a Common-wealth. 

Say coyne can make a painter draw a fSaoe. 

He cannot giue it Hfe, doe what he can : 

And though that coyne can giue an outward grace, 

It cannot make a knaue an honest man. 

It cannot tume the cat so in the pan : 
But he that hath his eyes may easily finde 
The difference twixt the body and the minde. 

Take him that is disfigurM in the face. 
And worse in minde and euery where to blame : 
He shall be but the subiect of disgrace : 
How euer fortune doe his shadow frame. 
And in Loue's triumph but a laughing game : 

For neuer mastiffe curre will be a beagle. 

Nor euer owle will grow to be an eagle. 

Looke on a fellow with a filthy face. 
Snow on his head and frost vpon his beard. 
And euery where so fumisht with disgrace 
As well might make a seely foole afeard. 
And like a smith wfth sea-coale all besmeard ; 

Yet if he haue his working toole of golde. 

Venus will helpe to strike, if Vulcan holde. 



Let but a fellow in a fox-furd gowne, 

A greasie night-cap and a driueled beard, 

Grow but the balifTe of a fisher-towne, 
t And haue a matter fore him to be heard ; 

Will not his firowne make halfe a streete afeard ? 
Yea, and the greatest Codshead gape for feare 
He shall be swallowed by this vgly beare. 

Lookf but on beggars going to the stockes, 
How master constable can march before them. 
And while the beadle maketh fast the lockes. 
How brauely he can knaue them, and be-whore them. 
And not afTord one word of pitty for them, 
When it may be poore honest seely people. 
Must make the church make curtsie to the steeple. 

Note but the beadle of a beggars Spittle, 

How (in his place) he can himselfe aduance. 

And will not of his title loose a tittle. 

If any matter come in variance. 

To try the credite of his countenance : 

For whatsoeuer the poore beggars say, 

His is the word must carry all away. 

Why let a begger but on cock-horse sit. 
Will he not ride like an ill-fauourd king? 
And will it not amaze a poore man's witte. 
That cuckoes teach the nightingale to sing ? 
Oh, this same wealth is such a wicked thing. 
Twill teach an owle in time to speake true latine. 
And make a frier forsweare our Ladle's mattine. 

Take but a peasant newly from the cart, 
That only hues by puddings, beanes, and pease. 
Who neuer leamM any other arte, 
But how to driue his cattle to the leas, 
And after worke, to sit and take his ease : 
Yet put this asse into a golden hide. 
He shall be groome vnto a hansome bride. 

Take but a rascall with a rogish pate. 

Who can but onely keepe a counting-booke. 

Yet if his reckning grow to such a rate, 

That he can angle for the golden hooke. 

How-euer so the matter he mistooke. 
If he can deerely coucr his deoeite. 
He may be held a man of deepe conoeite. 

Finde out a Villaine, borne and bred a knaue. 
That neuer knew where honesty became, 
A dnmken rascall and a doggM slaue. 
That all his wittes to wickednesse doth frame. 
And onely Hues in infamy and shame ; 

Yet let him tinke vpon the golden pan. 

His word may passe yet for an honest man. 

Why. take a Fidler but with halfe an eye. 
Who neuer knew if Ela were a note, 
And can but play a Round or Hey-de-gey, 
And that perhaps he onely hath by roate. 
Which now and then may hap to get a groate ; 
Yet if his Crowde be set with siluer studdes. 
The other minstrels may goc chew their cuddes. 
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Gine mistris Fnmklns (lolm Anods bis wile, — 
The filthiest qaeaae in fifteene c cmuii ey towncs. 
Who neaer had good thoqgfat m aO her life) 
Bat one fring'd kertle, and two wosted gownes. 
And fin her leather powch with a few aromies. 
She shall hane more fine snters lor her marisfa, 
ThenaD the fidrest maidens in the 



Olde Gillian Tnrne-tripe ladK an Apes his trail 
That scarce can chew a peeoe of new made 
Swdld with the dropsie, foule and {anting full. 
With feedhig on the fiute of scoliions fees ; 
Yet if she hane the golden hony-bees. 
She shall be kept as cleanly, fine, and fiesh 
As if shee were a sweeter peece of flesh. 



Let prinking PanuU with a paire of Thnmbes 
That wen migfat serae a Miller's toiling dish ; 
Who thicks her pottage but with brown-bread 
And neoer car'd for butter to her fish, 
Hane Sot the mettaU of the miner's wish ; 
Twenty to one, but she sluUl quickly marry. 
When finer wenches wiU be like to tany. 

Looke on old Bttresse with her beetle browes. 

Begot betwixt a tinker and his Hbbe, 

And but of late a silly coblers spouse ; 

If she hane playde the thrifty prowling scribbe. 

To purchase grasse to greare the bullocke's ribbe ; 
She sbaU be fedde with fine and dainty fare. 
And woo'd and wedded, ere she be aware. 

But for a poore wench, be she nere so iayre, 
Grations and vertuous, wise and nobly borne. 
And worthy weU to sit in Honoris chaire ; 
Yet, if her kertile, or her gowne be tome. 
All her good gifts shall be but hdd in scome. 
And she (poore soule) in sorrow and disgrace. 
Be forc'd to giue a filthy baggage place. 

So that by all these consequents I see, 
It is the money makes or marres the man ; 
And yet where iudges will indifferent be, 
The hobby-horse best fittes Maide-^arrya/f, 
While greedy dogges may licke the dripping pan ; 
For though that money may doe many thinges, 
Yet Vertue makes the truest Queenes and Kings. 

Oh what a world it is to see what wiles, 
A silly foole will finde to gather wealth : 
And how he laughes, when he himselfe beguiles. 
With getting of the cukoes note by stealth, 
And thinke all well, it is a signe of health : 

When Patience hath the vaine to gather pence, 

It is a fault to trouble conscience. 

Who doth not see what villanies are wrought. 
To gather wealth, the ground of wickednesse : 
How many scholers Maehamtll hath taught. 
To fill the earth with all vngodlinesse. 
While Witte doth onely worke for wealthinesse : 
Who hues in ebbes, and may let in the floods. 
But win betray his father for his goods ? 



Bat what anailes TDto the world to taike ? 
I Wealth is a witch that hath a wicked 
! That in the mindes of wicked men doth walke, 
Vnto'the heart and soole's eteman 
Wfakfa is not kept by the Ahnigfaty 
Oh, tis the suongest i nsuumeu t of iD 
That ere was knowne to worke the deaUrs wiU. 

An honest man is hdd a good poore soole. 
And kindenesse ooonted but a weake cooodte. 
And lone writte Tp but in the wood-oocke's sowle. 
While thrining Wat doth hot on wealth awatte. 
He is a fore-horse that goes eoer strdgfat : 

And he but hdd a foofe for aU his wit. 

That guides his bnunes but with a goklen biL 

A Virgin is a vcrtuoos kind of creature 
But doth not ooine command Tiiginitie? 
And Beantie hath a strange bewidiing feature. 
But gokle reads so modi world's dhiinitie. 
As with the heanms hath no affinitie ; 

So that where Beantie doth with Venue dweU. 

If it want money yet it wiU not sdL 

The market doth not serue to looke on mindes. 

lis mony makes the way with enery thing ; 

Coyne alters natures in a thousand kinds. 

And makes a beggcr thinke himsdfe a king. 

The carter whistle and the cobler smg : 
Money, oh God, it carries such a grace 
That it dare meet the dhidl in the fiu^e. 

And he that wants this wicked kinde of drosse. 
May taike of nuttes but feede vpon the shales ; 
Insteede of grasse be gkui to gather mosse. 
And steed of hilles be glad to keepe the dales. 
With chilling blasts insteede of blessed gales : 

Valour, wit, honor, vertue, beautie, grace. 

AU little worth if wealth be out of place. 

The golden tale is euer soonest heard. 
The golden suter soonest hath dispatch. 
The golden seruant hath the best r^;ard. 
And what such marriage as the golden match ? 
And who so wise as is the gokien patch ? 

Sweet musicke soundes it in a golden vaine. 

The sweetest stroke is in the golden straine. 

And yet for aU this, by your leaue awhile. 
Examine all and giue each one his right. 
Let not selfe-will a better wit beguile. 
To take a candle for the sunny light : ^ 

There is a diffrence twixt the day and night, 
So is there twixt the riches of the minde. 
And the base drosse in beggar-thoughts to finde. 

The wealthy beggar with his golden bagges. 
Is yet a beggar, maugre all his golde ; 
And noble Vertue, though it be in ragges, 
May well deserue a better place to holde 
Then many a one that is for money solde : 

And tis not wealth can make an ape a man. 

Cut out his coate the best way that you can. 



AN INVECTIVE AGAINST THE WICKED OF THE WORLDE. 



Wealth will not make an old man yong againe, 
Howener to tiixers do abuse him, 
Nor wealth can take oat a dishonest staine, 
Howeuer Undnesse for a time excuse him, 
Wealth can make the wise but to refuse him : 
Wealth cannot sweeten an old stinddng breath, 
Nor saue a miser fixnn the dart of Death. 

A knaue in graine can take none other hue, 
The counterfeit will quickly shew his Unde, 
^ A traitor in his heart cannot be true, 
J The weather-cocke goes euer with the wind. 

He hath no eies that can no colours finde : 
_ Fooles may be blinded with a wilfull mist 
Bat wise men will beware of had-I-wist 



I _ 



For he that were as rich as CnmM was, 
Yet if he haue a pare of Midas' cares. 
He shall be counted but a Golden Asse, 
Whateuer worship in the world he beares : 
For Thith herselfe by all her triall sweares 
In all the rules where reason hath his right, 
A shadow doth but ondy mocke the sight 

While he that hath a manly comely feature 
And wisedome's grace to guide the spirite's will. 
And with the outward ornaments of Nature, 
To heauenly comfort bends his inward skill. 
Although he cannot clime the golden hill, 
How bare soeuer here be his abode 
He shall be gratious in the sight of God. 

He that walkes wanton vith his head aside. 
And knowes not well how he may see his feete ; 
And she that minceth like a maiden bride, 
And like a shadow slideth through the streete ; 
Howeuer so their mindes in money meete. 
Measure their humours iustly by the middle. 
He may be but a foole and she a fiddle. 

She that hath a round table at her breech. 

And like a puppet in her 'parrell dight ; 

He that is all formalitie in speech, 

And like a rabbet that is set vpright ; 

Howeuer so their purses be in plight. 
He may be wise, but in his owne opinion. 
And she accounted but an idle minion. 

He that with fat goes wallowing like a beare. 
And puffes and blowes, and gapes to gather ayre ; 
She that all day sittes curling of her hayre, 
And paints her iajot to make the fowle seeme (aire ; 
Howeuer so their wealth encrease, or paire, 
He may be held for a butcher's weather. 
And she a bird but of an idle feather. 

He like a crane that stalkes along the streete. 
And ouer-lookes the moone, and all the starres ; 
She that doth softly striue to set her feete, 
As though her iojmts had lately been at iaries ; 
How*«'re their purses breede their peace or warres. 
He may be counted but the sonne of pride 
And she perhaps haue an vnwholesome hide. 

II 



He that doth set his wkdced wittes to worke, 
To coosen and to cony catch his firiend ; 
And she that doth in secret comers lurke, 
To bring young humours to a wicked end ; 
Howeuer to their parses paire or mend 
She may hap prooue as good as euer twangd 
And he a rascall, worthy to be hangd. 

He that doth bring men into bonds of dept, 
And feede their humors with a card of tenne ; 
She that can mump, and mince, and ierke, and iet 
As though she were okl chamnttcUrs chiefe bene ; 
How ere theh* parses build the golden penne. 
In the best rules that wit and reason haue. 
She may be thought a queane and he a knaue. 

He that can fleere, and leere, and looke aside. 
As though he studied on tome weighty case ; 
She that can kinddy counterfist the bride, 
On working dayes to make a Sondaye's fiEux ; 
Howeuer so their purses be in case, 

He may perhaps haue but a knauish wit. 

And she perhaps be but a foolish tit. 

He that will drinke, and sweare, and stabbe, and kill, 

And will be brought vnto no better stay ; 

She that will brawle, and scold, and haue her will. 

In spight of whosoeuer dare say nay ; 

Howe're theh* wealth do beare the world away. 
He may be fit to keepe the diuels court. 
And she a match to make a mad-man sport. 

So that I can see I finde myselfe decdued, 
To thinke that mony should monarch it so ; 
Although I thinke I might be well conodued, 
To thinke that money make a goodly show, 
Vnto a minde that doth not mettall know ; 

But he that knowes the flower fixnn the mosse, 

Will finde it but a necessary drosse. 

But he that can with consdenoe and with kindnesse, 
FVmn a small mole-hil to a mountaine rise ; 
And she that will not with Discretion's blindenesse 
Lead a poore friend into Foole's Paradise ; 
Let crownes and angels follow them like flies. 

If they get golde, on God's name let them weare it. 

He hath a peeuish humour cannot beare it 

But let him yet acknowledge what he is. 
That by his wealth his ondy worship getteth ; 
And let her that is such a misteries, 
Thinke her but fond that so herselfe forgetteth. 
As labour's lucre euen with honor setteth. 
Let them, I say, confesse but what they be, 
And they shall be stil as they are for me : 

But if King Pippin ouer.k>oke his basket, 

I wish a rotte among his apples fall ; 

And if dame Laundresse doe forget her flasket, 

I wish her losse her crippin, or her cawle, 

I can not make a parlour of a halle : 
Let euery rabbet to her borough runne. 
And then the hunting will be quickly done. 

B 
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Bui if the hDldiDBi care not how tbe7 nme. 

Nor where the; range Id fetching of Ibdr feeds ; 

If the]r be met with ia their going home, 

I can not pitVy their vnhuppj ipeede ; 

Who mtle* their fingers muit abide ihem bleede, 

Who wilfuU; win vcDture for a maxx. 

I can Dot helpe them, if it hre«ke tbcdr heart. 



A trull a lit, an irturer a. dogge, 
A lobbe a loute, a beau; loll a logge : 
And euery Unte goe rowrt in her owne nest. 
And then peAaps taj Mtue will be at r«*(. 

Bat if a tacke will Ik a gentleman, 
And misiris Needeni tad; it at leait, 
And euery goote be laucy with the swanoe. 
While the aue thinkes he is a goodlj beast, 
While so the foole doth Iteepe ambition's feast ; 
M]r Muse in conscience that cannot be quiet. 
Will glue them this good aawce niio (beir diet. 



But I doe hope I am but hi a dieaine, 
Fooles will be wiser then to loose their wjltei ; 
The counlrejr wench will k>oke Tnlo bcr cnme. 
And workemen see, but where thdr proGte Eta. 
And leame fantaslidces to their idle fit* ; 

Pride shaU goe dowoe. and vettne shall eociuue. 
And then my Muse be nill, and htrid her peace. 
Bm if I see the wtnid will not amend, 
TbK weahhjr beggar coonlerfeile the Ung, 
And Idle (pbitn all their humoon tpend, 
In seeking how to make the cnckoe sing ; 
If Foitnoe thus doe daunce in Follic'i ring. 
When contraries thus %a against Ibcsr kinde*. 
My Muse resolues to tell than what the findea. 
For she cannot be partiall in ber speedi. 
To imootb, and flatter, to cologne and lie ; 
She cannot make a breast-plate (A a bnedi. 
Nor praise his sghl ihal hath but halfe an eie. 
She cannot doe herselfe such iniurie ; 
For she was made out of so plaine a molde, 
A* doth bm Traeth for all ber honor bolde. 

FINIS. 




His Message, 




|OE Muse abroode, and beate the world about. 
Tell trueth for shame, and hugger vp no iU ; 
Flatter no follie with too plaine a flowt. 
Nor on a buzzard set a £Edcon's bill : 
Doe no man wrong, giue euery man bis right. 
For time will come that all will come to light 

Doe not persuade a foole that he is wise, 

Nor make a begger thinke he is a king ; 

Say not a mole can see that hath no eyes, 

Nor staike dead stockes haue any power to spring ; 

For whQe that logicke would maintaine a lie, 

T!s easely found out in philosophie. 

Ten idle eies that know not how to looke, 

Their wanton thoughts will worke them nought but woes, 

Tell addle wittes that haue the worlde mistooke, 

Vnbridled willes are Reason's ouerthrowes : 

While ondy Trueth that walkes by Wisedome's line, 

Happieth the heart, and makes the soule diuine. 

Qoe to the Court and tell your gratious king, 
That in his loue his Land hath blessed been ; 
And tell his Land that you haue truely seene, 
No Court on earth more gracM in a King ; 
Where Vertue giues a kind of heauenly crown 
That all the world can neuer tumble downe. 

There teU the lordes and ladies in their eares, 
They must be loyall in their humble loues ; 
The fJEurest badge that honor euer beares. 
Is, in a crowne a nest of turtle-doues ; 
The crowne of lawrell that can neuer wither, 
The birdes in loue that liue and die togither. 

There tell the courtier he doth kindely seme, ' ' 
That of his curtsie cannot make a doake ; 
Where Bountie's hftd doth honor best deserue, 
That giues reward before the word he spoke ; 
And tell the gallants that will seeke for graces, ' ' 
Chaste modest des best figure angels' £aces. 

Goe bid the lawyers looke their Common-places, 
And where they know the trueth, there giue the right : 
For God HimseUb who heares the poore mens cases, 
Win giue a day vnto their darkest night 
When in the Booke that doth aU thoughts disdose, 
Thdr soules shaU see whereto iniustice growes. 



Goe to the leamM Vniuersities, 

And teU the schoUers of the losse of time ; 

Bid them beware of too much liberties. 

Best thriuing plants are tended in thdr prime ; 

And bid them first goe read the rules of grace. 

That lower blessings may come on apace. 

Ten country Players, that old paltry iests 
PronouncM in a painted motley coate, 
FiUes aU the world so fuU of cuckoes nests, 
That nightingales can scarcely sing a note : 
Oh bid them tume their minds to better meanings, 
Fidds are iU sowne that giue no better gleanings. 

Goe teU the Fidlers that doe haunt the Faires, r 
They are but ooales to kindle wicked fire ; 
Where only pence doe make vnequal paires : 
Performe the actions of vndeane desires : 
When in an ale-house in a drunken pot. 
The diueU daunoeth though they see him not 

Goe ten the Swaggrers that doe vse to sweaie, 
Heere, or in heH, their mouthes win sure be stopt ; 
And tell the thieues that robbe without a feare. 
That Tibome trees must once a month be topt ; 
And tdl the duster of the damnM crue. 
Such hen-hounds heauen out of her mouth doth spue. 

Bid each Diuine goe closely to his booke, 
And truely teach the comforts of the soule. 
And to his life to haue a careftdl looke ; 
Knowing what actions angels doe enroule, 
And ten them truely that diuinitie 
With worldly loue hath no afi&nitie. 

Feede not the Souldier with delight of blood. 
While Mercy is the honour of a fidd ; 
And teU the Merchant, that Ul gotten good, 
A wretched life a wofiin end win yedd ; 
And teU the Miser vsurer of money. 
His soule is poysned with his bodie's hunney. 

Goe ten the Craftesman of his crafty worke, 
And that his coosoning one day win decay ; 
For long the foxe may in his burrow hirke. 
That may be catdit in hunting of a pray ; 
And whereas Trueth can only beare a blame 
Falshood must nmne and hide her Uat for shame. 
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V 



Goe tdl the Fenoer with his deadly foyne. 
That Caint and AMljtXzx^ cnnant weight. 
Where is more easie for to part then ioyne 
The souk and body by a wicked sldgfat ; 
While secret murtber in the sinner^s brest 
WiUnener let the sonle tobeat resL 

Goe tdl the wretch that would and cannot thrine. 
That his endeauor standeth for a deed ; 
And bid the sick man in his soole remne. 
While angeUs ioyes on sinners teares do feede : 
And tdl the soole that moumeth for her sinne 
Heau'n gates stand open for to let her in. 

Tell not a crow, that she is Ully white, 
Because a painter colourd hath her ooate ; 
Nor say a cuckoe hath in musicke righte, 
Because in Maye she hittes vpon a noate ; 
But say the crow is blacke, the cuckoe's horse ; 
The finest farkatwe will be but a corse. 

Ten Aesefs pie, that flies with peacoocke's foathers 
They are but stolne, or borrowed, not her owne ; 
And tell the shippe that sailes in roughest weather, 
Vpon a rocke she may be ouerthrowne ; 
And tell the hart that will not keepe the wood. 
To grase too Cure, will doe him little good. 

Goe teU the beggar at the ridi man's gate. 
That Latarus in Abraham* s bosome lines ; 
And tell the rich, that Diuu' wofull state. 
Doth shew what almes lacke of pitty ghies ; 
And teU the wise that Salomom is dead. 
While wilfull Fande bringi a fool to bedde. 

Goe bid the laOour looke vnto his charge, 

And not be cruell where he may be kinde ; 

For though a prisoner be not set at large. 

Yet in his sorrow let him comfort finde ; 

That when the souk at Merde's doore doth knocke, 

Pitty on earth may ope the heauenly locke. 

Goe to the prisoner that doth Hue opprest. 
And tdl him patience is a heau'nly power, 
That in all troubles giues the spirit rest, 
And makes it happy in a heau'nly hower ; 
When True Remorce that Venue's griefe doth see, 
From care and sorrow soone will set him fi^ee. 

Goe tell the PoeU that their pidling rimes 
Begin apace to grow out of request : 
While wanton hiwiors in theh- idle times. 
Can make of Loue but as a laughing iest : 
And tdl poore Writers, stories are so stale. 
That penny ballads make a better sale. 

Goe tell the Authors of high Tragedies, 

That bloudlesse quarrells are but merry fights ; 

And such as best conodte tbdr Comedies, 

Doe feede their iandes but with fond ddights ; 

Where toyes will shew that figure Trueth's intention. 

They tpoyle their spirits with too mudi inuention. 



Goe bid the Scrioener kxike in his indentures. 
That no in oooenant a ooouetanoe marre ; 
And tdl the Sailer that in sea aduentnres, 
A shippe fll guided splitts Tpon a barre ; 
And tdl the Fisher when he layes his nets. 
He fisheth in that but a gudgin gets. 

Go tdl the Inglers that their iesu are toyes. 
Where wisedomeaeeth the worth of little wit ; 
Their ctctctscs but for girles and boyes. 
That watch the gander while the goose doth sit ; 
Their trickes but trifles, bred by wickednesie. 
Bat to deoetue the eye of simplenesse. 

Go tdl the pander and the parasite, 

The one his tongue is like the other's minde ; 

The paiasitr without a tooth can bite. 

The pander hues in a more loathsome Unde ; 

The one, his Bscultk is flattery. 

The other, lines by filthy lechery. 

Go tdl the traitour, if thou hitst of any, 

That ludas is a prologue to their play ; 

And tdl the world that Imdasses too many. 

In secret comers spring vp enerie day ; 

Who, since both heau'n and earth may wdl abborre, 

Goe hang themsdues as he hath done before: 

Go to the Countrey, where the fiumers dwdl. 
And bid them bring their come out to the poore ; 
Tdl them the sexton comes to ring the beU, 
Whs death wiU fetch the richest out of doore ; 
And they too late to their sorrow shaU see. 
How churles on earth in hen shaU plaguM be. 

Goe tdl the Labourers, that the lazie bones 
That win not worke, must seeke the beggar's gaines 
And teU the beggar that his iain^d groanes, 
Must haue a whippe to ease him of his paines ; 
While workemen's labour, and the lame man's woe 
In wisedome's eye cannot vnpittied goe. 

Thus, not in order seeke out euery one. 
But as thou meetst them, tdl them what I bid thee ; 
But if thou seest thou canst doe good of none. 
Of graoelesse schollers quickly seeke to rid thee ; 
Such as determine in thdr sinnes to dweU, 
Thou canst not helpe them if they run to hdL 

But lest thy worice be aU to much to doe, 
Beginne againe and I wiU make an end ; 
But haue a care of that I set thee to, 
Lest I discarde thee euer for a friei^d ; 
But take good heed, begin where I begun. 
And make an end, and I wiU soone haue don. 

Goe bid the Courtier that he be not prowde. 
The Soldier bloody, nor the Lawyer blinde ; 
And bid the Merchant, that he doe not shrowde 
A subtle meaning in a simple kinde ; 
Goe bid the SchoUers learae, the Doctors teach, 
And haue a care to line as they doe preach. 
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Goe bid the Farmer bring abroad his graine, 
The Qnaftesman, thai he soundly make his 
TheWorkeman, that he labour for his gaine, 
The Bq[gar that he waite for pittie's share ; 
Then if the Sexton come to ring the bell, 
Where Faith is fixt, there is no feare of HelL 

Forbid the Poets, all £uitasticke humors. 
The Players, acting of vnlawfull iests. 
The Prose-men, raising of unduiU rumors. 
The Fidlers, playing but at Bride-ale feasts. 
The Fencers, fight but onely to defiende. 
That easie quarrels soone may haue an ende. 

Goe ten the Spend-thrift that doth seU his land. 
Money will melt like snow against the sunne ; 
And he that takes his rent vp afore-hand. 
May hap to want before the yeare be done ; 
And tell a Foole, that plaies on better wittes, 
A lowxie head will quickly shew his nittes. 

Goe bid the Scriuener looke he truely write. 
And tell the lugler, that his feates are stale ; 
And bid the Sailer looke his shippes be tight. 
And take the bk>wing of a merry gale ; 
And Ud the Fisher lay for bigger fish, 
A world of gudgins will not fill a dish. 

Goe teU the Rich Man, that his store of wealth. 
Wil purchase him no place in Paradise ; 
And bid the strong man boast no more of health, 
For as the lambe we see the lyon dies ; 
And bid the wise man boast not of his wits. 
Lest Ynawares he fiaU to madding fits. 

Goe bid the laylour looke vnto his lockes, 

And keepe his keyes. and feare no prisoners flight ; 

And keepe his rackes, his tortures, boltes and stockes. 

To make a traitor bring a trueth to light ; 

But to his power to heipe the poore oppressM, 

For God is pleasd in pittying the distress^. 

Goe Ud the Poets studie better matter, 
Then Mars and Venus in a tragedie ; 
And bid them leaue to leame to lie and flatter. 
In plotting of a Louer's Comedie ; 



And bid Play-writers better spend their spirits. 
Than in fox-burrows, or in cony-ferrits. 

Do not allure a wanton eye to loue. 

Nor seeke with wordes to witch an itching eare ; 

Play not the turky with a turtle-doue. 

Nor fray a baby with a painted beare ; 

Finde better worke to set thyselfe vnto, 

As good be idle, as haue nought to doe. *~^ 

Follow not follies, shadowes. nor conodtes, 
For in the end they will but ill decehie thee ; 
Practice no iestings, nor no iugling sleights. 
For in the end discretion will peroehie thee ; 
And when that woe and want doth ouertake thee. 
Fortune will faile thee, and the worid forsake thee. 

Loose not thy time with looking after toyes. 

Nor fidl to building castles in the ayre ; 

Let Nature's iewells neuer be thy ioyes. 

But loue the beauty of the inward faire ; 

Where e're thou goe, let trueth and vertne guide thee. 

And then be sure no euill can betide thee. 

Spend not thy patrimony in appairell, 

In cardes nor dice, in horses, hawkes, or houndes ; 

Maintaine thy right, but make no idle quarreU, 

And keepe thjrselfe within Discretion's boundes ; 

Abuse no firiend, nor trust an enemy. 

And keepe thyselfe from wicked company. 

Reuenge no wrong, except it bee too greate, 
True valour lines in sparing, not in spilling ; 
Deny no truce that Mercy doth intreate, 
A cruell conquest that doth end in killing : 
For Patience findes that poison's wrath to death. 
An angry word is but an angry breath. 

• 

Bid them feare God that meane to shun the deuill 
And hate the deuill that would come to God, 
And say, when children are endinde to euill 
Parents sometime of force must vse the rodde ; 
For sinne is hatefull in IthouaKs eyes. 
And Man his life but in His merde lyes. 

FINIS. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 






-w. 



'/^: 



•J 



P. 4. To THE Reader, col. i, 1. 4, *tkt fomn and 
iwrntii OrtUrs:' whether by jocular reference to the 
twelve companies of London, or the 'orders four' of 
mendicant friars ; or whether because the names added 
up came to twenty-four, — I know not ; but there were 
said to be twenty-four orders (or species) of rogues in 
the Rogues' Commonwealth : 1. 7, *a galUe kackmty 



will winch ' = a sore-backed or hurt hired horse Mrill 
wince. Cf. Shakespeare — 

* Let the galled jade wince ' (IfmmUi, \il a) : 

1. 14. ' atstrm' = markor watch : coL a, L i, ' Labonrer,' 
etc So St. Luke x. 7. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 



F. 5, coL I. L 6. ' Tk* wiUk of Wiii/ etc. Reminds 
us of Breton's • Wa of Wit," etc : L 15, *rtaJkes' « 
pranks : L x6, '/ratuie:* by stress of rhyme for 

• frensie :' L 17, ' tract ' = oom^ : 1. 19, ' ray * = 
array : 1. 27. • worship * = honour or respect : L 31, 
' Petigms* ■=. pedigrees : a not obsolete flattery : coL a, 
1. 7, ' Btggars Crosu* = stocks : L 37, ' haVu ' s hawk, 
i\e. force up phlegm. 

P. 6. L Zp ' CAm/k ' =s an old miser : cf . Breton's 

* Longing of a Blessed Heart/ p. 8. col a, L la, ' The 
Chnrle that sits and champes vpon his chaffe : ' La, 
' wtaukin,' or mauUdn = a hare : = maid or mistress : 
L 8, ' A^sfirr-AAidlnf ' =s blockhead : L zo, * prinking' 
•=■ adorn : 1. Z3, ' keake ' = cackle : L Z5, ' dixard ' b 
down : 1. z6, ' vtelttd* s border-adorned : L Z7, ' bolt ' 
s arrow : L ao, *grwntU ' » grant : L 34, 'kroagu * 3 
brogues, shoes : L 43, * swappa:' a word not recorded 
apparently ; the meaning is plain : col. a, L zz, * goou 
imgnau' = well sauced : L 44, 'Littleton:* the great 
law authority : L 47, ' toya* a trifles : 1. 49, ' erosse* s 
lose him : L 5Z, ' quiddities ' a a scholastic term : the 
proper answer to gmid est f See Bailey, s. v. 

P. 7, L 7. 'rest:* game^t-eurds term : L ao, ' marisk ' 
s marsh ; L aa, 'godson eartk:' Psalm Ixxxfl. 6 : L 35, 
' tmme tke cai:* there is a cunning which we in England 
call ' the turning of the cat in the pan ;' which is, when 
that which a man sajrs to another, he lays it as if 
another had said it to him. Bacon in Bailey, i.v. : 
coL a, L 6, « Cods kead' » foolish feUow : the 'cod' has 
a huge bead and small brains: L Z5, * spittle' f* 
hospital : L 5z, ' Ela,' the highest note in music, I 
suppose at to it of our present scale : L 5a, ' Round* 
or ' Hey-de-Gey : ' dance-music : ' hejdegives ' were 
frolicsome dances. 

P. 8, coL z, L 4, ' wasted' s worsted : L 6, ' marisk * 
= marriage : L x6, ' tolling dish ' s mrasnring : L aa. 



'Betresse' ?» Beatrice : I as, 'prowling' = prowling 
and plundering : 1. 35, * baggage' = worthless woman : 
L 39, ' Maide^Marrian ' » Marion of Robin Hood 
Ballads celebrity : L 5a, ' Maekauell' = Machiavelli : 
coL a, L zo, ' wood-co c k e :' 'Springes to catch wood- 
oockes' preserves this kive term :L 30, 'skates* s shells : 
L ¥^» 'gulden patek * = rich fooL 

P. 9, coL X, 1. 8, ' in graine ' s in substance : 1. Z4. 
'kad-I-wist' s had I known,— frequent hi Breton: 
1. 37, • 'parrell* = apparel : 1. 48, 'weaiker* = wether, 
sheep : col. a, L a, ' cony catck :' slang phrase adopted 
by Rowlands, etc s to entrap : 1. 8, ' dept * = debt : 
L 9, ' card o/tenne.' This was a card that by the rules 
of the game counted as ten. It was also called a * cool- 
ing card,' apparently because it cooled the courage of 
the adversary. Here » give them aU they desire or that 
which they woukl have : L zz, * ckaunteclers' » cock : 
L ao. ' Ht' or titty ^ 4 smart giil, yet ' foolish : ' I. 39, 
' wumarck :* note the verb form : 1. 39, ' angels ' s coin 
so called: I 45, '/ww/' = foolish : I 53, 'crippin* ^ 
golden net caul, as ' cawle ' explains : L 54, ' borougk ' 
s burrow. 

P. zo, coL z, L z, ' kUdings* s low person or idle : 
L zo, ' minkes * = oar minx ? See our if emoiial-Intro- 
dnction on this : ib., * menion * = minion : L zz, ' tit, as 
supra : L za, ' lobbe * s clown : so ' loute,' a downisb 
feUow : L za. ' loll' » idle fellow : coL a, L z6, ' cologne ' 
~ confederate. 

P. zz, coL a, L aa, ' Tibome : ' ssTybora or gallows. 

P. za, coL z, L X, */oyne ' = thrust, in fencing : 1. 17, 
' korse * s hoarse. 

P. Z3, coL z, n. 37-42. See on this our Memorial- 
Introduction : col. a, L aa, misprinted— 

' In cardcs, nor dice, in bortei, nor hawkes, houades.'— G. 




Pasqvils Fooles-Cap, 



1600. 




NOTE. 

The only copy known of 'Pasqvils Fooles-cap' i* that In the Bodleun— our t«xL On it 
and 'Morphorivs' ace our Memorul-Intro4uction. The Notfa and Illustratiani find most fitting 
place here:— 



Bri>TL,a-DKDICATO>T, Edwakd Cokquut— p. i8. 
Soa Hamarial-lQCnMlnctloD on ihU ipcdal frtoid to 
fimoo. CoL I, L 17, ' Cagwiraantt.' CL p. ao, EoL a. 

To nU HONBBT FKIKHDE PA»QUI1-I- — COl. 3, L 7, 

• t*i i lf*M ii*d .' CI. p. 19, eoL a, 1. 04, eic., ■• nupid, 

Moatiuniva to thi REAOtv — oA a, t. a, 'Jrtt^ ' 
— freuj: L 14. 'Ca/Ai' — foob, with the Mib-idca of 
UemttoawieM : Hid.. • Gmgitt ' ^ fudgeon. 

fAKpiLt Foolh-Cap— p. 19, oot. t, L 4. '^ I 

will:' Jrifutitttr here and i ~ 
OkaMrisl Indei, i. v. : ], 
' SkoMM ' 1 (kiill* or headi, '.<. bfsiu. See Glo»- 
niWIMI«i.j. «.,fari>anUeU;l. it, -JUdUflMlt-T^ 
ItlTlal. M ' fiddlededee ' = notueoie : L 19, 'gntm 
Ckmttfir Ckalii.' One of nanj proverta In Eketoo : 
<oL a, L 4. ' hte^ ' — u a bawk in (porting or t, (cbolar 
iDfbn drea : L 10, ' liil' = boundary line: 1. 16, 'mus' 
■;- towMiole of a |^tol~nied nteUiphoiiaUy ; L wj, 
' RtmUi ' = rolli : itid. . ' rttdt ' = Judge : 1. 3B, ' aig- 
gimg' = cheating. 

P. ao, mL I, 1. 15, ' Hi^appt' = vnggerrr: ]. 43, 
■ Adwi' = the liltlc liluneia seen In the pupil of the 
eye when eyei are brought near : I. 51, 'Ann*' = ewe, 
.-rf us 1 f -, ■ v»« ■ = dew.— tbe coatempotaiy and 
. 6, 'iwMfcacio' ■ simpletont: 
i»ia., • Mvmi-aauMa = an ancient dance in whkh the 
perfbnnen wac grotoquely dretied. Sec HaUiweU, 
t.v.:L II. 'Xit Damt' = dough : 1. ag, 'Sem/I' = 
ehestoat ci>knir : 1. 35, ' Dmod' = ilattem. and laiy ; 
L 31. ' ttggimg' ^ tiieatiag, ai before nti /rtfutmltr : 
1, 41, ' BusMard' a night-noth : iHd., 'kanlkt' = 
hawk: L 4a. ' Tilla' ani frtiMtmltr .- = man girl: 



later spelling ; col. : 



II. 44.45, —anolher proverb. 



P. ai, coL I, L9, 'Cufitl' amaluaa 
' DnMt' = tlation; Hid., 'futnu' ■■ 
• Kaitmldty' ^maOen: L 31, 
the chapter of acddeiiti. which Ii the Bible of the Fool : 
coL a, L I, •CtpiUn' "ixflat: L 14, • Hitldiug^ 
hildingorbinderilng.>\(. idle Jade: L aj. -jr^flo-JUr- 
K rDBMl4ike : I. 97, ' Kiltti ' = Katlei — a llang name 
for U^ women: L 45, ' nttarit' = tword : L 46, 

P. M, ooL t. L 3a; •ptria' = gate* : L 4a, ■ Tii: 
See OD p. ao, coL a, L 48: coL a, L 40, 'ftaki' = 
•acendant : I. 4a, ' Mtrii-dMout.' See on p. ao^ ooL a. 
L& 

P. as. coL I, L 3, 'NoMmiaclu.' Same ai nanny- 
hen. >.(. affected, orer-nice : L 15, ' Itnut' ~ Genet— 
ft otmU Spanish hoTK: La6, 'Skttf = ninkea dM«l or 
nef :1. ag, '/l?|«^fl!wJ>.•'InlIp(inIBd'joyIle:' = folding, 
jointed ttool or teat : 1. 47, ' Gaidtn iKtell ' = feathora 
— by Mteai of rhyme: coL a, L 34, ' ai/Ui' s nothings, 
trlflca. See<^iiaiial Index, i.v. : 1. 95, • Bamluig' = 
woodlark : and a ihrimp : L 40, ' Ntddy ' = noodle : 
L so, ' CfHHji tmvagk' = rabbll borrow; 1. 33, • Mnct' 
s muie or mused, i.t. hole in a hedge through which 
game pauei : 1. 16, 'gaU ' n gait : 1. 14, ' nur*. ' See 
Gloatarkl Index, i, f. 

P. 14, coL I, I. 3. 'jiMdUuif'" befooled : L 38, 
•Uami' = a»ae%: L 48. ■ Ca-Iu i«fc ' = Fool's head- 
gear— at of a boanfnl'O'owiiig cod : L ji, 'itapft' 
= hypocrite : coL a, I. 34. ' bio/i ' = lout.' 

P. 15, coL t, I. 8, •Mackaaib: See Glosnrial 
iMlei, I. n. 

Paiqvils Passion— p. aS. coL i, L n, 'laait' = 
<«Ue : ooL s, L I. ' Curialf = docked : L 4, ' KatntV 
— Kestrel : called also ilanmti and niuUMwr,— of the 
hftwlt tribe: 1. 51, ' Awf c ' - fooUth : L s*. 'diitaid' 
K Infected.— or qu. —troubled or diKtubcd 7— O. 



P A S Q V I L S 

FOOLES-CAP 



SENT TO SVCH (TO 
keepe their weake braines warme) 

as are not able to conceiue aright 
of his Mad-cap. 

With Pasquils Passion for 

the Worlds waywardnesse. 



Begun by himselfe, and finished by his 

Friend MORPHORIVS. 




Imprinted at LONDON, for Thomas lohms, dwel- 
ling neere Holbome Conduit i6c». 



TO MY VERY GOOD 

friende, Master Edward Conquest^ 

as much happinessc from Hea- 

uen, as his worthy heart can wish. 



SIR, to forget your vndeserued kindnesse, were a 
note out of my nature : & yet how Idndely to 
requite it, is many notes aboue my ability. But as a 
lame man, that striues to goe, shewes hee would 
runne, if hee had legges : so, in the humour of my good 
will, imagin a Denrt of a greater matter. But leaning 
these complements, and to oome to my purpose ; as I 
haue found you a kinde Spectator of my Labours^ so 
let mee entreat you, at my hands to accept this 
treatise, with a foolish titU, Where, if Wit haue plaid 
the Wagge, let him not haue his name for nothing : 
and where you finde a head fit for this Cappt, either 
bestowe it vpon him in charity, or send him where he 
may haue them for his money. I know that you are 
acquainted with many that well deserue it : whome, 
least they should be mistaken for better men, I pray 
you giue them the Cappt for their Cognisaunce. And 
so, hoping that your discretion will beare with my 
imperfectioH, to finde no better worke, to giue notice 
of my good will ; I rest, with much thankfnlnessr. in 
more Agectitm than Protestation. 

Yours assured^ to commannd, 
N. B. 





Co tfie IBleaber. 

\0y that Read, to tearme you Gentle and be 
not, you would thinke I did mockeyou: 6* 
therefore giue me leaue to thinke of you, as I 
finde you. But to the matter : Mad-cap 
hath past one fit and now is fallen into another: what 
it is, you may partly guesse by the Title. For, in a 
Foole, is hidde a great deale ofvaine matter: which you 
shall heere finde runne ouer, in a fewe Verses; not the 
bat that eueryou redde, nor perhaps the worst that you 
may meete with. But to be short, what Pasquill begun, 
Morphorius hath ended: how well I say not: but the 
better, if you like it: to whose kindnesse, in hope of 
patience, I commit it ; and so abruptly / leasu it. 



TO HIS HONEST 

friende Pasquill in all haste. 







le Pasquill, hearing of late of the paines 
that thou hast taken in reprehending of the 
wicked (among the spirits of best condition, 
not a little commended) I haue thought 
good (finding the corruption of this Age) to put a Foole, 
to thy Knaue, Among which weak ¥dtted brains, I 
haue not let slip such Beetle headed Asses, as taking 
vpon them the worke of thy Wit (in seeking to rob 
thee of thy Worthinessi^ haue shewed the height of 
their Foolishnesse, Who, among other sacfa wise 
people, finding their names but in their. Natures, will 
(I hope) like good children, rather mend their fralts, 
then be angry with their maisters ; if not, let them 
sinke in their owne sorrowe : giue the Mad-num his 
Mad-Cappe, and the FooU his Fooles-Cappe : thou and I 
be firiends, and the world fare as it list And so 
welL 



Thine, as his owne, MOXPHOXIO. 



Morphoritis to the Reader, in the 

behalfe of his friende PasquilL 

» • 

T TEE, that of late was in a Madding fit, 

J^ j[ Doth from afranxy to a folly fall: 
And which is better, madde, orfoolishe witte f 
I thinke as good, almost haue none at alL 
Well, Sugar sweete, or bitter as the gall, '— 

Tis Pasquils humour, so I pray you take it : 
And as you like it, chuse it, or forsake it. 

His meaning was, to please none but himself e. 
Nor to displease but those that well deserue it : 
He doth not care though Enuyplay the elfe : 
His dishe is drest, and hee will not Reserue it : 
But to the world, for such poore diet serue it. 
As are content with ordinarie dishes, 
While Nicer Guiles are choakt with Gugin fishes. 

When he was Madde, hee Ra^d against the knaue : 
Now idely fitted, falles vpon the Foole, 
In hope that Doctors better wisdome haue. 
Than Carpe at schollers that doe goe to schoole 
And wishe a workeman but to knowe his toole : 
For Graues-cnd Barge can neuer passage haue. 
Till it befumisht with a Foole or Knaue. 



Your fiiend: 



FINI& 




PA S Q V I L S 
Fooles-Cap. 



flIBBHHat meanes this world, that Muus can not 

H|^jH fiat one or other win be working still? 
■■flfil Tis no time now to breake too broad a iest ; 
Least, had I wist, repent a heedlesse win, 
While hammering skonces haue vnhappy skin 
WUdi in their Cradles, being borne accurst, 
Wm ener constme att things to the woorst. 

But since the Wisdome of the vrorld I finde, 
Beiore Heaoens Wisdonu, Foolishnase indeede, 
While such TUusioins doe the spirit blinde, 
As oiiely growe vpon vngratious seede : 
Whkii wicked Humours in the heart doe breede, 
While truest WisdameMvLtstXioatatitSunHe: 
Let me but play the Foole, and I haue done. 

But some, pertiaps, in pieuish spight win say, 
The fielde is huge, wherein I am to walke : 
Where I may wander many an idle way, 
And make a deale of fiddle &ddle talke : 
Bat say, my Mus€ mistake greene Cheest for Ckalkt, 
This is the worst (to hide her idle braines) 
She shaU haue but the FooUs-cappe for her paines. 

But let her weare it, since it is her due, 
Who hath no Wisdom, can not speake of Wit: 
Who neuer came where Wit and Reason gnat. 
Must needs shoot wide, when that they aim at it. 
For, whne the Gander by the Goost doth sit, 
. Tii-tett to one, how euer prooue the weather. 
Bat that the birds wiU aU be of a feather. 

Then, good WtM Man, if such a one thou beie, 
That dost the lines of Uttle matter reade, 
I pray thee be not in a chase with mee. 
Although a lade be spurred tiU hee bleede : 
Keepe thou thy Stakit for a better Sttede : 
Who hath beene weU brought vp in Reasons SchooU, 
May'haue die patience to goe by the FooU, 

Bat, if it bee, you cannot goe along. 
Bat that you needes wiU stumble at a strawe ; 
If that yoor selfe wiU doe your selfe such wrong, 
ToletJthe Worme ypoa ycixir WitsXogaame, 
Vntin a Crowe be oome to be a Dawe: 
Hien dp but ihinkie how some the least wiU smother, 
Why shook! one /^/r be angry with another ? 



Then be not angry, let the FooU alone. 
Except thou be a bird of his owne broode : 
For trust it true, it win be ten to one. 
If onoe thy heade be couerd with his Hoode, 
It win so heate thy braines, and staine thy bloode. 
That thou wilt faU into such Extasies, 
As while thou liu'st, thou neuer wilt be wise. 

Beware therefore in time of Had I wist : 
Let not Impatience shewe thy pieuishnesse : 
Keepe thy Conceipt within Discretions List : 
Where thou maiest looke vpon that Idlenesse, 
That fils the world too fuU of Foolishnesse : 

Seeke thou to knowe but where true wit doth dwell. 

And leame to laugh at Fooles, and all is wdl. 

And if thou chaunce to meete an idle Mate, 
Whose tongue goes aU too glibbe vpon the scare, 
And chiefe delight is so much in his prate, 
As where hee comes, win be chiefe Prater there : 
In friendly kindnesse tell him in his eare, 
That in the Rules of Wit and Reasons schoole. 
He win be counted but a prating foole. 

And if you hap to Ught vpon a GuU, 

That is conceipted of his Mother wit. 

And doth apply his beetle-headed scuU 

But to an humour of an idle fit ; 

In honest kindnesse let him heare of it, 
That in the Rowles of Wisdomes Rules you reede, 
Lesse hope of him, then of a FooU indeede 

And if you chaunce to see the Sonne of Pride 

Looke fifteene thousand mUe aboue the Moone, 

And lye abedde vntiU his idte hide 

Must make a Morning, of an after-noone : 

For feare his Worshippe should be vp too soone ; 

Least that the Ayer should happe to doe him harme. 

Lend him the Fooles^appe for to keepe him warme*. 

And if you chaunce to spy a Subtill SloMe, 
That hath a world of Simple v^ts beguilde. 
And, like a cunning cogging, coosening knaue. 
On other harmes, his hdpes doth onely builde : 
Ten him that Satkan is a subtill diUde, 
That while the wicked golde for drosse doe sen. 
Makes Foolesseeme wise, vntiU they come in hell. 
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PASQUILS FOOLES'CAPPE. 



Hce thfU dotb nmrther twentie tboasancl Dcn, 
And SBcke thdr cities, and their townes dffafr : 
And, with a dash but of a wicked Penne, 
Bring a poore world into a pitioas case. 
To gaine himseiie a kinde of Momartka grace : 
Tdl hhn what Angds read in VtrhuM schoole. 
That bkxidy Pridg doth breede a hellish F09U* 

Hee that doth oooet more then is his owne. 
And scrapes and scratcheth for a little drosse : 
And, all with ease is like a Bladder blowne. 
And neuer cares for anj neighboois crosse. 
For his owne gaine, to gioe a thousand losse : 
Tdl hhn when Wisdoms beates the world about. 
The F09U win quickly lay the Miier out. 

The swaggring Huifeca p pe that will stare and sweare. 
That hee will cut through the whole piece of ckiath ; 
And face to face, wiU meete the olde blinde Beare, 
And breake the Canne, that's filled vp with froath, 
And cares not how he throwe away an oath : 
Let him be sure when Veriuu Honours £dl. 
In Wisdowus Court he hath no place at alL 

The sneaking Coward that doth cknely creepe, 
And feareth euery shadowe where hee goes : 
And of himselfe both watch and warde doth keepe. 
For feare his Friendes should growe to be his Foes : 
Doth so much title of true ManMoodi lose. 

That hee may reade what Truthg in honour tries, 

A Ccfward neuer can be tniely wise. 

The Idle SpendtkHft that wiU seU his land. 
To feede the humours of an addle heade : 
And sowes his seede vpon the barren sand. 
Tin late Reptmianct Uue to begge his bread : 
Let him beleeue what many a one hath read, 
Howeuer Fancy make excuse for it, 
Such Had I vnst had neuer happy wdt. 

Hee that doth thinke that Wit is but in Wtaitk, 
And plots to purchase kingdomes with a Purs*, 
And neuer thinketh of the Spirits health : 
But doth his heart with wicked humours nurse. 
And for a blessing, falles vpon a curse : 

Let him oonfease, if in heau'ns blessings blot, 
Hee finde himselfe a wicked FooU, or not. 

Hee that lookes Babies in his Mistris eyes. 
And beates his braines to tell an Idle tale : 
And thinkes himselfe, that hee is wondrous wise. 
That breakes a least, though it be nere so stale : 
And for a Nut, crackes nothing but a Shale: 
How ere hee thinke of his owne wit amisse, 
Wisdowu will tell him, what a FooU hee is. 

She that is neither noble, faire, nor wise. 
Nor scarce so rich as a newe shomM Eamt; 
And yet, conceited in her owne foule eyes, 
When shee is dabbled three foote in the deawe, 
That shee may seeme a prettie handsome shrewe : 
Let her not thinke, but such a Shut th§ d^on 
Is balfe a F09U, and if she be no more. 



Hee that hath neither Trugtk nor HmmtU, 
Good hand, good kgge, good body, nor good fisce, 
i.' Nor any such nrcrrdhig qualitie 
As may adnannce him vnto Hommrs place : 
Yely thinkes himsdfe a nan of spedaU grace. 
When mad-OMn treade the Woodcatka Morris dannoe, 
•Gine him the FooUs^appt for his Cpgnisamoe. 

Shee that is fifkeene mile about the waste. 

And an with &t vnable is to goe. 

Yet makes her froe vp in a piece of paste 

As though she were an Image of Rie Dowe ; 

Tdl her but tmeth that IT// and ^amm knowe. 

That this is an, that Famu doth her alfoorde. 

A filthie OmU is but a foolish BinSe. 

Hee that doth hit vpon a printed books. 
And findes a name neere fitting to his owne. 
And of his owne poore wit hath vndertooke 
The ground of an hath from his humor growne; 
When euery Bird is by her feather knowne, — 

PasquiU doth ten him that poore jEspps Pie 
Win shewe him how his H^f/ hath gone awry. 

Hee that doth many, an for Wauiom-lmu, 
And hath no Rtasom for hia/omd e^^sctifm : 
But an too late doth with Repentance proue "^ 

The wofiiU fiuites of wretched wiU directkm. 
While H^off/ and 5(0frvi0r are the 5^iriS» oorrection : 
Ten him, such babies may the dugge goe sndw : 
While louing FooUs haue neuer better Indce, 

Shee, in aglasse, that sees her Sffwi/haire, 
And straight wiU put it to the PainUrt die. 
And then doth thinke that shee is wondrous frure ; 
When flatt'ry feedes her humour with a Lie, 
Oh, let her not in such an errour die ; 

But bid her kindly cracke this friendly Nut, - 

So fowle a Dowd is but a foolish Slut. 

Hee that delights to teU an idle tale, 
Vpon the prattle of a cogging Mate, 
And carelessdy his credit set to sale : 
Which bdng noted for his foolish prate. 
He shaU be sure to finde although too late 

That Wisdom reades these Rounds in J?«ajmvsdiooles ; 

Niwa-Carriers are next Neighbours vnto Fogies. 

She that doth file her tongue for Eloqutuce, 
To entertaine a world with Idle talke : 
And thinkes shee hath the ytrf i^intescima. 
Of quicke conceite, wherein her wits do walke ^ 

Yet doth not knowe a Bunard from a /fawlhe: 
Let her beleeue, such giddie headed Tittgs 
Are not commended for the truest Wittes. 

Hee that doth loue to taUce of Robin-Hoodt, " 

Yet neuer drewe one Arrowe in his Bowe : 
And yet doth thinke his skill is wondrous good. 
That scarce the compasse of a marke doth knowe 
When such a Goase-<appe doth a shooting goe, 
TeU him, that in the aime of WistUmus eye. 
Wide handed Wits wiU euer shoote awry. 
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Hee that doth put his state vpon his friendes, 
In hope of grace, when all his good is lost, 
Shall finde his Wit not worth two paddings endes, 
When want of pence to reckon with the Hosti, 
Doth make the Bigger chalke vpon the poste : 
Whose base condition doth too plainely showe, 
Hee was not wise, that plaide the Wocdcocke so. 

Shee that doth thinke, shee hath a rare conodte, 
That giues the Cuekoe to her kindest friend ; 
And laughes to thinke vpon that dose deceit. 
That doth bat breede Reptntanct in the ende ; 
Tell her, if shee the sooner not amend, 

Wisdom sets downe, that knows what Wit doth meane 
A wicked Drahbt is but a foolish queane. 

He that is proud of his oonoeipted wit. 
When he can cogge, and cozen, prate, and lie : 
And place himselfe with better men to sit. 
Then may beseeme so base a Rascaldry, 
As is too farre from thought of Chymalry ; 
When euery Asse his due reward shall haue, 
The FooUi<afp€ is too good for sach a Knaui, 

Hee that in heart doth say there is no Gal, 
And neither thinkes of Heau'n, nor yet of Hell: 
Nor hath a feeling of that heau'nly Rodde, 
That makes the Sawle, in Sorrowa teares to tell 
How Mercie doth within the Sfirit dwell : 
Within the booke of Wisdowus blessed SckooU 
The Lord of Heatten hath set him downe a FooU, 

Hee that will lende more then he well may spare 
And he that spendes all that he hath and more ; 
And onely trusteth vnto Fortunes share, 
And cares not how he runne vpon the score, 
Vntill the Begger meete him at his dore : 
Wisdome will tell him truely in the end, 
Hee is a FooU that is not his owne friend. 

She that can looke as mildely as a Lawth, 

Yet is a Tigre inwardly in hearte ; 

And cares not how, nor where she ^eane the Ramme, 

When she hath gotten once the rutting parte : 

It is a Rule, in Wit and Reasoms Arte, 
That she. that hath no better natur'd Wit 
The Wise will tearme a doggM foolish Tit, 

Hee that is brought vp idly in his Youth, 
And scomes to labour in his elder yeeres. 
And neuer thinkes vpon the day ciRutke, 
Went want {entangled in the Beggers breers) 
The heauie sound of helpdesse Sorrowe heares : 
Let him beleeue, that Tmeth doth plainely wright ,* 
The FooUs-cappe fits the Idle begger right 

Hee that can plot a world of villany, 
And neuer cares what Vertues loue desemeth : 
And sortes himselfe with wicked company, 
That from the way of perfect Wisdome vemraieCtk 
While J/«rrm hand the gratious heart preserueth 

That sinfull wret|:h will finde in Satkans sckooU, 

A damnM villaine is a cursed Foole, 



Hee that doth fill his Gophers frill of Gookle 
Yet wiU not weare good Ckxuhes on his backe 
But doth a kinde of Clownish humor houlde 
To haue his Garment cut out, like a sacke 
And thinkes Redde Herings haue a daintie smacke : 
Tell him in kindenesse (that he may not quarrel) 
The Fooles-eappe will be fit for his ApporrdL 

Shee that is giuen to Eau and SluttisMtusse, 
And trifles out the time in Tr o mp e r y: 
And yet will thinke it is no pieuishnesse, 
To feede her selfie with Idle Foppery; 
May hap to finde in Sorrowes Misery, 

That when the Graskopper doth leaue to sing. 

An idle Hieldiug is a foolish thing. 

Hee that doth studie twentie things at once. 
And hath intent for to performe them all : 
And yet his beetle addle-headed skonoe. 
In frill conclusion can doe none at all : 
If that the FooUs<appe to his fortune fiOl, 

Let hhn not thinke but it wiU finely fit. 

The Idle keade, that hath no better Wit, 

Shee that is giuen to Fride and Brtutery, 
And RuJtn-^Skitf wiU sweare, and swash it out ; 
And studies nothing ds but Knauery 
To bring a wicked Unde of worid about ; 
And cares not whome she followes with a flout : 
Such foolish Kittes of such a skittish kinde. 
In Bridewell booke are euery where to finde. 

Hee that is here to day, yonder to morrowe 
And cares not how hee raungeth here and there : 
Nor careth what hee can or begge, or borowe, 
To spende or spoile, he cares not how nor where : 
Oh, tell that Idle Fdlowe in his eare. 
If that hee doe not take the greater care. 
The Foole will catch him, ere hee be aware. 

Shee that doth loue to gossippe, and to tattle, 
And leaues her house to keepe it selfe alone : 
And cares not how she spend the time in prattle, 
Till shee haue bar'd her Husband to the boane : 
Let her not thinke but such an Idle loane 

Must haue this note set downe vpon her name ; 

A Tattling kouswi/e is a foolish Dame. 

Hee that can combe his head and curie his bearde, 
And set his Ruffes, and weare his Cloake in print. 
And by his side can finely weare his swearde. 
And leame to fleere, and leere, and looke a squint 
And keepe his steppes, within a measures stint : 
Let him be sure to passe with this good flout : 
Hee lackes the Fooles-Cappe yet to set him out. 

Hee that is well in seruice entertainde 

And iustly hath the due Of his desart ; 

And by his labour findes that hee hath gainde 

The carefuU comfort of an honest heart ; 

Yet fondly will with such a Master part : 
TeU him what Trutke doth by Rxptrience knowe 
Hee is a Foole, leaues such a Master, so. 
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Hee that will let his Wit to mnne on Whedes. 
And in pronde tearmes will with his betters stand, 
Vntill his Tomgui be tempered by his heeles, 
Vntill his Braitus haoe better manners scand : 
And if the FooU doe take him by the hand. 

Bid him haue Paiitnce^ to endure the sounde ; 

That lacke of Wit wiU lay a Foole aground. 

Hee that in Lib§ls takes delight to write. 
And cares not whom hee wickedly defame ; 
Bat pieuishly win shewe a baggage spite. 
To touch the HoMour of an Honest nami : 
What shall I say, that hee is much to blame ? 
Yea and so much, as for his idle vaines 
Hee well deserues the PooUs-cappt for his paines. 

Hee that hath all his studie in the Ckwdes, 
And all misliketh euery thing hee reedes : 
And what the Sunns within her Circte shrowdes, 
All in the height his haughty Huwwur feedes : 
If hee doe chaunce to light on Herka fat Wtedis^ 
Hee is but foolish : rise he nere so soone 
That runnes in haste to onertake the Moan*. 

He that will Rgade, before he leame to Spell; 

And write a Booke, before he knowe a Blot; 

And keepe a Skofpe, before he leame to seU ; 

And all to galloppe ere hee leame to trot: 

Whither such one thinke himselfe wise or not, 
Let him be sure that better wits doe reede, 
Such Madhead fellowes are but PooUs indeede. 

Hee that with pleasure followes Cardes and Dice, 
Drinking lid wenching, and such Idle sportes : 
Vntill too late Repentance knowe the price 
Of Patience passage to Saint Sorrowes portes ; 
Whereto the Begger most of all resortes : 
Oh let him knowe when he doth comfort ladce 
The Begger Foole will haue him by the backe. 

Shee that doth finde her Husband true and kinde, 
And for her wants to worke both night and day : 
Yet like the Wethcrcocke, with euery winde, 
WiU turae her Humour euery idle way, 
And cares not how hee fall into decay, 

So shee be fedde according to her fit ; 

She is a Baggage, and a foolish TV/. 

Hee that is married to an honest wifet 
That, as her life, in loue doth holde him deare : 
With wbome his heart may haue a quiet life, 
And, in content, liue many a merry yeare : 
Yet leaues a Doe to take a Rascall Deere : 
The fruites of Will do prooue hb Wit accurst, 
That so will leaue the best, to take the worst 

He that doth enuie euery mans good happe. 
And knowes not how to get himselfe in grace : 
And layes his Loue but all in Fortunes lappe. 
Whose custome is her followers to de&oe : 
When hee is fallen into a pitious case, 
O let him knowe, before he hang himselfe 
An enuious/ooli is euen such an El/e, 



Shee that doth keepe an Inne for euery Guest, 
And makes no care what winde blowe vp her skirt, 
^ ' ^ And readie is to breake a Chancers ieast, 
Y To make a Smoche euen measure with a Shirt : 
If such a one be call'd a Foolish Jlirt, 
Twas not for nothing that she had her name. 
When all the world is witnesse to her shame. 

Hee that doth take the lawe, but as a least. 
And will be hangd but for good fellowshippe. 
And thinkes it nothing to be halter blest. 
When firom the Gallowes it is but a skiffle : 
Oh, let him not in anger hang the lippe. 

If by desert thus due reward hee take ; 

He was a Foole, that hangd for fisshion take. 

Hee that wil weary out his friends with bocrowing. 
And be beboulding to an Enemy, 
And kill himselfe with too much Sorrowing, 
To thinke, the touch of Treasons viUany 
Should make such worke in wicked company : 
Wisdome will tell him, what Experience tries. 
That kinde of (Tf/ will neuer make him Wise. 

Hee that importunes an apprould fritnd. 
And hee that feares to speake where hee may ^)eede 
And in beginning, lookes not to the end ; 
But loues to glorie in a Wicked deede. 
And WiU his heart with wicked humours feede : 
These Wits doe shewe (that are so fitly matcht) 
A mast o/Fooles, that Wisdome neuer hatdit 

Hee that doth set his hand to euery Bill 

And neither cares for Right or Equitio, 

And onely bendeth his vnhappie skill. 

But to the ouerthrowe of Honesty : 

Fooles, that are so neere in affinitie, 
When (TtA/iMfM makes a tiyaU of /rwr Wit, 
Not one of these that hath to doe with it. 

Hee that doth buUd high Castles in the Ayre, 
VntiU they headlong tumble on his neckc : 
And bee that wiU not an old Skippe repaire 
TiU it be too farre tainted with a leake : 
If that the Woodcocke giue his WiU the peake : ^ 
Let him not cbafie if that it be his diaunoe, 
To wears the FooUs-Cappe, in a Moris-dauna. 

Hee that can play on Twentie kands at once. 
And turaes his humor vnto euery time : 
And hath his Spirit temperM for the nonce, 
To set his flowers onely in the prime : 
If when he thinkes most warily to clime. 
By due desart a hreake nuk-fall hee haue, 
His craft doth prooue him but a Foolish knaue. 

He that wiU talke of euery thing hee knowes, 
And credit giue to euery thing hee heares : 
And builds his knowledge only on suppose, 
Yet vnderstands not what too plaine appeares : 
How 3roung or ould soeuer be his jreares. 

Who of his poore Wit giueth witnesse so ; 

Thinke him an arrant Poole, and let him goe. 
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Hee that doth wonder at a Weathercocke, 
i And plaies with euery feather in the winde, 
And is in loue with euery Nannicocke; 
Yet scarodj knowes an Orang* by the Rinde : 
When euery FoaU is found out in his kinde. 

How is it possible but he should passe. 

For a poart silfy simpU toitted Asse t 

Hee that doth thinke it is no Wickedntsse, 
To lead a young man into Wa$Uomm€sst; 
But takes delight in all Vngodlinesse ; 
VntO the Heart in Sorrowes heauinesse. 
Doe shewe the fruites of Wils vnkafpimisse : 
Let that vile villaine reade in Vertius SckooUs, 
Such wicked wretcAes are VngraticMs FooUs, 

Hee that win chaunge a lennet for a lade. 
And put his Land into a little House: 
And, in the way where Little Wit doth wade. 
Watch a great Mauntaine for a little Aiowse, 
And sits to feede a Monkey with a Lawse : 
Where (fVi/ is so in/x^ ouergone, 
Wisdcme sayes plainely, his is small or none. 

Hee that will put his state vpon aduenture 
And may be safe and if it please bimselfe ; 
And hee that bindes his seniice by Indenture, 
To baggage courses for a little pelfe : 
If that his Skippe doe runne vpon a Skelfe, 
Let him not thinke, but that poore Wit of his, 
From Wisdomes Course, was carried quite amisse. 

Hee that will creepe vnto an olde loyntstooie. 
And seme a Tkateker for a Bunck o/strawe. 
And he that goes to worke without his toole. 
And kmes to wrangle with a Man o/Lawe, 
And thinkes no Birde so prettie as a Dawe : 
How ere such one be of his H^// conceiued, 
Wisdotne will tell him he is much deceiued. 

Hee that will treade a Measure as he walkes. 
And counterfiaite Maide Marians countenance : 
And loues to fall into those whisper talkes. 
That bring poore H^iV into a pitious traunce .* 
If that the Foole doe light on him by chaunce. 
He must assume what Fates to him assigne : 
I can not hdpe him, tis no fault of mine. 

Hee that will Drinke vntill his braines h merry ^ 
And Eate vntill his stomacke be too full. 
And Lie a bed vntill his boanes be Vfearie, 
And Prate so hng vntill he prooue a Gull : 
If that such braines be lin'd with Ganders wooli. 
When such (Km» ^rco/Krcf put their IfVi!r together. 
To chuse tke wisest, who knowes which is whether? 

Hee that all day sits blowing at a cole. 
And neuer leaues till ht/tput out tke Jin : 
And hee that koulds kisjSnger in a kale. 
To please the humour of a/ond desire : 
And hee that loues to trample in tke mire : 
When these wise men togither make a play. 
The Foole will runne with all their Wits away. 



He that will in an kumour leaue a friend, 
I', And in a furie/aU vpon a /be: 

While ill beginnings make as bad an end. 
When poore Repentasue doth too late beshrowe 
The heedlesse Will, that Wit doth ouerthrowe : 

That Foole must needes be tum'd vnto the List, 

Emong the number of the Had I wist. 

Hee that will teU kis secrets to a stranger. 

And play the Coward witk an enemie : 

Hee that will put himselfe in needelesse daonger, 

To followe a mad keaded companie : 

Let him take heede a sodaine villany 
Make him not finde in true Repentance Sckoole, 
A backward Wit lackes Uttle of ^ Fi»U. 

Hee that will weare kis wealtk vpon kis backe. 
Yet in kis purse dotk scarce kis dinner carry : 
And hee that saies to giue kis neck tke craeke. 
Because he will noX/br kis fortune tarry : 
If such a Foole become a BuMsards quarry. 

When Carelesse Will doth shew Us Wit 90 smal, 

Tis not my fiault, I cannot doe withaU. 

.Hee that doth studie out kis braines in trifUs, 
And misse the humour of a better marke : 
And cosens his concdte with PooHsk nifUs, ^^^ 

In taking of a Bunting for a Larke, 
And euery Pibble for a Diamond tparke : 
Hee that doth so his Will to foUy fit. 
Doth plainely shewe he hath no perfect Wit. 

Hee that can eate no other Meate but Milke, 
And for his Horse, must haue an Ambling Nagge : 
And cannot weare a Skirt, but soft as Hilke : 
Nor keepe his Coyne, but in a Golden Bagge, 
And must be knowne his Motkers kindest Wagge: 
Such smoothM Godsons shew m Wisdomes sekoole, 
A MiUhsoppe Babie is more halfe a Foole, 

Hee that will be afraide of euery dreame. 

And thinketh euery puddle is apoole: 

And runnes ten miles x,oeat a messe ofCname, 

And cannot sit but on a Cuskin stoole: 
^^1 If such a Noddy be not thought b, foole, 

Hee hath great fauour in the Rule of Wit, 
That sees his Weaknesse, and conoealeth iL 

Hee that doth fill his keade so full ofkumomrs, 
Hee knowes not where he may in quiet sit : 
And hee that loues to raise vnciuill rumours, 
Vntill that fustice doe in ludgeuunt sit, 
Vpon the workes of such a wicked wit : 
Such wicked Wits, for konest peoples health. 
Might well be banisht from a Common wealth. 

Hee that all night doth watch a Conny boromgk. 
To catch a Ferret, that hath broke his Mwmle: 
And hee that squats a Hare witkin afmrrowe. 
And sees how shee within her Muce doth Nussle ; 
And 3ret so long about the Busk doth puisle, 

That she is gone ere he can well beset her. 

Which of these two good Fooks, may be the better? 
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Hee that put all to /!*« loiter day. 
To reckon euen with all thi world at otue : 
And in the meane time is at such a stay 
He knowes not how to vse his addle Skonce : 
If such an Asse be noddied for the nonoe, 

I say but this, to helpe his Idle fit ; 

Let him but thanke himselfe for lacke of Wit 

Hee that wilfully /»//» into ofema. 
And satisfaction neuer cares to make : 
But carelewdy stands in his owne defence, 
While that the /^<wi^ his (fVllr doth ouertake : 
When late RtptfUamet makes his heart to ake, 
Hee scapeth well, if (for such idle vaines) 
Worse then the FooUs^ct^pi answere not his paines, 

Hee that loues to be noted for stramgt/askioms. 

And for his loekes, and for his kinde of gmtt: 

And in his Muses, and his Passiotu, 

Win not be thought an ordinary mate : 

If that his Wittes come to themsdues, too late, 

I know not well how to be his Aduiser; 

But euen be sory, that he was no wiser. 

He that will hoorde vp tXL/or a deereyeart; 
Yet in the meane time want necessities : 
He that will be vnto himselfe so neere. 
As bring himselfe into extreamities, 
By his owne wilfiiU causM calamities, 

This is the end that will CeOI out of it ; 

Such Niggard Fooles haue neuer better V^L 

Hee that doth put his weaUk vp&m a Cocke, 

A CardOt a Die, or such an Idle toy ; 

And hath his humour so much on the Swtocke, 

As if it were his Sprits onely ioy : 

When Soorrowes sighes doe shewe the heartes annoy : 
Let him goe backe vnto Repentance sdioole, 
And see how long his Wit hath plaid the Poole, 

Hee that wHl busie be with Emery matter. 
Yet scarce hath power to bring one well to passe : 
And neuer leaues to cosen, lie, and flatter, 
Vntill hee prooue himselfe a Craftie Asse : 
Let him but looke in the Poles looking Glasse, 
And there his Woodcock* (Ki7 shall plainly haue 
The true proportion of a Paltry Knane. 

Hee that would perswade himselfe He is a Kimg, 
Yet all the world doth for a Begger knowe him : 
And he that takes the Winter ion iSbit Spring, 
Because the Sunnc a little light doth showe him : 
If want of Wit doe wholly ouerthrowe him. 
And that the Cockes combe to his eappe doe &11, 
Tis not my fault, I can not doe withall 

Hee that ^a^u^jifteene elles into a Rt^ 
And seauenteene yards into a sutagg^ring slappe : 
And iwentie tkomsand Crownes into a Mi^, 
And haUie his land into a kmnting Cappe: 
If that theyte^r doe catdi him in his trappe, 
There like a (K«0«i;c0»l# let him walke about : 
Wbta bee is in, I cannot helpe him out. 



Hee that in all his thoughts is so vnkoly, 
. ^ Hee makes no care of any good oonceight : 
> ^ But giues himselfe so much to Idle folly. 
That vnto Hell hee runnes the highway straight 
If hee be poysoned with the Dinels baight, 
I cannot choose but tell him like a friend. 
Such wicked Foola will haue a wofull end. 

Hee that will Brass his face at Lotkebmry, 

Because he will not blush at Knanery: 

And he that will refuse no drudgery. 

To gather Drosse by any Slauery, 

And yet will stand vpon his Brauery : 
He is no foole, whoeuer be an Asse, 
Makes such a Couer for a looking glasse. 

Hee that repents him of no wickednesse. 

Nor takes delight in any godlinesse : 

But in the way of all vnthriftinesse. 

Doth wast the Time of Natures wretcfaednesse ; 

Where helplesse Sorrowes, in vnhappinesse. 
Doe breede the Spirits endlesse heauinesse : 
That Poole is in the height of fbolishnesse. 

Hee that regardes not how hee vse his speech. 
Nor careth how the world doe goe about, 
Nor maketh reckening who beholde his breech. 
Nor how hee play the Logger beaded lowte : 
Where Wisemen liue, if hee be beaten out. 
Let him be patient, if it come to passe 
A beastly Poole be handled like an Asse. 

Hee that doth make his Tongue a two band sword. 
And only seekes his Honour all by stealth : 
And cares not how keefaUsifU bis words, 
Nor by how much disgrace to gatber wealtb : 
Howeuer so his Carcasse be in health. 

Wisdom describes him, in true Honours schoole. 

A Gull, a Knaue, a Coward, and a Poole, 

Hee that doth gaine more, then he well may spend, 
And prattles more then Truetb doth vnderstand : 
And in his actions, alwaies doth intend 
Vpon the stay of wicked workes to stande : 
If that the Diuell take him by the hand. 

Let him beleeue what highest Truetb doth tell ; 

Hee is a Poole, that leaueth Heau'n for Hell, 

Hee that doth take a Sbadcwe for a Substatue; 
And 3ret doth thinke he hath a perfect sight : 
And hee that takes an Humour for an Instance : 
And yet beleeues his braines be in the right : 
Hee that in darknesse so doth looke for light 
(How euer WiU do take his Wittes to sdioole) 
Wisdome in deede will finde him but a Poole. 

Hee that hath once v^ piece ofworbe ksgunsu. 
And knowes not how nor when to mabe am end: 
And hee whose will his Wittes doth ouerrunne. 
To make a Poe in wronging of a Friend: 
Hee that doth so amisse his Spirit spend, 
(Howeuer so his owne conceit doe deeme him) 
Wisdome in deede will but a Poole esteeme him. 
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Hee that'is Esau for Vnthriftintsu, 
And foUowes Caine in his vngodUmesse: 
And knies AchUopktll for tokkedntsse. 
And is a /«Mi<iu, in vn/aiikfuluess^, 
Whateoer showe he make of koUntsst : 
That man I finde in too mox^Jbolishmesse, 
Hath redde the Scripture in vnkappinesse. 

Hee that of AfachauiU doth take instruction 
To manage all the matters of his thought ; 
And treades the way but to his owne destruction, 
TQl late Repentance be too dearely bought, 
Shall finde it true, that hath beene often taught : 



As good be Idle as to goe to schoole, 
To come away with nothing but the FooU. 

For feare whereof, least some of mine owne sect 
(That haue but plaid the FooUs, with kcke of Wit) 
Doe Idndely tell mee of my Caru neglect. 
In finding humours for the time more fit : 
While wicked Spirits doe their venome spit : 
I will conclude (to prooue woilds Wit an Asse) 
Nfans Wit is vaine, shalbe, and euer was. 

SapinUia mundi, stmliiHa corum Deo, 
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for the worlds waiward- 



nesse. 




licked, vngratious, and vngodly Age, 

Where hatefull thoughts are gotten to their 

height, 
How should my spirit In true passions rage ? 
Describe the courses of thy vile conceight. 
That feede the world but with the diuels baigbt : 
While wofull hearts, with inward sorrowes wounded, 
Finde Wit and Reason in their sense confounded. 

No, no, the depth of thy vnknowne distresse 
(Wherein the heart is ouerwhelm'd with woes) 
Exoeedes the power of passion to expresse ; 
While so much griefe within the Spirit growes. 
As all the power of Patience ouerthrowes : 

While vertuous minds, within their sowles agrieued. 

Must helplesse die, and cannot be relieued. 

The clearest eye must seeme to haue no seeing, 
And Eloquence must t>e to silence bound, 
And Honours essence seeme to haue no beeing. 
Where wicked windes runne Vertues shippe a ground, 
While healthfull spirits fall into a swound ; 
That only Pride, that weares the golden home. 
May line at ease and laugh the world to scome. 

If euery right were rightly apprehended. 
And best deseruings best might be regarded, 
And Carefullworkes were to their worth commended^ 
And Gratious spirits gratiously rewarded. 
And wicked craft from Conscience care discarded ; 
Then might the Angels sing in Heauen, to see 
What blessed courses on the earth would be. 



II 



But oh, the world is at another passe, 

Fooles haue such Mashes, men cannot see their faces : 

There is such flattery in a looking Glasse, 

That winking eyes can not see their disgraces, 

That are apparant in too open places : 

But what auailes ynto a wicked minde? 

No eye so clowdy, as the wilful! blinde. 

To see the sleight of subtill sneaking spirits 
(That dare to see the Glasu of their disgraces) 
Thriue in the World, while better natur'd merits 
Can not aspire vnto those blessed places, 
'When/aithlesse hearts should neuer shewe there faces 

Would it not giieue an honest heart to knowe it ? 

Although the tongue be swome it may not showe it. 

To see « horse o/seruice in the field, 

Hurt by a lade, that can but kicke and fling : 

To see Vlisses weare Achilles shield. 

While hissing Serpents haue a Hellish sting / 

To see the Knaue of Clubbes take vp the King. 

Although hee be a wicked helpe at Afawe. 

Twas but a clown* that yet deuisM the lawe. 

To see a sight of Curres worry a Hound, 
A flight of Buxgards &11 rpon a Hawhe, 
A coward yillaine giue a Knight a wo\md, 
To heare a RuscaH to a King to talke. 
Or see a Peasant crosse a Princes walke : 

Would it not fret the heart that doth behould it. 

And yet VBk figures may not dare vnfolde it ? 
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But what a kinde of wretched world is this 1 

They that are koiust, let them be so stilL 

Such as are settled iu their course amisse, 

Haoe much adoe for to reforme their wilL 

It is the winde that drhies about the Mill, 
That grindes the Come that sometimes fils the SacMe, 
That laide awry may breake the Loaders backe. 

What shall I say ? that knowes not what to say. 
This worlds vile Gramwur hath a wicked speack : 
Where Wealth ecad (KtV/ doe carry such a sway 
That many a time the Goodwi/e weares the breedi, 
And the stowte Ohe must jreelde vnto the Betch, 
Such vile ooniunctions such constructions make. 
That some are pois'ned with a Sugar Cake. 

Terence his Plaies are too much in request. 

The Knaue, the FooU, the Swagg'rer, and the Whore, 

Thraso and Gmato, Lais and the rest 

Of all the cnie (that I dare say no more ; 

But ware the dcjgges that keepe the Diuels dore) 
So play their parts vpon the worldly Stage» 
That theiues are hangd before they come to a/^e. 

Oh tis a word to heare a Gander keake, 
And all the Geese to giue a hisse to heere ; 
To heare an Owle to teach a Parrot speake, 
While Cuckoes notes makes better Musique deere ; 
Where nere a better singing bird is neere, 

Would it not grieue a good Musitiatts eare 

To be enforst to stand attentiue heare. 

To see a Wise man handled like a Foole 

An Asse exalted like 9l proper man : 

To see a Puddle honour'd like a Poole, 

A? old blinde Goose swinmie wagers with a Swan, 

Or Siluer Cuppes disgrace by a Canne : 

Who wold not grieue that so the toorld should go ? 

But who can helpe it, if it will be so ? 

No. no. alas it is in vaine for mee, 
To helpe the eyes, that ioy not in the light : 
Hee that is swome that bee will neuer see, 
Let him play Buzzard, with his blinded sight. 
An Owle will neuer haue an Eagles flight ; 
Hee. that is once conceited of his Wit, 
Must die oi folly : ther's no helpe for it. 

And yet good Fooles, that cannot doe withall, 
May well be borne with, for their simple Wits : 
And Knauish Wits, that wicked Fooles wee call. 
(Where Hellish Sathan ^%ith his Angels sits, 
To worke the feates of many a thousand fits) 
TYioyt foolish knaues, or knauish fooles I meane, 
I would to God, the world were ridde of deane. 

And yet is it in vaine such world to wish : 
There is no packe of Gardes without a Knaue : 
Who loues to feede vpon a Sallet dish. 
Among his Herbts some wicked weede may haue : 
Some men must winne, some lose, and some must saue. 
Fooles wil be Fooles, doe wise men what they can. 
And may a Knaue, deceiue an honest man. 



A Curtail lade will shewe his hackney trickes 
AndJiMr/f«tf Cirrrcrwillbiteamanbehinde: [Prickes: 
The Blacke Thome Shrubbe is best knowne by his 
A Kestrell can not chuse but shewe her kinde. X. 
Wise nun sometime must wait, till Fooles haue din'd : 
And 3ret, those Fooles, in common Wits oonoeite. 
Are Wise, when Wisdom on their wealth doth wait 

And 3ret the wealthy Foole is but a Foole, 
The Knaue with all his wealth is but a Knaue : 
For truest Wisdome reades in Vertues schoole. 
That there is no man happy till \aMgraue, 
The Hermit liues more quiet in his Caue, 

Then many a Kitig that long vsurpes a Crowne ; 

That in the end comes headlong tabling downe. 

Yet who so base, as would not be a Kingt 
And who so fond as thinkes not hee is Wiuf 
Doth not the Cuckoe thinke that shee can sing. 
As dearely as a Birde of Paradise t 
The fbwlest Dounf is faire in her owne eyes. 

Conceipt is strong and hath such kinde of vaine. 

As workes strange wonders in a Woodcocks brain. 

But, what should Fancy dwell vpon a Fable t 
In some fiarre Contries, Women ride a-stride : 
The Foole that in the kinde can vse his bable. 
Shall haue Fat meate and somewhat els beside. 
For Wit doth wonders sn^xx folly hide : 

Yet in true Wisdome, all are Fooles approued. 

They that loue Fooles, and Fooles that are beloiied. 
But since tis best that all agree in one, 
The prouerbe sales, tis tnery when friends meete. ^^ 
It is a kinde of death to line alone. 
A louing humour is a pleasing sweete. 
Let Wise men studie on the Winding sheete, 

And weaker Wits this poore contentment haue. 

Tis better be a Foole then be a Knaue. 
And so. good friend, if so thou be, farewell : 
I must not stand vpon the Foole too long ; 
Least that my spirits so yi'Mh folly swell. 
As doe perhaps my better humours wrong : 
And therefore thus in briefe I ende my song. 

The wisest man hath writ, that euer was, 

Vanitas vanitatum, 6* omnia vanitas. 
Vanitie all, all is but vanitie. 
Nothing on earth but that will haue an end : 
Where hee that trustes to bare Humanitie, 
Shall hardly Hue to finde in Heauen a friend. 
Take heede therefore the Highest to offend : 

Either leame Wit, where truest Wisdome Ues, 

Or take my word, thou neuer wilt be Wise. 

And therefore let the wise not be displeas'd 
If they be counted Fonde as well as other : 
For, tis a plague that hath the world diseas'd. 
Since sinnt became vnhappie Natures Mother : 
And let me say but this, my gentle brother ; 
Since all is vaine, that liues vnder the Sunne, 
Good wise men beare with Fooles, and I haue done. 

FINIS. 
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NOTE. 

On this and related Pasquil books, see oar Memorial-Introdiictiony idiere the idiole are 
critkallx examined, and the Breton authorship established, Onr exemplar is JoUe/s copy in the 
British Museum— purchased for ^£9, 5s. in 1843 (4* : 24 leaves). The Notes and lUustrations of 
Pasqvils Passe, etc., will find most fitting place here : — 



ErtMXB'DiDiCATOSV* p. 4, M. GBirriN Pwm. My 

•atf MHW ft tpwiAl atody, iofonM dm that dicre is 00 GriiBn 
Tm kaoini. Hm eoq)«ctttr« that this nraiC have been a certain 
OriSkfa ffm ; and a« Breton wae careleee in hie qwllinc of 
it probably is lo. Of Orifith Pta he itatee there ie 
Bade in the Will of John Penn of Penn, ca Bnckf : 
proven in ify^ 
Of the M. ConqueM named along with Pto I can find 

To TNK Kbadbb.^ 5, * Nigki-cappt: Thb hae been mis- 
iwderMood ae a claim on Ereton't part to the authorship of 
'Comv<opiae, PasquU's Nigki<aP:* but see the error cor* 
reded In our MemorialJntrodnction : L 13, *httUr ck§apti* a 
variant of ' good cheape/ or extremely cheap. 

Paiqviu Pamb, p. 5, col. e, 1. 13, *CoumUr* = the prison 
for debtors : 1. 34. ' Clim ^Hu Cl^ngk^-'KstAtthnJotA. in a well- 
known baUad and chap-book: p. 6, col. e, 1. 3, *kehe:* mis- 
printed ' he he :' 1. 8, ' Angels* ^ money so called. 

Pasqviui Pnbcbision, p. 7, coL i, 1. 3, ' Tit ' s yoong giri 
— oaually smart : here in association with 'baggage' to be 
regarded unfavourably : 1. 15. ' i^kt ' t= jack-ass or fool : L id, 
*CHi^* * cheating or fraudulent : L 17. ' h^^ktn tacke ' ai in 
holes: 1. es, '^MmXrv'sbaggaged or bewitched,— mad : A, 
'htiU kntd* m dull, stupid : L 34. ' M/ Mrvt C0rtur*d trw:' 
query-^alk>wsr col. s, 1. 3. ' kmcktuy GiM' ^ m wanton wench 



.• * 



L 17, ^ ^M f img * B moddqg, wiwwing : L as, 'Mir' 
ooflsplexioo: L 49^ 'TVecr's Thames T p. 8, coL i. 
Ls.'«t«i^' = shen:L ^*tkrnie, mt a«r' = the look that 
can neither [himself] thrioe» nor [help] thee to do eo : L 51, 
'ctfrMT^&odkitd hone: ooL s, L 3, 'tmJ4 
I lo^ 'sMsOr iAg Wc0de0ckg i9 the B^gan 
dmpleton : 'beggai's croeee' = 
as Bcg^s Bosh, or the road to nunt L eg^ '1 
ver min e d , and ao moviqg : L joy *amgnr* s encumber : or qo. 
conger edf L 51, ^medlittg:* misprinted 'medlnSg:' p. 9. 
ooL I, L >, *wood c o c ht* = simpleton, as before : L la, 'baaif* 
— baggage, or mad, i.t. foolish person : see p. 7, ooL 1, L 95 : 
L 15, ' f^rwAs's: a vidoos distemper, as in next : L 16^ ^SpamUh 
>f»r's /nrr tvurrva ('ptp*) : 0. i8-ao = death on the gallows : 
Le9b'«MMi0MMSf'sooeening:ooLe,Li3,'dSMi/'«sawatch: L 34, 
*acket:* two sa^ blcs a s in Henick, etc., later: p. 10, ooL i. 
L 5* ^/fjmi* ^tvaaag weapoosT L as, 'irfSrandSrr's dowdies, 
lasy slatterns or sluts : L S3, ' utimg* s to move the legs 
wantonly : ooL s, L 5, *frumip* « lie : p. 11, col. i, L 8, * IchK 
a NodtUt'- a foolish feUow : qn. s John of Nokest L 19. 
' JIfMMMf ' s basket : 1. so,' .AMrv's bier: \. ^* kiul I nrisi.'^ 
See Glossarial Index, i.v., for Breton's varying use of this 
phrase. Old Puritan John Tkapp, on Esther viiL 3, brings in 
Ahasaams criring on discoveiy of Haman's plot ' Had I wist ! 
e^K A^MF '* P* 'Sf coL i, L 8, * Primsro rests* = to set up rest is 
to stand up upon one's caids : L i6, *ai a stay * = a stop or 
obetacle: but a syllable in excess, as elsewhere: 1. a firom 
bottom, ' r«Mr' = tablet, note-book.— G. 
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To my very louing and vndeserued 

good fnend M GRIFFIN PEN, vpon his 



heart's true worthinesse shine the Sunne 



of highest happinesse. 




[IE countenanoe of a Landlord, makes a pooce Tenant halfe a King, and simple men are no fooles, that 
foUowe the shadow of a little honour : for my seUe, I am none of these Sects : for I esteeme more of the 
kindenes of a good spirite, than of £ure wordes, that bewitch Ignorance ; yet I reaerenoe Honour, and 
loue Vertue, but finding my selfe vnworthy the favour of great ones, and yet not willing to looke among 
the too little, I will loue where I find cause, and deserue where I finde loue : in which sense, entreating you, in the fore 
imncke of my aflection, to march with your kind friend M Camqmat I commend to the good leixure of your patience, 
the perusing of this little pamphlet ; deuided into three pees : a Passe, a Frectssiom, and a Pfx^HOsHcaium : Pasquili 
gaue them to me, to deliuer vnto you, which Mrith his further sendee shall be further at your commandement : and for 
my selfe how well I loue you I will not tell you, til your commandement make me happy in your emploiment ; and so 
wiihing both In the worke. and my wil, a more worthines of your kindnes, I rest : 

Yours affectionately to command 

N. a 



Co tl^e Beanev. 



PASQUILL commends him to all that loue him, to 
whom he giues to vnderstand, that after his 
pains taken in his Mad-cappe, and his Fooles-cappe, 
laying them both aside, thinking to take a litle rest ; 
gat him his Night-cappe, vnder which, in steede of 
sleep, many idle humors came into his head, which 
troubling his little staied braine, would not let him be at 
quiet, till he had committed them to the custodie of pen, 
and incke, and paper, which hauing set downe some- 
what to his ownc contentment, he hath in diuers Copies 
sent abroade to all such as will pay for the writing, or 
els, I should rather say, for the printing, which I thinke 



be better cheape : to tell you what he doth intreate of, 
were needeles, when it foUoweth neere at hand : and 
therefore onely thus much I will tell you, hauing past 
through manie strange courses, and finding little or 
nothing so pleasing, but tasted like a bitter sweete, vpon 
a suddaine fell vpon. Good Lord deliuer vs, and so con- 
tinuing of his Precession as long as he thought good, 
growing weary of his life, fell to dreame of Doomes-day : 
but lest I proue tedious, I will tume you to that you 
shall reade if it shall please you, and consider of it as it 
shall like you, and so for this time I leaue you. 

Your friend PASQUILL. 



Pafquill to Morphorius. 



MORPHORIUS, I promised thee a Passe, which 
hcere I haue sent thee, hoping in the like kind- 
nesse ere long to heare from thee : in the meane time, 
let mee tell thee, that for our parts, we haue little ioy to 
looke for in this worldc : fooles doe not vnderstand vs, 
and knaues do but abuse vs, the wealthy loue vs not ; 
and the poore can do vs no good : honesty is ill for 
thriuing ; and yet the wisedome of the world being 



foolishnesse before God, I know not what to say : but 
for that the time of our life is short in this worlde, let vs 
leaue vanitie, and fiaU to some vertuotis courses, and yet, 
because I will not at this time trouble thee too much 
with the Scripture, I will leaue thee to reade what I 
haue scribbled : and so end in some haste. 

Thine, Pasquill. 



PASQVILS 

Paffe. 




|E that desires firom danger safe to posse 
Along the world, his wofiill wretched daies, 
And would behold (as in a looking glasse) 
The blocks and stops, and such vnhappy 
stales, 
As crosse a thousand in their very waies : 
Let him but creepe as I haue leamd to go, 
And tell me if it do him good or no. 

He that will passe neere to a Princes Court, 
Let him take heede his tongue breake not his necke; 
Nor mate himselfe among the Noble sort, 
Lest prowde presumption haue too sore a checke, 
Nor bend his will, to euery wanton's becke : 
But watch good fortunes, when they kindly fJEiU, 
And then passe on, and haue no feare at all. 

But, if a face of brasse will be too bold. 

Or like a sheepes head shunne good company, 

Or of complexion be too chilling cold, 

Or fiery hot vpon an agony, 

Or much inclined to any villany, 
Or for his wit, iojme issue with an asse, 
He hath no warrant neere the Court to passe. 

ft 

He that will passe before a ludgement seate. 
Let him take heede his case be good and cleere. 
Lest, when that Trueth doth of the matter treate 
A heedlesse will do buy repentance deere : 
While cost ill lost doth breed but heauy cheere : 
But let him chiefly carry a good purse. 
And then be sure to passe on ne're the worse. 

But, if he come with an vncertainety. 

And thinke a curtsie will excuse a fee, 

In hope that Law in Pitties charity, 

Wil alwayes giue the right where it should be. 

Let him leame \M\z frobatum rule of me, 
That Trueth and Wealth do very much in law, 
While beggar Falshoode is not worth a straw. 



^ 



He that wil passe into a warlike field. 
Let him not be too rash, nor yet too slow, 
Not franticke fight, nor like a coward yedd, 
But with discretion so his valour show, 
That £Eune may grace him where e're he goe : 
Lest heedlesse will do shew when he is slaine. 
He may passe hither, but not backe againe. 

He that will passe into a Merchants bo<^, 
Let him take heede how to discharge the debt. 
Lest when that Kindnesse doth for Patience looke. 
He be so tangled in a Statute net. 
That he be so with cunning trickes beset 
That to the Counter he do passe so fast. 
As he can scarce passe backe againe in haste. 

He that wil passe into a Ladies eies. 
And in her hands wil leaue his little heart. 
And yet with aU his wit, is not so wise, 
As to disceme the sleight of Venus Art ; 
In giuing of the Fooles-Cap by desart : 
Let him go better set his wittes to schoole, 
Or else be sure to passe for a good foole. 

He that will passe into the Holy land. 
Let him be grounded in the rules of grace. 
And be assurde that he doth vnderstand. 
What is the trueth that falshoode may defiioe ; 
Lest when that Wisedome Follie doth displace 
And Learnings Court breake vp, and all are gone, 
He passe but for a simple blind sir Ihon. 

He that will passe into a Oownes conceit, 
Let him take heede he know a clouted shooe. 
Lest him be cousoned with a close deceit : 
When seely Fooles know not what Knaues can doe. 
With, Yea, and Nay, to bring an Ideot to : 
But if he kindly know Clim of the Oougfa, 
Then let him passe, he shall doe well enough. 
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He that win pane Into an OMauj. 
Let bim take beede to deale with canlet and ^ce ; 
Lmt whatioencr mony In he cany, 
Ere be beware he loose it wjlb a nice, 
And, all too late repentance, leame the price. 
To know bow he that pauelh ia pune-fidl, 
And foei out empty, pauetb lor a GuU. 
He tbal deiirei to paaie vnto tbe leai, 
Let bim take heede hit ship be good and tight. 
Let him proutde lor all thingi (or his ease, 
And to witbitand both wlod and wealhoi spigbt. 
And b} bii Compai keepe bit count arigbt : 
Be WBiy lA tbe sbetfei, tbe rocki, and sands. 
And (all not raihljr Into i^rats hands- 



Bat if hep 



c within a ^^Bhirtg ship, 



And Ihtoke a thousand leagues ii but a skip. 
And by tbe want of wits spoiaice, 
I'moide for nothing that maj' shunne offence : 
Sm^ mo may happen well to passe bum shore, 
Bui once at sea may passe to lande no more. 
But he that leekea to passe by sea or land. 
To Court, or Country, for hi* best uuile; 
Let him thus much for certaine vnderstand. 
That if his purse the better not preiuile. 
His (onune will in many courses bile : 



Fat a food pone wiQ make a 
To many fdacei wboe be Dan 



But if (alas) he be passe purse pi 
In this vile worid he shall haue little grace, 
But with a heauy heart all comlbrtlesse. 
Among the Beggars take a sory place : 
Oh this —am Gold hath such a glorious bee. 
That in ff'** Angelli, he thai heeda not wel 
Will headlong passe his wicked soule to hdL 



But, he that bine would passe to Paradise. 
Must leome to posse from all these urocldly 
For vnto beaa'n what bean ean powe his bei. 
That is Iman^ed in this worlds treasure? 
No, whoe the Wiu-ld hath on the Soole made 
As hardly it can paase to hean'n on hie. 
As can a OuneU Ihrougb a Needles eie. 

Then do not passe the boundes of bcmeslie, 
Of wit, of reason, ocv of amitle, 
Of law, of hislice, nor of equitie, 
Nor tbe true grounds of Tnietbs diuinitie ; 
'! Bui Id the worship of the Trinjtie, 

Humtrie thy soule vnto the Ddtie, 

And passe vnto heau'ns felidtie. 




PASQVILS 



Precefsion. 




Logger headed asse that hath no wit, 
A rascaU knatie that hath no honeity, 
A foule Q&ttour'd filthie baggage Tit, 
A wicked ludge that hath no equity, 
And a rich man that hath no diarity, 
A faithiesse friend, and from a fruitlesse tree : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 

A graoelesse child, and an vnquiet wife. 
An idle seruant, and a priuy theefe, 
A long delay, and an vngodly life, 
A hdpiefie care, and a consuming griefe. 
And from despaire that neuer finds reliefe, 
And from the drone that robbes the bony be : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 

A prowd companion, and a prating iacke, 
A cogging marchant, and a carelesse debter, 
A queasie stomacke, and a broken sacke, 
A filthy hand, and an ill-fauourd letter. 
And an ill-mind that meanes to be no better. 
And from a bribe insteede of a due fee : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 

A blind phisition, and a sluttish cooke, 

Vnholsome porridge, and vnsauory bread. 

A babish story, and a foolish booke, 

A baggige humor, and a beetle head. 

A smoaky chamber, and a lowsie bed. 
And fix>m such neighbours as cannot agree : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 

A Tyrant prince, and a rebellious subiect, 
A bloody soldiour, and a coward leader. 
An Owles de-sight, and an vgly obiect. 
An obscure line, and an vnleamM Reader, 
A sergeant, iailour, hangman, and beheader, 
And from the fruit of the three comerd tree : 
Good Lord of heau'n and earth deUuer me. 

A resty hackney, and a durtie way, 
A stormy tempest, and a leaking ship. 
An idle quarrell, and a drunken fray, 
A doggM queane that euer hangs the lip, 
A iade that will not stirre without a whip. 



A blinded eie that can nor will not see : 
From these the Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

A lazie huswife, and a hackney Gill, 
A crooked finger, and a cramped foote, 
A hasty wit, and an vnbrideled vrill, 
A broken shooe, and an ill iauourd boote, 
A poisning weede, and an vnwholeaome roote. 
An from the buzzing of the humble Bees : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth ddiuer me. 

A mouth that daners, and a stinking breath. 
A craftie cripple, and a sullen queane, 
A stinking puddle, and moorish heath, 
A dogge that is too frute, a horse too leane, 
A maide that will not keepe her dairie deane, 
A blow vpon the elbow, and the knee : 
From eadi of these the Lord deliuer me. 

A fleering laughter, and a feithlesse heart, 
A creeping curtsie, and a cankred mind. 
An idle study, and a needlesse art, 
A Northeme tempe9t, ^nd an Easteme wind. 
And fix>m a Curre, that bites a man behind. 
And fix>m a glasse of an O-iauour'd blee : 
The Lord of h^u'n and earth ddiuer me. 

To keepe too long among vngodly people. 
To fit mine humor vnto euery feshion. 
To seeke to build a house vpon Paules Steeple, 
To dwell too long vpon a peeuish fashion. 
To follow ill, and hate a reformation, 
To leame the rules where such ill lessons be : 
From all such trifles, the Lord deliuer me. 

To make an idoll of a painted face. 
And to attend vpon a golden asse, 
To seeke to do the honest mind disgrace 
And bring a kind of wicked world to passe. 
Or seeke to braue it with a fece oli brasse. 
To leape the Terns, or clime a rotten tree : 
From all such trifles, the Lord deUuer me. 
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From takiflf pkasnre in a villanie. 
From rarefei a e hearing of a soond adnae. 
From sorting vith the vicfced ^^^^t^"*^ 
From setting vcrtae at coo low a. price. 
From loosinf too much eoine at cairies and 
From hang baand tffl fcllf makes me free 
The Lord of bean'n and earth defioer 

From la jinf ploctes far to alMue a. friend, 
nom beings by a cmninf fcnmie bej^inld. 
From workmf hmnon to a wicked tad. 
From gettinf of a fihhj whore with cfafld. 
From dwdfinf in a hooae that is mdlde. 
From forfetisf within a cfaerrie tree : 
From an such toies. food Lord defioer 1 



Fr«n a conspirade of wkked 
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A knot of tttJMkkti, and a erne of 
And from the patches on the heggm 
And Uam the spoik that fratioas ftpiriu 
Afkd from the faole can neither thrine nor thee 
The MeMed I..ord of hcaa'n de&ier 



From the Whuof/m e4 a filthy dfoeO. 
Vrfm* too mtjch hanting after worldly pleasw, 
Afkd from dHin^htf in an inward easH, 
And too mntJh Vwinn^ of thit worldly treasure. 
And ffffm Utk'm^ l^mell by rnlawfuH measore. 
And fffmi fUft }jifiiM% fo<4Uh A, B, C : 
The filet v^ txfrd rA beau'n delioer me. 

To Ihinke to wA%h an Rthiopan white, 
To U/im Urtt \tfn%, and not be lotted a^aine. 
To (Ut him wrtmg that ahraies doth me right. 
To pfax lh#; Icnflfi^ with hbn that rocaneth plaine. 
And to t/mtiniie In nut rWe a raine, 
yrtftn fltl «(M:h ntAftn where luch instructions be : 
Th#? f;lr«<i^d Ix/rd (A hean'n deliuer me. 

An old Iflind mx that cannot catch a mouse, 
A fitnicing riirlolt, and a kkking mare, 
A wtffi thnt nmrr 1o(m*s to keepe her hoitic, 
A \My htntw\ that will not hunt a hare, 
lltfi »hflm«< that ffllli!* out with the bq[fari share, 
And from iIm* forile that will good fortune flee : 
Thu lilf'MHNl I.«ord of hcau'n deliuer me. 
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From a ddight in hmiting after 
Or kwing kUe tales of Robm Hood. 
And from too mocfa frcqumti ng of the : 
Or irentring Carre bat far a little good. 
And take a puddle for a prinody flood. 

From SDcfa blind iests as best with foofes agree 
The blessed Lord of bean'n delincr 



To shnder Honor, Vertne to disgrace. 
Oflfend Discretion, Learning to abuse. 
Good hbours enuy, and their worth de£ue. 
To foOow follie, wisedome to reftise. 
To kane the best, and all the worst to cfanse. 
To enery Asse to giue the cappe and knee : 
From all such errors Lord deUuer me. 

From writhig libells against men of state. 
And medling with matters aboue my selfe. 
Where I am lou'd, to giue iust cause of hate. 
Or to be busie with a monkie elfe» 
Or carelesse runne my ship vpon a sbelfe. 
From such ill courses where no good I see : 
The blessed Lord of beau'n deliuer me. 
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From loosing too much time in making loue, 
FVom trusting to an idle humour'd dreame. 
From spending too mudi roony how to proue, 
To malce a boate to ouergo the streame, 
To kill my selfe to purge a little fleame : 
From such odde vaines where such deuises be, 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

From a prowd woodoocke, and a peeuish wife. 
A sleepy maiden, and a wanton hagge, 
A poyntlesse needle, and a broken knife, 
A house vnfumisht, and an emptie bagge, 
A fidling baggige and a wicked wagge. 
And from the woods where wolues and foxes be : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

The Frendi Verola, and the English feuer. 
The Irish ague, and the Spanish pippe, 
The lungs consumption, and the rotten liuer. 
The cursed Call into a fellons trippe. 
And from the ladder by the rope to skippe. 
Where execution makes the &tall tree : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

To diue into a pocket for a purse, 
Or steal a horse out of a pasture field. 
To loue to swear and lie, and ban and curse. 
And stubbomely to no good oounsell yeeld. 
But vnder fortune all my forces shield : 
From an such rules where reasons ruines be, 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

From cousoning of my selfe with too much kindnes, 
From slipping fortune when it doth befoll me, 
From bdng led by wilftill reasons blindnes, 
And keeping backe when fortune seems to call me ; 
From all such passions as may so apall me. 
Where blinded des cannot their blessings see, 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

To be commanded by a currish mlnde. 

And to be flattred by a foolish knaue. 

And to be crossM fay a wicked winde, 

And to be followed with a filthy slaue. 

And to be harbourd in a hellish caue : 
From such ill courses where such crosses be, 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

From thriftlesse spending, and from fruitlesse paines, 
From sencelesse studies, and from gracelesse deedes. 
From hdplesse torments, and firom witlesse vaines. 
And from all those follies, that such humors feedes. 
And from the sinne that endlesse sorrow tfreedes, 
And from all spots in my fowle soule to see : 
Oh blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

A moath that eates into the finest doth, 
A wicked worme that hath a deadly sting. 
A poysned potion with a sugred froth, 
A wicked charme, within a Diuels Ring, 
And from the Syrenes when they fall to sing : 



From sudi ill creatures as so cursM be. 
The blessed Lord of heau'n ddiuer me. 

A mowse within a daintie peeoe of cheese, 
A nest of rattes within a linnen chest, 
A snake within a hiue of hony Bees, 
A woolfe that eates into a wounded breast. 
And from his curse that neuer can be blest : 

From all such ill, wherdn no good can be. 

The blessed Lord of heau'n ddiuer me. 

Firom an olde kow that kioketh downe her milke. 
And a yong colt, that will his rider cast. 
From a thiefes halter though it be of silke. 
And from a diall that doth goe too fast. 
And from a pardon when the paine is past. 

And from confession vnder Tibome tree : 

The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

From too long hopmg after dead mens shooes. 
And from betraying of an honest trust. 
From lacke of care, dther to gaine or loose. 
And from a consdence that may prove vniust. 
And from a wicked and vnlawfnU lust : 

From all such courses where no comforts be, 

The blessed Lord of heau'n ddiuer me. 

From a stale peeoe of flesh that is twice sodden. 
And from a bloud-raw rosted peece of beefe. 
And from a crauen henne that is crow trodden, 
And from a bawd, a whore, a rogue, a thiefe. 
And from home-taking and hearts inward griefe. 

And from the ill wherein no good can be : 

The blessed Lord of heau'n ddiuer me. 

From blindnes. lamenesse. deafiies, cramps and stitches. 
And from the gowt, the chollicke and the stone. 
And from inchanting charmes of wicked witches. 
From coughes, and rbewmes. and aches in the bone. 
And from the griefe of kme to liue alone. 

And from all agues whatsoe're they be : 

The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

From the forsaking of the word of God, 
To follow idle humour'd fopperies. 
To soome the scourging of the heau'nly rod, 
From doing of my selfe such iniuries. 
To bring my soule into such miseries. 

And from all sinne within my soule to see : 

The gratious God of heau'n deliuer me. 

When I am olde, and sicke, and lame and poore, 
And crucified a thousand sundry wayes. 
And death beginnes to ope my latall doore. 
To call me home from my vnhappy dayes, 
And all my passions then must end their playes, 

Then firom all euill, and both now and then : 

The Lord of heau'n deliuer me. Amen. 
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PASQ VILS PROGNOSTICA TION. 



II 



When lohn a Noddes vrill be a Gentleman 
Because his worship weares a velvet coate, 
And euery Piper, a Musitian, 
Because he hits vpon an idle noate, 
And Beggars care not for the King a groate, 
When that the foole will giue himselfe the scoiffe : 
I feare me Doomes day cannot be fiarre ofL 

When children teach their parents how to speake. 
And seruants leame their masters to command, 
When strong men will be guided by the weake. 
And Rascall driue the male Deere downe the lawnde. 
And Beggars fill the misers emptie Mawnd, 
And dead men rise aliue out of the Beere : 
I feare me Doomes day wil be very neere. 

When conies hunt the dogges out of the warren, 
And partridges beate hawkes out of the field, 
And deinty iaulcons feede on filthy canen. 
And souldiers take the penne, and leaue the field, 
And that a prince will to his subiects yedd : 
Then by some rules my Muse doth vnderstand. 
She biddes me feare that doomes day is at hand. 

When such as loue their eies will needes be blind, 
And such as heare will seeme to stoppe their eares, 
And £Eithers to their children are vnkind. 
Because they thinke that they are none of theirs. 
When they haue wiues, and other make their heires : 
When such hard pointes the world doth stand vpon, 
I feare me doomes day vrill be comming on. 

When that the world is set vpon a will, 
And purses carie matters as they list, 
When all the grace is in the golden skill. 
And few or none that cares for had I wist. 
And each one thinkes he walketh in a mist : 
When all these courses £all out in a yeere, 
I feare me Doomes day will be very neere. 

When idle quarrels breede vngodly warres. 
And subtil peace decdues a simple heart. 
When men do shoote their arrowes at the starres 
And neuer thinke of death his sodaine dart : 
When thus the world doth take the foolish part, 
When all good thoughts are flung vpon the floore, 
I feare me Doomes day will be at the doore. 

When he that puts himselfe into good ragges, 
Thinkes himselfe halfe a prince for his apparrdl. 
When he that hath the chest of golden be^gges 
Bdeeues he hath the world within a barreU : 
When foUy thus with better wit will quarrell 

While wisedome in the world hath much disgrace. 

I feare me Doomes day will come on apace. 

When lands and bagges do marry wealth to wealth. 
And want and vertue must go downe the wind. 
When few or none regard the spirites health. 
While wicked humors leade away the mind : 
When the poore world is in this pitteous kind, 
Whfle hellish spirits in their pride do stand, 
I feare me Doomes day will be hard at hand. 



When Charing crosse and Paules do meete. 
And breake their fast in Friday streete, 
And Ware and Waltam go to Kent, 
To purchase lands and gather rent. 
And Easter falles afore the Lent : 
Then if my Table doe not lie. 
The day of doome will sure be nie. 

When woodcockes build in dawcockes nestes. 
And Robin Hood is rise againe, 
And misers churles make merry feasts. 
And merchants loose that they may gaine : 
When once the world is in that vaine. 

Then do not thinke but nigh that yeere. 

The day of doome is very neere. 

When euery child his father knowes. 
And euery man will loue his wife. 
And women sweare to be no shrowes. 
But husbands leade a quiet life. 
While kindnesse cuts off euery strife : 
Then without doubt this build vpon, 
The day of doome is conuning on. 

When Newgate is without a knaue, 

And Bridewell found without a whoore, 

A galley found without a slaue, 

A Farmers bame without a floore, 

And not a beggar at the doore : 
Then let both time and reson trie, 
And if that doomes day be not nie. 

When theeues begin to leaue to steale, 
And lades will leaue their kicking trickes. 
And fooles their secrets will conceale, 
And maides will vse no setting stickes. 
Nor blacke thome carrie pointed prickes : 
Then do not thinke but in that yeere, 
The day of doome will sure be neere. 

When old men care not for their health, 
And faire yong women wish to die, 
And rich men throw away their wealth, 
And Rascalls leaue their beggarie, 
And Knaues will leaue their knauerie : 
Then thinke as I haue said before, 
The day of Doome is at the doore. 

When wanton eies breede wicked minds. 
And wilfiill heads breede wofull hearts, 
While indiscretion nature blinds, 
To scome the rules of Reasons Artes, 
And headlong fall into foule partes, 
Til had-I-wist make folly crie : 
Then thinke the day of Doome is nie. 

When women will no malice shew 
And men are free from envies fault, 
Who may be high, wil be below, 
And beefe keepe sweete that hath no salt, 
And Beere is brewed with musty Malt : 
Then do beleeue that truth will trie. 
The day of Doome will sure be nie. 



12 



PASQ VILS PROGNOSTIC A TION, 



When Gamsters at Primero rests. 
Will put out all their purses eie. 
And warres do grow to be but iests. 
Where many fight, and few do die, 
A spider will not eate a flie : 

Then by my rule I vnderstand. 

The day of Doonie will be at hand. 
When Souldiers led into a field. 
Do see their leaders runne at a stay, 
The valiant to the coward yedd. 
That doth his honour steale away : 
When the world is at such a fray. 

I say but as I said before, 

Thinke Doomes day will be at the doore. 

When that a Cocke wil craue his hen. 
Because shee is not of his breede. 
And boies will be as good as men, 
When schoUers teach their Masters reade. 
An hearb is spoilM by a weede : 

Then by my rules experience. 

That day of Doome is not &rre hence. 

When no good nature can amend ill manners, 
Nor daily preaching draw the world to God, 
But sinne and shame display their open banners. 
While he on earth begins to make abode. 
When holy thoughts are wholy ouertrode. 
While faith and troth do feare to shew their €eux : 
I feare me Doomes day will come on apace. 

When that a man must seeke to please his wife, 
For feare the cuckoe sing vpon his head, 
A women will be wearie of her life, 
Because she cannot bring a foole to bed, 
When siluer thus must be ezchangde for led : 

By such true rules as I haue rightly scand. 

I feare me Doomes day will be hard at hand. 

When wicked minds will in their humors dwell, 
And sinne is not ashamde to shew her face. 
And Atheists are resolude to go to hell. 
Because they haue no feeling thought of Grace : 
When that the world is in this wofull case, 
And death and sorrow do begin their song, 
I feare the day of Doome will not be long. 

When men and women gree like dogges and cats. 
Because the world is full of wicked natures, 
And euery towne is full of mice and rattes, 
That do deuoure the foode of better creatures, 
While fooles make idolls of ill-iauoured features : 
When we are thus poore, people to beg on vs, 
I feare me doomes day will come stealing on vs. 

When that a cat will eate no milke, 
And that a fox the goose forsakes, 
And courtiers leaue their wearing silke, 
And snow doth leaue to {^M in flakes. 
And one man marres that ot|ier makes : 

Then doth my Table say that yeere. 

The day of I>oome will sure be neere. 
When fishes leaue to play with baites. 
And buzxards leaue to beate the wind. 
And knaues will leaue with cunning sleights. 
For to decdue a simple mind : 



When that the world is in this kind. 
Be sure this note to build vpon. 
The day of Doome is comming on. 

When morrice dancers leaue their bells, ^ 

The foole his bable by will lay. 
And oisters breede without their shells. 
And that the mice with cattes will play. 
While wise men make fooles holy day : 
Then tell me if my table he. 
That sales that doomes day will be nie. 

When that a Kite the Chicken feares. 
The wolfe will not come neere the Lamb, 
The frogs will be as big as Beares, 
The Ewe will not abide the Ramme, 
A Calfe wil leaue to sucke the Damme : 
Then do I by my table find. 
That doomes day is not ferre behind. 

When youth wUl not the wantons i^y. 
And age hath swome he will not dote. 
And wil and wit are at a fray. 
While beggarie is not worth a groate : 
It is a oertaine rule to note. 
That very much upon that y e ere . 
The day of doome approcheth neere. 

When that a beggar faianes a King, 
And fishes swhnme vrithout their finnes, 
An Owle wO teadi a Larke to sing. 
And fishers leaue to lay their ginnes, 
When puddings creepe out of their skinnes : 

Then thinke as I haue said before. 

The day of doome is at the doore. 

When Swallowes leaue to feede on Flies, 

And Asses looke into the ayre. 

And Mowles begin to ope their eies. 

And two fooles do not make a paire. 

And Basenesse sits in Honors chaire. 
And the Lord be seruant to a Qroome : 
Then thinke vpon the day of doome. 

When fire begins to leaue his heaie, 

No coolenesse in the water is, 

The hungry will refuse their me^te, 

And louers leaue to coll and kisse, 

And all is well that was amisse : 
Then doth m^ perfect rule descrie. 
The day of doome wil sure be nigh. 

When oouetotisnesse cfin infect a Kingi 
And pride is set vpon ft beggars heart. 
And too much wiuit the honest mind doth wring. 
While helplesse sorrow breedes the spirits smart : 
When thus the diuell ginnes to play his part, 
To fill the world with such unhappy fare, 
I feare doomes day before we be aware. 

When furies flie like sparkles in the ayre, 
With fire and sword, to fil the world with bloud. 
And fearefiil sou]es are neere vnto despaire, 
While graodesse hearts can see no hQpe of good. 
But endlesse sorrow is Uie sinners food : 

When thus the diudl in the world doth sit. 

Doomes day wil come, although it be not yti. 



FINIS. 



I 

i 



I. 

I 



V 



•S^>^«i^V.^^V.^^ ^H.^H.^'.^^^^^H^H.^H.^U.,^,^ 



f 

MELANCHOLIKE HUMOURS. 



1600. 



'^t'^rTtTtt'^rt'^t^iic^tT't 



NOTE. 

< Melanchdike Humours' was reprinted by Sir Eoerton Brydges at the 
Lee Priory Press (1815, 4to, 86 copies). It is perhaps the most inaccurate of 
the whole of the Brydges' books, as an entire stanza and various lines are 
omitted in ' An vnhappy, solemne, jeasting curse/ and many words tinkered, 
misspelled, or misprinted, e,g, to the Reader, 'pains' for 'paine :' 'nest' for 
'death' (W^^ is Hellf) ; 'doth' for 'doe' {Oid.) : 'save' for 'seme' {Afa/ 
Contend): 'pound' for 'ground' {A Soiemne Sonnet): 'heart' for 'soule,' 
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{A quarrell with Loue) : 'me' for 'them' M fVish in Vaine) : 'cruel' for 
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and literary interest of ' Melanchollke Humours ' see our Memorial-Intro- 
duction. Our text is from the extremely rare original edition in the 
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A to F, in fours ; 23 leaves, sm. 4to. The Contents on verso of title-page 
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To the Lover of good studies, 
and Fauourer of good actions, 

MASTER THOMAS BLUNT, 

Heavens blessings and earths happinesse. 



SIR,— Ai> kncwUdgi of your good judgtmemt in the ' 
dtuertity of humours, and your deposition to 
that test meianeho/ie, that cannot run madde with 
triJUs, hath made me {vpon the gathering together of 
certain odde pieces of poetry) to oger my labours to 
your patience, and my hue to your seruice. They are 
all waters of one spring: but they runne through many 
kinds of earth, whereof they giue a kinde of tang in their 



taste. Such as they be, I leaue them to the kindnesse of 
your acceptation, and my selfe to your like commaunde- 
ment. And so {loath to vse ceremonious cdpliments) in 
theaffiection of a poore friend, and in huwtble thanheful- 
nesse for your manie vndeserued favours, 



I rest yours, very much to commaund. 



N. B. 



t Co tl^e EeaDer 



PASQVIL, bauing been long in his dumps, in 
somewhat better then a browne studie, hath 
brought forth the fruites of a fewe Melancholike 
Humours ; which chieefly he oommendeth to spirits 
of his own nature, full of melancholy, and as neere 
Bedlem as Mooregate : a figure in the fields, to be easily 
disdphered. To be short, and to growe towards an 
ende, ere I haue wel begun, I wil tel you : the gStlem&s 
bnuns were much troubled, as you may see by his per- 
plexities ; but with studying how to make one line leuell 
Mrith another, in more rime then perhaps some will thinke 



reason, with much adoe about nothing, hee hath made 
a piece of worke as little worth. He that can giue him 
lesse commendation, let him vse his arte. For mine 
owne part, I haue taken paine to write his Will, which 
he hath sent to the worlde to like as it list. According 
to whose will, I leaue it : entreating no man to wreste 
his will to any thing further then may stand with his 
pleasure ; but to speak indifferently of all things, as hee 
findes cause. And so I rest 

Your fiiende, 

N. B. 



%n iSltttl^orem. 



THov, that wouldstfnde the habit of true passion, 
And see a minde attir'd in perfect straines; 
No twearing moodes, as gallants doe a fashion. 
In these pide times, only to shewe their braines, 

Lookehereon Bretons Worke, the masUr print : 
Where, such perfections to the life doe rise; 

If they seeme wry, to such as looke asquint. 
The faults not in the object, but their eyes. 



For, as one comming with a laterall viewe 
Vnto a cunning piece wrought perspective. 

Wants facultie to make a censure true: 
So with this Authors readers will it thriue 



Which, being eyed directly, I diuine 
His proofs their praise, will meet, as in this line. 

Ben: Iohnson. 
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fj^ See and Say Nothing. 



H my thoughts, keepe in your words. 
Least their passage do repent yee 
Knowing. Fortune still affordes 
Nothing, but may discontent yee. 



If your saint be like the sunne, 
Sit not yee in Phoebus chaire, 

Least, when once the horses runne. 
Yee be Dedalus his heire. 

If your labours well deserue. 

Let jrour silence onely grace them ; 
And in patience hope preserue, 

That no fortune can deface them. 

If your firiend doe growe vnkinde, 
Grieue. but doe not seeme to showe it 

For a patient heart shall finde 
Comfort, when the soule shall know it. 

If your trust be all betrai'd, 
Trie, but trust no more at all : 

But in soule be not dismai'd : 
Whatsoeuer doe beialL 

In your selues your selues enclose. 

Keepe your secrecies vnseene ; 
Least when ye your selues disclose, 

Yee had better neuer beene. 

And what euer be your state, 

Doe not languish ouerlong ; 
Least you finde it, all too late. 

Sorrow be a deadly song. 

And be comforted in this. 
If your passions be concealed. 

Crosse or comfort, bale or blisse. 
' Tis the best, is not reuealed. 

So, my dcerest thoughts, adieu. 

Hark whereto my soule doth call yee : 

Be but secret, wise, sCnd true, 
Feare no euill can befall yee. 



H What is Hell ? 

What is the place that some do paint for Hell ? 

A lake of honx>ur for the life of man : 
Is it not then the death wherein I dwell, 

That knowes no joy, since first my life began ? 

What are the diuils ? Spirits of tormenting ; 

What else are they, that vexe me in each vaine ? 
With wretched thoughts my wofiill spirit tempting, 

Or die perplex mee in an afier-paine. 

What is the fire ? but, an effect of sinne, 
That keepes my heart in an vnkindly beat 

How kmg shall I this life continue in ? 
Till true repentance mercy doe entreate. 

And I^tience cry, enen at the latest breath. 
Sane mee, sweet Lord yet trO the secOd death. 

% Mal Content. 

If I desir'd vnto the world to line. 
Or sought in soule to seme the golden God : 

If I did homage to an idole giue. 
Or, with the wicked wisht to haue abode. 

Then, well might Justice lay her sword vpon mee. 

In due correction of my crooked hart ; 
But shall I Hue, in soule thus woe begon mee,~ 

That seeke in faith to seme the better part ? 

Ah, wretched Soule, why dost thou murmur so ? 

It is thy crosse, and thou art borae to beare it : 
Through hellish griefs thy hart to heave must go. 

For Patience crowne, if thou wilt line to wear it. 

Then rest with this, (since Faith is Virtues friend,) 
Death ends distresse,Heauen makes a happy end. 



IT A E>olepull Passion. 

Oh, tynd heart too full of son o wes, 
In night-like daies, despairing m< 
How canst thou thinke, so deepdy 
To hope to line to be relkued? 
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Good Fortune hath all grace forswome thee, 
And cruel! Care hath too much tome thee : 
Vnlaithiull friends do all decdue thee ; 
Acqi^aintance all vnkindly leaue thee. 

Beauty, out of her booke doth blot thee, 
And Loue hath vtterly forgot thee : 
Patience doth but to passion moue thee, 
While only Honour lines to loue thee. 

Thine enemies all ill deuise thee. 
Thy friends but little good aduise thee ; 
And they who most doe duety owe thee, 
Doe seeme as though they doe not knowe thee. 

Thus Pittie weepes to looke vpon thee, 
To see how thou art woe b^on thee ; 
And while these passions seeke to spill thee, 
Death but attends the houre to kill thee. 

And since no thoughte is comming to thee. 
That any way may comfort doe thee ; 
Dispose thy thoughtes as best may please thee. 
That Heauen, of all thy Hell, may ease thee. 

IF A Testament vpon the Passion. 

To Care, that crucifies my heart, 
My sighes and sobbes I doe bequeath ; 
And to my Sorrowes deepest smart, 
The latest gaspe that I doe breath. 

To Fortune, I bequeath my folly. 
To giue to such as seeke her grace : 
To £uthlesse friends, that fortune wholly. 
That brought mee in this heavie case. 

To Beauty, I bequeath mine age ; 
To Love, the hate of wit and sense ; 
To Patience, but the cure of rage ; 
To Honour, Virtues patience. 

Mine enemies I do forgiue ; 
And to my friends I giue my loue ; 
And wish vngratefiil hearts may liue 
But like ingratitude to proue. 

To Pitty, I bequeath my teares. 

To fill her eyes when they be dry ; 

To Faith, the fearelesse thoughts of feares, 

To giue to life, to let me die. 

My care I doe bequeath to Death, 

To cut the threades that thoughts do spinne ; 

And at my latest gasp of breath, 

To Heauen my soule, to Hell my sinne. 

% A Fantasticke Solemne Humour. 

SovND, good Reason, sound my sorrowes, 

Equall them with any lining ; 

Finde the worst of all her gluing. 
When she most her mischiefe bonowes. 

Leaue not patience all perplexed. 
Where no passions are appeased ; 
But her torments, never eased, 

Keepe her spirit too much vexed. 



Tell, oh tell the truest story 
That hath long time bene described ; 
Whereto justly is ascribed 

Sorrowes pride, and Death his glory. 

Loue bred in Discretions blindnesse. 

Shadowes, for the sunne affecting 

Nothing, but nothing effecting, 
Shewes the crosse of Natures kindnesse. 

Wit, bewitcht with wanton Beauty, 
Lost the raines of Reasons bridJe ; 
And, in Folly all too idle. 

Brake the bands of Reasons duty. 

Time misspent in Follies trifles, 
(With repentance sorrow feeding,) 
In the rules of Reasons reeding, 

Findes them nothing else but nifles. 

Care, yet seeking to recouer 
Indiscretions heavie losses. 
Found, in casting vp my crosses, 

S<MTOW only left the louer. 

1 A Briefe of Sorkowe. 

MvsE of sadnesse neere Deaths fashion. 
Too neere madnesse, write my passion ; 
Paines possesse mee, Sorrowes spill mee. 
Cares distresse mee, all would kill mee ; 
Hopes haue faild mee. Fortune foild mee. 
Feares haue quaild mee, all haue spdld mee : 
Woes haue wome mee, sighes haue soakt mee ; 
Thoughts haue tome mee, all haue broke mee. 
Beauty strooke me, Loue hath catcht mee. 
Death hath tooke mee, all dispatcht mee. 

H A SoLRMNE Fancy. 

Sorrow in my heart breedeth 

A cocatrices neast. 
Where euery young bird feedeth 

Vpon my Hearts vnrest. 

Where euery pecke they giue mee, 

(Which euery houre they doe,) 
Vnto such paine they driue mee, 

I knowe not what to doe. 
Oh, broode vnhapp'ly hatched 

Of such a cursed kinde, 
Where Death and Sorrowe matched, 

Liue, but to kill the minde. 

Wordei torments are but trifles. 

That but conceits confounde ; 
And Natures griefes but nifles 

Vnto the Spirits wounde. 
They are but Cares good morrowes 

That passions can declare ; 
While my Hearts inward sorrowes 

Are all without compare. 
Fortune, she seekes to sweare mee 

To all may discontent mee ; 
Yet sayes, she doth forbeare mee. 

She doth no more torment mee. 
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la icaroe a fiutonrs tittle ; 
And thoach ibe doe disddgne mee. 
She tUnkes inj griele too little. 

Loiie&llei into a hwigfritw 

At Reaioiis little good. 
While Sorrow, with her quaffing. 

Is dmnke with my heart blood. 

But let her drinke and spare not, 

VntiQ my heart be dry ; 
And let Lore langh, I care not ; 

My hope is. I fhaU dy. 

And Death shall only tell 
My firoward fortunes iashioa. 

That nearest Tnto heU 
Was found the Loven passion. 



IT A SoLBMiiK SosniBT. 

FoBim hadi writ cliaracten oo my beait 
As fon of crosKS as the sidmie can bolde. 

Which tdl of tonnents. tearing eooy part, 
WhOe Death and Somme do my fote vafaide. 

Patienoe sits leaning like a pining aaole. 

That had no heart to thinke of Hopes refide ; 
While fruitlesie cares disoomfoft doe cnroale 

Within the ground of ; 



Thonglits tie about, asaBin fcare eonioanded ; 

Reason giowne mad, with toomncfasK 
Loue, passion-rent, to see his patirncr wounded. 

With dreadfoU terrors of Despaires intent. 

While Care condndes, in co mforts oiRgthsowne, 
Wh2 Death can qieak. my pasnOt shal be 



\ An Extkbamb Passion. 

OVT of the depth of deadly griefe, tormenting day and night ; 

A wounded hart and wretched soule depriu'd of all delight ; 

Where neuer thought of comfort came, that passid might appease ; 

Or by the smallest sparke of hope might glue the smallest ease : 

Let me intreat that solemne Muse that semes but Sorrowes tnme. 

In oeasselesse sighes and endlesse sobs to helpe my souk to moume. 

But, Oh what thought beyOd al thought hath thought to think vpoo. 

Where Patience findes her greatest power in passions ouogon. 

That neere the doore of Natures death in dolefull notes doth dwell ; 

In Horrors fits that will describe my too much figur'd hell. 

What want, what wrong, what care, what crosse, may crudfie a hart ; 

But day and howre I doe endure in all and euery part? 

Want to sustaine the Bodies neede, wrong to distract the mlnde : 

Where Want makes Wit and Reason both to goe against their Idnde. 

Care to deuise for Comforts helpe ; but so by Fortune crost. 

As kils the heart, to cast the eye on nought but labour losL 

Desire to liue, in spite of Death, yet still in lining dying ; 

And so a greater death than death, by want of dying, trying. 

Oh, hell of hels, if euer earth such horror can afford. 

Where such a world of helpelesse cares doe lay the heart aboord. 

No day, no night, no thought, no dreame, but of that doleful nature, 

That may amaze, or sore affright, a most afflicted creature. 

Friends tumd to foes, foes vse their force ; and Fortune in her pride, 

Shaks hand with Fate, to make my soule the weight of sorrow bide. 

Care brings in sicknes, sicknes pain, and paine with patience passion. 

With biting in most bitter griefes brings feature out of fieuhion ; 

Where brawn falne cheeks, heart scalding sighs, and dimmed eyes with teares 

Doe shewe, in Lifes anatomy, what burthen Sorrowe beares. 

Where all day long in helplesse cares, all hopelesse of reliefe, 

I wish for night, I might not see the objectes of my griefe. 

And when night comes, woes keep my wits in such a waking vaine, 

That I could wish, though to my griefe, that it were day againe. 

Thus dales are nights, which nights are dales, which dales are like those nights, 

That to my passids sSse preset but only Sorrows sights ; 

Which to the eye but of the minde of Misery appeare. 

To fill the heart of forlome Hope too lull of heauie cheare. 

Oh hart how canst thou hold so fong, and art not broke ere this ? 
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When all thy strings are but the straines that c6fort strikes amisae. 

Yet must thou make thy musicke still tmt of that moumfull strainc, 

Where Sorrowe, in the sound of death, doth shew her sweeieit vain : 

Or where her Muses all consent in their ooosort to trie 

Their sweetest musicke, in desire to die, and cannot die. 

The peUican that kils her sel£e, her young ones for to feede, 

Is pleas'd to dy that they may Hue, that suck when she doth bleede : 

But while I in those cares consume that would my spirit kill. 

Nought Hues by me, when I must die, to feede but Sorrowes will 

The hart that's hQted all day kmg> hath sport yet with the hoGds, 

And happly beats off many a dogge before his deadly wounds : 

But my poore heart is hunted still with such a cruell cry. 

As in their dogged humours line, while I alone must die. 

The swan that sings before her death, doth shew that she is pleas'd, 

To knowe that death will not be long in helping the diseas'd : 

But my poore swanlike soule, (alas) hath no such power to sing ; 

Because she knowes not when my death will make my care a king. 

What shall I say? but only say ; I knowe not what to say : 

So many torments teare my heart, and tugge it euery way. 

My suime is tumd into a shade, or else mine eyes are blinde. 

That Sorrowes doude makes all seeme darke, that comes into my minde. 

My youth to age ; or else because my comforts are so colde, 

My sorrowe makes me in conceit to be decrepit olde. 

My hopes to feares ; or else because my fortunes are forlome, 

My fande makes me make my selfe vnto my selfe a scome. 

My life to death ; or else because my heart is so perplexed, 

I finde my selfe but lining dead, to fede my soule so vexed. 

For what is here that earth can yedd in Pleasures sweetest vaine, 

But in the midst of all my cares doth still increase my paine ? 

While epicures are overglut, I ly, and stanie for foode ; 

Because my consdenoe can not thriue vpon ill gotten good. 

While other swimme in choyce of silkes, I sit alone in ragges ; 

Because I can not fitte the time to fill the golden bagges. 

While other are bedeckt in golde, in pearle, and pretious stone ; 

I sigh to see they haue so much, and I can light of none. 

Not that I enuie their estate, but wish that God would giue 

Some comfort to my carefull hope, wherby my heart might Hue. 

Some please themsdves in choyce of sports, in trifles and in toies ; 

While my poore feeble spirit feedes of nothing but annoyes. 

Some haue tbdr houses statdy built, and gorgeous to beholde ; 

While in a cottage, bare and poore, I bide the bitter colde. 

Some haue their chariots and thdr horse, to beare them to and firo ; 

While I am glad to waike on foote, and glad I can doe so. 

Some haue their musickes hermony, to please their idle eares ; 

While of the song of sorrow still my soule the burthen beares. 

Some haue thdr choice of all perfumes, that Natures arte can giue ; 

While sinne doth stinke so in my soule, as makes me loath to Hue. 

They, like the wielders of the world, command, and haue thdr will ; 

While I, a weakling in the world, am slaue to sorrow still. 

The owle, that makes the night her day. delights yet in the darke ; 

But I am forc't to play the owle, that haue beene bred a larke. 

The eagle from the lowest vale can mount the lofty skie ; 

But I am fiUne downe from the hill, and in the vale must die. 

The sparrow in a princes, house can finde a place to builde ; 

I scarce can finde out any place that will my comfort yeelde. 

The little vrrerme doth find a worme, the little finch a seede ; 

While my poore heart doth hunger still, and finds but little feede. 

The bee doth find her hony flower, the butterflie her leafe ; 

But Icanfindeaworideofoorne, that yeekles not me a sheafe. 

n 
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The horse, the oxe, the silly asse, that tugge out all the day, 

At night come home, and take their rest, and lay thefa- worke away : 

While my poore heart, both day and night, in passions ooertoild ; 

By ouerlabour of my braine doUi finde my spirit spoiled. 

The winds doe blowe away the dowds, that wonld obscure the sun ; 

And how all glorious is the sky, when once the stormes are done 1 

But in the heavC of my harts hope, where my loves light doth shine ; 

I nothing see, but clouds of cares, or else my sunne dedine. 

The earth is watred, smooth'd and drest, to keepe her gardens gay ; 

While my poore heart, in woefiill thoughtes, must wither stQl away. 

The sea is sometime at a calme, where shippes at andior ride ; 

And fishes, on the sunny shore, doe play on euery side : 

But my poore heart in Sorrows seas, is sicke of such a quahne ; 

As, while these stormy tempests holde, can neuer k)oke for calme. 

So that I see, each bird and beast, the sea, the earth, the sky, 

All sometime in their pleasures line, while I akme must die. 

Now thinke, if all this be too true, (as would it were not so) 

If any creature Hue on earth, that doe like sorrow knowe. 

Nay, aske of Sorrow, euen her sdfe, to thinke how I am wounded, 

If she be not, to see my woes, within her sdfe confounded : 

Or say, no figure can mffice toy sorrowes frame to feshion, 

Where Pfttifice thus hath shew'd her sdfe, beyGd her sdfe in passion. 

Par nulla figmra dolori, me dolor meo. 



^ A SoLEMNB Farewell to the World. 

Oh fodome Fancy whereto dost thou line, 
To weary out the senses with vnrest ? 
Hopes are but cares, that but discomforts giue, 
WUle only fooles doe dime ihtpkotnix nest : 
To heart sicke soules all joyes are but a jest. 
Thou dost in vain but striue against the streame, 
With blinded eyes to see the sunny beame. 

Die vrith desire, abandoned from delight. 
Thy weary winter lastetb all the yeare : 
Say to thy sdfe that darknesse is the light. 
Wherein doth nothing but thy death appeare ; 
While wit and sense, in Sorrowes heauy cheare, 
Findes thee an humour, but vnkindly bredde 
Of Hopes illusions, in too weake a head. 

Fortune afirightes thee with a thousand feares. 
While Folly feedes thee with abuse of wit ; 
And while thy force in fainting passion weares, 
Patience is ready to increase the fit. 
Where agonies in their extreames doe sit : 
So that, each way, thy soule is so perplexed. 
As better die, then line to be so vexed. 

Say, Patience somewhat doe asswage thy paine ; 
Prolonged cures are too vncomfortable ; 
And where that care doth neuer comfort gaine, 
The state, alasse must needes be miserable : 
Where Sorrowes labours are so lamentable, 
That Silence saies, that to the soule complains, 
Conceal^ sorrowes are the killing pains. 



Then doe not oeasse to sigh and sobbe thy fill, 
Bleede in the teares of true loue's lining blood ; 
Shewe how vnkindnesse seekes the heart to kill. 
That hides a buuard in a felcons hoode : 
Feede not thy self vrith misooncdpted good ; 

Better to starue, then in a sugred |ull 

To taste the poison of the Spirits iU. 

But if thou canst content thee with thy life. 
And wilt endure a double death to line , 
If thou canst beare that bitter kinde of strife. 
Where crosse conodpts but discontents do giue : 
If to this ende thou canst thine humour driue, 

And cares true patience can command thee so ; 

Give me then leave to tell thee what I knowe. 

I knowe too well, that all too long haue tryed. 
That earth containeth not that may content thee ; 
Sorrowe will so beset thee on each side, 
That Wit nor Reason can the thought inuent thee, 
But that will some way serue for to torment thee : 
Hope wil decdue thee, Happinesse goe by thee. 
Fortune will faile thee, and the World defie thee. 

Beauty will blinde thine eyes, bewitch thine heart, 
Confound thy senses, and commaund thy will, 
Soome thy desire, not looke on thy desart, 
Disdaine thy seruioe, quite thy good with ill, 
And make no care thy very soule to kill. 
Time will outgoe thee, Sonowe overtake thee, 
And Death, a shadow of a substance, make thee. 

I know this world will neuer be for thee ; 
Consdence must carry thee another way : 
Another world must be for thee and mee. 
Where happie thoughts must make their holiday. 
While hcMienly comforts neuer will decay. 
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We must not thinke in this ill age to thriue, 
Where Faith and Loue are scarcely found aliue. 

Wee must not build our houses on the sands, 
Where euery flood will wash them quite away ; 
Nor set our scales mto those widced bands, 
Where damnM soules their dd>ts in hel must pay : 
Our states must stand vpon a better stay ; 
Vpon the rock we must our houses builde. 
That wil our frames from winde and water shield. 

Goe, bid the world, with all his trash, fiareweU, 
And tell the earth it shall be all but dust : 
These wicked wares, that worldlings buy and sdl, 
The moath will eat, or else the canker rust : 
All flesh is grasse, and to the graue it must. 

This sinke of sin is but the way to hell ; 

Leaue it, I say, and bid the world larewelL 

Account of pompe but as a shadowed power, 
And thinke of friends but as the sommer flies : 
Esteeme of beauty as a fading flower, 
And louers fancies but as fieibled lies : 
Hnowe, that oil earth there is no Paradise. 
Who sees not heauen is surely spirit-blinde. 
And like a body that doth ladce a minde. 

Then let vs lie as dead, till there wee liue, 
Where only loue doth liue for euer blest ; 
And only loue the ondy life doth giue, 
That bringes the soule vnto etemaU rest : 
Let vs this wicked, wretched world detest, 
Where gracelesse hearts in hellish sins persever, 
And fly to heaven, to liue in grace for euer. 

^ A SOLEMNE CONCKIPT. 

z 
Doth Love liue in Beauties eyes? 

Why then are they so vnloving? 

Patience in her passion prouing. 
There his sorrowe chiefely lies. 

a 
Liues beliefe in lovers hearts? 

Why then are they vnbelieuing? 

Hourely so the spirit grieuing. 
With a thousand jealous smarts? 

3 

Is there pleasure in Loue's passion ? 

Why then is it so vnpleasing. 
Heart and spirit both diseasing, 
Where the wits are out of flEuhion? 

4 
No : Love sees in Beauties eyes : 
He bath only lost his seeing : 
Where in So r ro w e s only being 
All his comfort wholly dies. 

5 
Faith, within the heart of Loue, 

Fearefiil of the thing it hath, 

Treading of a trembling path, 

Doth but jealousie approue. 



In Loves passion then what pleasure? 
Which is but a lunacy : 
Where griefe, feare, and jealousie, 

Plague the senses out of measure? 

7 

Farewell, then, (vnkindly) Fancy, 
In thy courses all too cruell : 
Woe the price of sudi a Jewell, 

As tumes Reason to a franxy. 

^ A STRAUNGB A, B, C. 

To leame the babies A, B, C, 

Is fit for children, not for meet, 

I knowe the letters all so well, 

I neede not leame the way to spell ; 
And for the crosse, before the rowe, 
I leam'd it all too long agoe. 

Then let them goe to sdioole that list, 
To hang the lippe at '"Had J wist: 
I never loii'd a booke of home. 
Nor leaues that haue their letters wome ; 
Nor with a fescue to direct mee, 
Where euery puny shall correct mee. 

I will the treuant play a while. 
And with mine eare mine eye beguile ; 
And only heare what other see. 
What mocketh them as well as mee ; 

And laugh at him that goes to sdioole, 
To leame with mee to play the foole. 

But, soft awhile : I haue mistooke, 
This is but some imagin'd booke. 
That wilfull hearts in wantons eyes 
Doe ondy by concdts deuise ; 

Where spdl and put together, proue 
The reading of the rules of Loue. 

But if it be so, let it be : 

It shall no lesson be for mee. 

Let them goe spdl that can not reede. 

And know the crosse vnto thdr speede ; 

While I am taught but to disoeme. 

How to forget the thing I leame. 

1 FiE ON Pride. 

The hidden Pride that lurkes in Beauties eyes. 

And overlookes the humble hearts of Loue. 
Doth nothing dsebut vaine effectes deuise. 

That may discretion frx>m the minde remoue. 

Oh. how it workes in wit, for idle wordes 
To buy repentance but with labour lost ; 

While Sorrowes fortune nothing dse affordes, 
But showres of raine vpon a bitter frost : 

A wicked shadowe that deodues the sight. 
And breedes an itch that ouerrunnes the hart ; 

Which, leauing Reason in a pitious plight ; 
Consumes the spirit with a curdesse smart : 

While wounded Patience in her passion cries. 
Fie vpon Pride, that hiriKs in Beauties eyes. 
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IT A Farewell to Loue. 

Farewell Loue, and louing folly, 
All thy thoughts are too vnhoUy : 
Beauty strikes thee full of blindenesse, 
And then kils thee with vnldndnesse. 

Farewell wit, and witty reason. 
All betrai'd by Fancies treason : 
Loue hath of all joy bereft thee. 
And to Sorrow only left thee. 

Farewell will, and wilfull fancy. 

All in daunger of a firensy, 

Love to Beauties bowe hath wonne thee, 

And togither all vndone thee. 

Farewell Beauty, Sorrowes agent ; 
Farewdl Sorrow, Patience pagent ; 
Farewdl Piitienoe, Passions stayer ; 
Farewdl Passion, Loues betrayer. 

Sorrows agent. Patience pagent. 
Passions stayer, Looes betrayer. 
Beauty, Sorrow, Patience, Passion ; 
Farewdl life, of such a &shion. 

Fashion, so good fiuhions spilling ; 
Pasaoo, so with passions kUling : 
Patience, so with soiiow wounding ; 
Farewell Beauty, Looes confounding. 

If A JEASTING CURSB. 

Fib vpon that too much Beauty, 
That so blindeth Reasons seeiqg, 

As, in swearing all Looes duety, 
Giues him, no where else, a beeing. 

CuraM be thou, all in kindnesse. 
That with Beauty Loue hast wounded ; 

Blessing Loue, yet in such blindenesse, 
As in Beautie is confounded. 

Eoer maist thou Hue tormented 
With the £aith of Loue vnfained, 

Tm thy heart may be contented 
To rdieue whom thou hast pained. 

Thus, in wroth of so well pleased. 
As concealeth ioyes confessing. 

Till my paine be wholly eased, 
CuraM be thou, all in blessing. 

So fiuewell and fiairdy note it, 
He who as his soule doth hate thee, 

Yrom his very heart hath wrote it, 
Neuer euill thought come at thee. 

% A SOLEMNE TOIE. 

If that Loue had beene a king, 
He would hane commanded Beauty : 

But hee is a silly thing, 
That hath swome to doe her duety. 

If that Loue had beene a God, 
He had then beene full of grace : 

But how grace and kme are odde, 
Tis too pfadne a pitious case. 



No : Love is an idle jeast. 

That hath only made a woord. 
Like vnto a cuckoes neast. 

That hath neuer hatcht a bird. 

Then from nothing to concdue 

That may any substance bee, 
Yet so many doth decdue ; 

Lord of heaven, deliuer mee. 

^ A Displeasure against Loue. 

Love is witty, but not wise. 
When he stares'on Beauties eyes ; 
Finding wonders in conceit. 
That doe £all out but decdt. 

Wit is stable, but not staied. 
When his senses are betraied ; 
Where, too late. Sorrow doth proue 
Beauty makes a foole of Loue. 

Youth is forward, but too fond. 
When he falles in Cupids bond ; 
Where repentance lets him see. 
Fancy £ast is neuer free. 

Age is cunning, but vnkinde. 
When he once growes CupitMinAt : 
For when Beauty is vntoward. 
Age can neuer be but froward. 

So that I doe finde in briefe, 
In the grounds of Natures griefe. 
Age, and youth, and wit doe proue. 
Beauty makes a foole of Love. 

% A Farewell to Conceipt. 

Farewell Concdt : Cdcdt no more wel fare : 
Hope feeds the heart with humours, to no end : 

Fortime is fialse, in dealing of her share : 
Virtue in heauen must only seeke a friend. 

Adieu, Desire. Desire, no more adieu, 
^^11 hath no leasure to regard desart : 

Love findes. too late, the prouerbe all too true, 
That Beauties eyes stoode neuer in her heart. 

Away, poore Loue. Loue, seek no more a way 
Vnto thy woe, where wishing is no wealth : 

In nightes deepe daikenesse neuer looke for day. 
Nor in hearts sidmesse euer seeke for health. 

Desire, Conceipt, away, adieu, farewell : 
Love is deceiu'd, that seeks for heauen in hell. 

^ An Unhappy, Solemne, Jeasting Curse. 

Oh venome, cursed, wicked, wretched eyes. 
The killing lookers on the heart of Loue : 

Where witching Bea&ty lines but to deuise 
The plague of wit, and passions hdl to proue. 

That snowy necke that chillest, more than snowe, 
Both eyes and harts, that line but to behold thee ; 

That gracdes lip, frd whfice Loves grief doth grow. 
Who doth in all his sweetest sense infold thee. 
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Those chaining hairs, more hard than iron chains, 
In tying &st the ilEurest thoughts of Loue : 

Yee shameful cheeks, that in your blushing vains 
The ravisht passions of the minde doe proue. 

Yee spider fingers of those spitefull hands, 
That worke but webbes to tangle Fancies eyes : 

That idole breast, that like an image stands, 
To worke the hell of reasons heresies. 

Those Fairy feete, whose chary steppes doe stei^ 
Those hearts, whose eies do but their shadowes see : 

That ruthlesse spirit, that may well reueale 
Where Loues confusions all included be : 

To thee, that canst or wilt not bend thy will, 
To vse thy gifts, all gratious in their nature ; 

To Patience good, and not to Passions ill. 
And maist and wilt not be a blessed creature. 

I vrish and pray, thine eyes may weepe for woe. 
They cannot get one looke of thy bdoued ; 

Thy snowy necke may be as colde as snowe. 
With colde of feare it hath no fancy moued. 

Thy lippe, in anger by thy teeth be bitten, 
It can not giue one kissing sweete of Loue ; 

And by thy hands thy shriu'led haires be smitten. 
For wanjt of holding of thy hopes behoue. 

Thy blushing cheekes loose all their liuely blood, 
With pining passions of impatient thought ; 

That idole bodie, like a piece of wood. 
Consume, to see it is esteemd for nought 

Those spider fingers, and those &iry feete. 
The crampe so crooke, that they may creepe for griefe 

And, in that spirit, Sorrowes poisons meete. 
To bring on death, where Loue hath no reliefe. 

All these, and more iust measures of amisse 
Vpon thy frownes, on £uthfull Love, beCedl: 

But sweetly smile— and then heavSs pour their blisse 
On thy hairs, neck, cheeks, lip, hands, feet, and all. 



IT A QUARRELL WITH LOUE. 

Oh that I could write a story 
Of Loues dealing with afiiection : 

How hee makes the spirit sory. 
That is toucht with his infection. 

But he doth so closely winde him 
In the plaits of will ill pleased, 

That the heart can neuer finde him. 
Till it be too much diseased. 

Tis a subtill kinde of spirit. 
Of a venome kinde of nature ; 

That can, like a oonny fenret, 
Creepe vnwares vpon a creature. 

Neuer eye that can beholde it. 
Though it worketh first by seeing ; 

Nor conceipt, that can vnfolde it, 
Though in thoughts be aU his being. 



Oh it maketh olde men witty. 
Young men wanton, women idle ; 

While that Patience weepes, for pitty. 
Reason bitts not Natures bridle. 

In it selfe it hath no substance, 
Yet is working worlds of wonder ; 

While, in phrensies fearfiill instance. 
Wit and sense are put asunder. 

What it is, is in coniecture. 

Seeking much, but nothing finding ; 
Like to Fancies architecture, 

With illusions, Reason.Uinding. 

Day and night it neuer resteth. 
Mocking Fancy with ill fortune ; 

While the spirit it molesteth, 
That doth patience still importune. 

Yet for all this, how to finde it, 

Tis vnpossible to showe it ; 
When the Muse that most doth minde it. 

Will be furthest o£f to know it 

Yet can Beauty so reteine it 

In the profit of her seruioe. 
That she closely can mainteine it. 

For her seruant chiefe in office. 

In her eye she chiefely breedes it ; 

In her cheekes she chiefely hides it ; 
In her seruants faith shee feedes it. 

While his only heart abides it 

AH his humour is in changing. 

All his woiic is in inuention. 
All his pleasure is in ranging, 

All his truthe but in intention. 

Straunge in all effectes oonceiued. 
But, in substance, nothing sounded ; 

While the senses are deceiued. 
That on idle thoughts are grounded. 

Not to dwell vpon a trifle. 
That doth Follies hope befidl ; 

Tis but a newe nothing nifle. 
Made for fooles to play withaH 

IT A Wish in vainb. 

Oh that Wit were not amased 

At the wonder of his senses. 
Or his eyes not ouergazed 

In Minervas exoellenoes. 

Oh that Reason were not foiled 
In the rules of aU his learning. 

Or his learning were not spoiled 
In the sweete of Loues discerning. 

Oh that Beauty were not froward. 

In regard of Reasons duety. 
Or that Will were not vntoward 

In the waiward wit of Beauty. 
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But since all in vaine are wishes, 
Patience tels them that hatie past it, 

Poys'ned broth, in siluer dishes, 
Kils thdr stomackes that doe taste it. 

Wit and Reason, Lone and Learning, 

All in Beauties eyes are blinded, 
Where in sense of sweete discerning, 

She will be vnkindly minded. 

Let those hartes whose eyes percdue her, 
Triumphe, but in thoughts tormented. 

Labour iJl they can to leaue her, 
Or else die and be contented. 

% A CONCBIPT VFON AN EAGLB, AND A PHCENIZ. 

Thirb sate sometime an Eagle on a hOl, 
Hanging his wings, as if he could not file : 
Blacke was his coate, and tauny was his bill. 

Grey were his l^gges, and gloomy was his eye ; 
Blunttd his talents, and his traine so bruised, 
As if his brauery had beene much abused. 

This foule olde birde, of some vnhappy brood, 
That could abide no hauke of higher wing, 

(But fed his gorge rpon such bloody foode. 
As might, in feare, maintaine a cruell king.) 

Faire on a rodce of pearle and pretious stone 

Espied a Pkmnix sitting all ak>ne. 

No sooner had this heauenly birde in sight, 
But vp he flickers, as he would haue flowne : 

But all in feare to make so farre a flight, 
VntiU his pennes were somewhat harder growne ; 

He gaue a rowse : as who should say, in rsge 

He shew'd the fury of his firoward age. 

And, for this Pkmnix still did front his eyes, 
He cald a counsell of his kites together ; 

With whom in haste he wold the mean deuise. 
By secret arte to leade an armie thither. 

And so pull downe, from place of highe estate. 

This heauenly bhtl, that he had so in hate. 

Much talke there was, and wondrous heede was held, 
How to atchieue this high attempt in hand : 

Some out were sent to soare about the field. 
Where flue this grace and glory of the land. 

To mark her course, and how she made her wing. 
And how her strSgth might sttd with such a king. 

And forthwith should such cages be deuised. 
As should enclose full many thousand fowles ; 

By whom her seat should quickly be surprised. 
And all her birds should handled be like owles : 

No Ume detract : this deede must needs be don : 

And ere they went, the world was wholly won. 

But, soft a while : no sooner scene the land. 
But, ere they came in kenning of the coast. 

So great a force their fortune did withstand. 
That all the brauery of the birds was lost : 

Some leakt, some sanke, and some so ran on groQd, 

The cages burst, and all the birds were drownd. 



But when the Eagle heard what was become 
Of all his flight, that flick'red here and there : 

Some sicke, some hurt, some lame, and all and sQme 
Or farre from hope, or all too neere in feare. 

He stoupt his traine, and hung his head so sore. 

As if his heart had never burst before. 

^ A Conceited Fancy. 

PVSE colours can abide no staine ; 

The Sunne can neuer lose his light ; 

And Vertue hath a heauenly vaine. 
That well may daime a queenely right : 

So giue my mistresse but her due. 

Who tolde mee all these tales of jrou. 

Fh>m heauen on earth the Sunne doth shine. 
From Vertue comes Discretions loue ; 

They both are in themselues diuine. 
Yet worke for weaker hearts behoue : 

So would my mistresse had her due, 

To tell mee still these tales of you. 

But, Oh, the Sunne is in a clowde, 
And Vertue lines in sweetes vnseene ; 

The earth with heauen is not allow'd ; 
A bagger must not loue a Queene : 

So must my mistresse haue her due. 

To tell mee still these tales of jrou. 

Then shine, fidre Sunne, when clouds are gon ; 
Liue, Vertue, in thy queenely loue : 

Choose some such place to shine vpon, 
As may thy Paradise approue : 

That when my mistresse hath her due, 
I may heare all this heauen in you. 

^ A Smile Misconstrued. 

By your leai^e, a little while : ' 

Loue hath got a Beauties smile 

From on earth the fairest fiace : 
But he may be much deceiued, 
Kindenesse may be misconceiued, 

Laughing oft is in disgrace. 

Oh but he doth knowe her nature. 
And to be that blessed creature. 

That doth answere Loue with kindnesse : 
Tush, the Phemix is a fable ; 
Phahus horses haue no stable ; 

Loue is often full of blindnesse. 

Oh but he doth heare her voice. 
Which doth make his heart reioyoe 

With the sweetenesse of her sounde : 
Simple hope may be abused. 
Heares he not he is refused ? 

Which may giue his heart a wound. 

No : Loue can belieue it neuer. 
Beauty fauours once and euer. 

Though proud Enuie play the dfe : 
Truthe and Patience haue approued, 
Loue shall euer be bdoued. 

If my mistresse be her selfe. 
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^ An Odde Humoub. 

PvRBLY (aire, and fairely wise, 
Blessed wit, and blessed eyes, 
Blessed wise, and blessed fiEure, 
Neuer may thy blisse impaire. 

Kindely true, and truly Idnde, 
Blessed heart and bleued minde ; 
Blessed kind, and blessed true, 
Euer may thy blisse renue. 

Sweetely deare, and dearely sweete. 
Blessed where these blessings meete ; 
Blessed meetings neuer cease ; 
Euer may thy blisse encrease. 

Blessed Beauty, Wit, and Sense, 
Blest in Natures excellence. 
Where all blessinges perish neuer, 
Blessed maist thou liue for euer. 

^ A Waggery. 

Cif ILDRBNS Ahs and Womens Ohs, 
Doe a ¥rondrous griefe disclose ; 
Where a dugge the one wiU still, 
And the t'other but a wiU. 

Then in gods name let them cry ; 
While they cry, they will not dk : 
For, but fewe that are so curst. 
As to cry vntiU they burst. 

Say, some children are vntoward : 
So some women are as froward : 
Let them cry them, 'twill not kill them ; 
There is time enough to still them. 

But if Pitty will be pleased 
To relieue the small diseased, 
When the helpe is once appljring. 
They will quickly leaue their crying. 

Let the childe then sucke his fill, 
Let the woman hau^ her will ; 
All will hush, was hearde before ; 
Ah and Oh, vrill cry no more. 

% An Odde Conceipt. 

Lovely kinde, and kindly louing, 
Suclia minde were worth the mouing : 
Truly £ure, and £Eurely true. 
Where are all these, but in you ? 

Wisely kinde, and kindely wise, 
Blessed life, where such loue lies : 
Wise, and kinde, and Caire, and true, 
Louely liue all these in yovL 

Sweetely deare, and dearely sweete, 
Blessed, where theseJBISfissings meete : 
Sweete, faire,^wise, kinde, blessed, true. 
Blened be all these in you. 
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^ A Dolepull Fancy. 

Sorrow rippe vp all thy senses, 
Neerest vnto Horrors nature : 

Taste of all thy quintessences. 
That may kUl a wretched creature. 

Then beholde my vrofiill spirit 

All in passions overthrowne ; 
And full closely, like a ferret. 

Seize vpon it for thine owne. 

But if thou doe growe dismaid. 
When thou dost but looke on mee. 

When my passions, well displaid, 
Will but make a blast of thee. 

Then, in grief of thy disgraces, 
Where my fortunes doe defiace thee, 

Tell thy Muses to their fiices. 
They may leame of mee to grace thee. 

For thy sighes, thy sobbes, and teares. 
But thy conunon badges beene ; 

While the paine, the spirit beares. 
Eates away the heart vnseene. 

Where in sflence swallowed vp 
Are the sighes and teares of Loue, 

Which are drawne to fill the cuppe. 
Must be drunke to Deaths bc^xnie. 

Then beholding my hearts swoune. 
In my torments more and more : 

Say, when thou dost sit thee downe, 
Thou wert neuer grec't before. 

^An Epitaph vpon Poet Spencer. 

MOVRNPULL Muses, Sorrowe minions 
Dwelling in Despaires opinions ; 
Yee, that neuer thought inuented 
How a heart may be contented ; 
(But in torments all distressed, 
Hopelesse how to be redressed, 
All with howling and with crying, 
Liue in a continuall dying,) 
Sing a diige on Spencers death. 
Till your soules be out of breath. 

Bidde the dunces keepe their dennes, 
And the poets breake their pennes ; 
Bidde the sheepheards shed their teares. 
And the nymphes goe teare their haires ; 
Bidde the schollers leaue their reeding, 
And prepare their hearts to bleeding ; 
Bidde the valiant and the wise 
Full of sorrowes fill their eyes ; 
All for griefe that he is gone. 
Who did grace them euery one. 

Fairy Queene shew Ceurest Queene, 
How her DBure in thee is seene : 
Sheepeheards Calendar set downe. 
How to figure best a downe. 
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As for Mother HuUerts Tale. 


Farewel Wit, whose sound and sense 


Cracke the nut, and take the shale : 
And for other workes of worth, 


Shewe a poets excellence. 
Farewell, all in one togither, 


(AH too good to wander forth,) 
Grieue that euer you were wrot. 
And ]rour Author be forgot. 


And with Sptncen gariand, wither. 

And if any Graces line 

That will vertue honour giue ; 

Let them shewe their true affection 


Farewell Arte of Poetry, 
Scorning idle foolery : 
Farewell true conceited Reason, 


In the depth of Griefes perfection. 
In describing forth her glory. 
When she is most deepely sory ; 
That they all may wish to heoe 


Where was neuer thought of treason : 
Farewell Judgement, with inuention. 
To describe a hearu intention : 


Such a song, and such a quier. 
As. with all the woes they haue, 
Follow Sp€uc€r to his graue. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Epstlb-dbdicatoky to Mastbk Thomas Blunt, p. 5.— 
This was probably Thpmas Blouii^ ancestor of the baroneu of 
Tittenhaiiger, Herts, which tide became extinct in 1757. They 
tmially prefixed the name of Pope to their surname : and it 
is interesting to find a Sir Thomas Pope Bloant author of ' De 
Re Poetica: or Remarks upon Poetry, with C3iaractert and 
Censores of the Most Considerable Poets . . . ' 1694 (4*}. He 
was son of William Blount, Esquire of Osberstoo, oOb Lckester 
(descended from the Blounts of Staffordshire), and himself 
settled at Tlttenhanger, having inherited an estate there from 
his greatHuicle, Sir Thomas Pope. He was one of the deputy- 
lieutenants of Hertfordshire, and Sheriff of the county in 15;^, 
and was knighted by King James i. on 7th May 1603. He 
married Frances, d. of Sir Thomas Pigot, Kt. of Doddenhall, 
Bucks, and widow of Sir Thomas Neril, Kt of Holt, 
CO. Leicester. He died loth January 1638^ 

Line 8, ' Umg* ■=t flavour, with rankness implied. 

To the Readbr, p. i.—* Pasqvil* On this name see the 
series of satirical poems by Breton as Pasquil, and our 
Memorial-Introduction: L z, '^AvMt/r* = melancholy : 1. a, 
*hromn€ studu* = pennve and vague meditation : L 6, ' Bed- 
Urn* sz Bedlam, or a Ltuuttic Asylum : 1. si, ' ttunv rutu iAtm 
perht^t s&mt will thinkt rttuon:* a contemporary common- 
place phrase, since become ' familiar as household words : ' 1. za, 
'with much mdoe about nctking:* another semi-proverbial 
phrase, glorified by Shakeq>eare's drama : L 19^ 'mdijftrmtfy * 
= impartially. 

In Authorem, p. 5.—!. z, 'Atf^//' =s constitutkm: 1. 4, 
*J^ide* = pied, parti-cok>ured : I. zo, *pen/tctiue* So George 
Herbert boer in ' The Temple,' 33,~Sinne, st. a : 
* So devils srs oer aimies la p e n pe cUw .* 

See relative note in my edition of Herbert in Fuller Worthies' 
Library and the Aldine Poets. The reference u to those glass- 
teed toys that require to be looked at in a given angle to reveal 
dM real picture. 

L tt» 'cmsurt* s judgment: L za 'Bern IthutaiC Sic, and 
MC JniMfin. was the * great Bea's' man fireqiocBt qwlling of 



A DoLEPULL Passion, p. 6.— 1. 3. '«>f7/' = spoil : so in 
A BaiBPE op Sokeow, p. 7, L 3, #/ mHU, 

A Fantasticke Solemnb Humour, p. 7.— L 34, *Hi/lc*' 
=s nothings, trivialities. So in A Solbmne Fancy, p. 7. 1. zs : 
and A Quareell, etc, p^ Z3, st. 14. 

An Extrbame Passion, p. 8L<-1. 97, '^rtnum'ss sinew- 
showing or lean : p. 9— L 4, *comtort* s concert : L az, *dit- 
Htid* s troubled, i,€. dis-eased, or out of ease, uneasy, — not 
physically distempered. Cf. A Solbmne Conceit, p. zt, st. 3, 
I. 3, *diaeaMit^t* et alibi. L 43, *cartjull* = fiill of care. 

A SoLBMNR Farewell to the World, p. za— «t. 8, 1. 4. 
*quitt* = requite : St. zo, L 3, *baMd** = bonds. 

A Solbmne Concbipt, p. zz.— sL 5, L 4, ^a^proue* = prove : 
to be noted as one of many examples of the prefix '«.' 

A Straunce a, B, C, p. zz.— st a, L a, * Had I wist' - 
Had I known,— a proverbial saying. - It is used by Daries of 
Hereford in his 'Scourge of Folly:' Epigram 93, * So shalt 
thou scape the rocke cal'd Had I wist* 

St a, L 3, *booke 0/ Aame* = horn-book, £«. elementary 
school-book, so called as having been covered with semi- 
transparent horn : L 5, '/rscu^' = a pointer, or small wire or 
rod, to point out the letters, etc 

A Displeasure against Loue, p. za.— st 3, 1. z, '/oud'^ 
foolish. 

A Concbipt vfon an Eaglb, and a Pmcbnix, p. 14.— No 
doubt the allegory is of Spam and Enghuid, and the defeat of 
the Armada in zsiss^— the Phoenix beiiv Eliiabeth. 

A Waggery, p. Z5.— at z, 1. 3, 'i!4r ««#.•' ausprinted ' the 
/one.' 

An Epitaph vpon Poet Spencer, p. z6.— «t 4, ' Farewtll 
Arte o/Ppttry! This apparently refers to Spencei's lost ' The 
English Poet,' mentioned in E. K.'s notes to the Shepherd's 
Calendar. Surely it must one day be recoveitd, since it seems 
to have been well known in ztioo^ Le, at the date of ' Melan- 
cholike Humours:' st 3, L 6» '«kii^'»8heU : st. 5. 1. 8, 
* famr' » choir.^G^ 
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MELANCHOLIKE HUMOURS, 



Bouitj she doth retaine mee 
la scarce a fiiuours tittle ; 

And though she doe disddgne mee, 
She thfaikes my griefe too little. 

Lone folks into a laughing 

At Reasons little good. 
While Sorrow, with her quaffing. 

Is drunke with my heart blood. 

But let her drinke and spare not, 

Vntill my heart be dry ; 
And let Lore laugh, I care not ; 

My hope is, I shall dy. 

And Death shall only tell 
My froward fortunes foshion. 

That nearest Tnto hell 
Was foimd the Lorers passion. 



IT A SOLEMNE SONNKT. 

FoRTVNB hath writ characters on my heart 
As fiill of crosses as the sldnne can holds. 

Which tell of torments, tearing cuery part. 
While Death and Sorrowe do my £ite vnlolde. 

Patience sits leaning like a pining soule, 
That had no heart to thinke of Hopes relieie ; 

While fhiitlesse cares discomfort doe enroule 
Within the ground of neuer ending griefe. 

Thoughts flie about, as all in feare confounded ; 

Reason growne mad, with too much mat eomtint ; 
Loue, passion-rent, to see his p a t ien ce wounded, 

^^th dreadfiill terrors of Despaires intent 

While Care concludes, in comforts overthrowne, 
Whs Death can speak, my passiOt shal be sbowne. 



IT An EmBAMx Passion. 

OVT of the depth of deadly griefe, tormenting day and night ; 

A wounded heart and wretched soule depriu'd of all delight ; 

Where neuer thought of comfort came, that passio might appease ; 

Or by the smallest sparke of hope might giue the smallest ease : 

Let me intreat that solemne Muse that serues but Sorrowes tume. 

In ceassdesse sighes and endlesse sobs to helpe my soule to moume. 

But, Oh what thought beyOd al thought hath thought to think vpon. 

Where Patience findes her greatest power in passions ouergon. 

That neere the doore of Natures death in dolefiill notes doth dwell ; 

In Horrors fits that will describe my too much figur'd hell. 

What want, what wrong, what care, what crosse, may crudfie a hart ; 

But day and howre I doe endure in all and euery part? 

Want to sustaine the Bodies neede, wrong to distract the minde : 

Where Want makes Wit and Reason both to goe against their kinde. 

Care to deuise for Comforts helpe ; but so by Fortune crost, 

As kils the heart, to cast the eye on nought but labour lost. 

Desire to Hue, in spite of Death, yet still in lining dying ; 

And so a greater death than death, by want of dying, trying. 

Oh, hell of hels, if euer earth such horror can afford, 

Where such a world of helpelesse cares doe lay the heart aboord. 

No day, no night, no thought, no dreame, but of that doleful nature, 

That may amaze, or sore affiright, a most afflicted creature. 

Friends tumd to foes, foes vse their force ; and Fortune in her pride, 

Shaks hand with Fate, to make my soule the weight of sorrow bide. 

Care brings in sicknes, sicknes pain, and paine with patience passion, 

With biting in most bitter griefes brings feature out of fiuhion ; 

Where brawn folne cheeks, heart scalding sighs, and dimmM eyes with teares 

Doe shewe, in Lifes anatomy, what burthen Sorrowe beares. 

Where all day long in helplesse cares, all hopelesse of reliefe, 

I wish for nig^t, I might not see the objectes of my griefe. 

And when night comes, woes keep my wits in such a waking ndne. 

That I could vrish, though to my griefe, that it were day againe. 

Thus dales are nights, which nights are dales, which dales are like those nights, 

That to my passi5s sCse presCt but only Sorrows sights ; 

Which to the eye but of the minde of Misery appeare. 

To fin the heart of forlome Hope too fixU of heauie cheare. 

Oh hart how canst thou hold so long, and art not broke ere this? 



MELANCHOUKE HUMOURS. 



When all thy strings are but the itraines that oOfort strikes amisse. 

Yet must thou make thy musicke still but of that moumfutf straint. 

Where Sorrowe, in the sound of death, doth shew her sweetett vain : 

Or where her Muses all consent in their consort to trie . . 

Their sweetest musicke, in desire to die, and cannot die. 

The pellican that kils her selle, her young ernes fior to feede. 

Is pleas'd to dy that they may Hue, that suck when she doth bleede : 

But while I in those cares consume that would my spirit kill. 

Nought hues by me, when I must die, to feede but Sorrowes will. 

The hart that's hOted all day kmg, hsuh sport yet with the hoQds, 

And happly beats off many a dogge before his deadly wounds : 

But my poore heart is hunted still with such a crueU cry. 

As in their dogged humours line, while I alone must die. 

The swan that sings before her death, doth shew that she is pleas'd, 

To knowe that death will not be loqg in helping the diseas'd : 

But my poore swanlike soule, (alas) hath no such power to sing ; 

Because she knowes not when my death will make my care a long. 

What shall I say? but only say ; I knowe not what to say : 

So many torments teare my heart, and tugge it euery way. 

My sunne is tumd into a shade, or else mine eyes are blinde. 

That Sorrowes doude makes all seeme darke, that comes into my minde. 

My youth to age ; or else because my comforts are so colde. 

My sorrowe makes me in conceit to be decrepit olde. 

My hopes to feares ; or else because my fortunes are forlome, 

My fande makes me make my selfe vnto my selfe a scome. 

My life to death ; or else because my heart is so perplexed, 

I finde my selfe but lining dead, to.ieele my soule so vexed. 

For what is here that earth can yeeld in Pleasures sweetest vaine, 

But in the midst of all my cares doth still increase my paine ? 

While epicures are oveiglut, I ly, and starue for foode ; 

Because my conscience can not thriue vpon ill gotten good. 

While other swimme in choyoe of silkes, I sit alone in ragges ; 

Because I can not fitte the time to fill the golden bagges. 

While other are bedeckt in golde, in pearle, and pretious stone ; 

I sigh to see they haue so much, and I can light of none. 

Not that I enuie their estate, but wish that God would glue 

Some comfort to my carefull hope, wheri>y my heart might line. 

Some please themselves in choyce of sports, in trifles and in toies ; 

While my poore feeble spirit feedes of nothing but annoyes. 

Some haue their houses stately built, and gorgeous to beholde ; 

While in a cottage, bare and poore, I bide the bitter colde. 

Some haue their chariots and their horse, to beare them to and fro ; 

While I am glad to waJke on foote, and glad I can doe so. 

Some haue their musickes hennony, to please their idle eares ; 

While of the song of sorrow still my soule the burthen beares. 

Some haue their choice of all perfumes, that Natures arte can glue ; 

While sinne doth stinke so in my soule, as makes me loath to Hue. 

They, like the wielders of the world, command, and haue their will ; 

While I, a weakling in the world, am slaue to sorrow still. 

The owle, that makes the night her day, delights yet in the darke ; 

But I am forc't to play the owle, that haue beene bred a larke. 

The eagle finom the lowest vale can mount the lofty skie ; 

But I am fidne downe finom the hill, and in the vale must die. 

The sparrow hi a princes, house can finde a place to builde ; 

I scarce can finde out any place that will my comfort yeelde. 

The little wrenne doth find a worme, the little finch a seede ; 

While my poore heart doth hunger stOl, and finds but little feede. 

The bee doth find her hony flower, the butteiflie her leafe ; 

But I can finde a worlde of come, that yeekles not me a sheafie. 

B 




A Solemne Passion of the Sovles Loue. 
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TAKE, my soule, out of t|ie slee^ cit sinxK, 
And shake off sloothnhe sublecC of ttiy 

Search oat the way how best thou majrst 
beginne 
To holy worke thhie humble will to frame : 
Then prooe not weary of a little paine. 
When fleshe's griefe will breed the spirit's gaine. 

Confene thyidfie vnworthy #f the flenoe 

To leame the least of the si^arnaUWill ; 

Beseedi the heauens in strength ofthdr defence, 

To sane and keepe thee from infemall ill : 
Then fidl to worke, that all the world may see 
The ioyfiill kyue betwixt thy God and thee. 

Tdl of His goodnesse how He did create thee. 
And in His iustioe how He doth correct thee, 
And in His knte, how He will neuer hate thee, 
And that His mercy neuer will rdect thee : 
And how He hdpt thee when the world distrest thee, 
And with His graces how He sweetly blest thee. 

Say, I was sicke, and He did send me health, 
I was in prison, and He did set me free : 
And I was poore, and He did send me wealth, 
And I was blinde, and He did make me see, 
I was perplezt, and He did heale my patne, 
And being dead. He gaue me life againe. ^ 

When I was lame, Hee did my^limmes restore. 
When I was deafe. He made me heare His vojrce. 
When I was wounded, He did heale my sore. 
When I was sad, He made my soule reioyce : 
When I had sinn'd. He would not yet forsake me. 
When I was lost. He did to mercy take me. 

To say yet more, what He hath done for me. 

I needs must say His goodnesse hath no end ; 

Who when on Earth He saw no friend to me 

Did make me feele I had a heauenly friend : 
A heauenly friend. Whose helpe doth foile me neuer. 
But is my comfort and my King for euer. 

This is my Lord, my Life, and all my loue. 

My lining Loue, and louing Life indeed ; 

This is the blessing of my best behoue, 

The sacred fruit whereon I sweetly feede : 
This is the ioy that makes my heart to sing 
Honour and glory to my heauenly King. 

Oh King, more glorious then the world can know Thee, 
FYom Whom the day euen horn, on high doth spring ; 
Where glorious workes mto the world doe shew Thee, . 



Of ^oriodf knte ih^ euerlasting King : 
Tke Klng)of Lifis in Whom the soule doth pnme 
The highest glory of the heauenly loue. 

By Whose high hands were all things made at first. 
By Whose deepe wisedome they are gouem'd still ; 
By Whom alone are blessM or accurst, 
That tone His Word, or disobey His WiU : 

By Whose sweet breath they Hue that doe attend Him, 
' And by WhoseirnRh th^Hye that doe offend Him. 

M who dan bidetiie^urie^ HU ire ? 

Or halfe ooncdue the comfort of His loue? 

Who plagues His foes with an infemall fire. 

And.pUUs His seruants in the heau'ns aboue : 
W&o shakes the heau'ns and makes the mountains bow 
If iSee bot once begin to knit His brow. 

And where He loues what win He leane to doe. 
To make the soule acquafaited with His kindnesse? 
And with what ioy will He, the spirit woo 
To shun the woes that grow of worldly blindnesse ? 

What pafaie; or griefe, or death did He refrise. 

To sane theb lines that He did sweetly chuse? 

Now for the greatnesse of His glorious power : 

He is Almighty, and all glory His ; 

He made the yeere, the month, day, night, and hower, 

The hetftf nl, fcarth, sea, and what in them there is : 

In Him alone doth all their being stand. 

And liue and die in His almighty hand. 

He spake the Word, and by His Word they were. 
And all was good. His secret wisedome did ; 
His Will did worke His fiiuour without fieare. 
And not a thought is frxmi His knowledge hid : 

He knowes the hearts, and searcheth through the 
reines. 

And sees the roots euen of the smallest veines. 

He dedct the side with sunne, and moone, and starres. 
And made the seas to flowe vpon the sand, 
Vpon whose shore His hand did set the banres. 
They shall not passe to ouerflowe the land : 

Amid the ayre He hath disperst the cknids. 

And onely man within His mercy shrouds. 

Within the depth the fish their holes do keepe. 
And in the rodces the conny makes his house ; 
Into the earth the crawling wonnes do creepe. 
And hollow rodcs are harbour for the mouse : 

The lyon keeps his den, the bird his nest, 

And man alone doth but in mercy rest. 



A SOLEMNE PASSION OF THE SOVLES LOUE, 



Yet these and all are guided by His power. 
And may npt pctsse the passage He hath given theq^ \ 
The sunne his course, the moone must know her houre, 
And clouds must wander but where winds haue driuen 
th«; 

Beasts know their times, and fishes know their tides, 

And man alone in ondy mercy bides. 

To tell of wonders by His.wisedome wrought, 
Euen finom the greatest to the very least# 
Which Time declares by true experience taught. 
In fish, in fowie, in bircl, in man and beast ; 

Marke but the Power that doth in each abide. 

And how it weakens in their highest pride. 

The lyon first is.&arfiill of a bee, 

The elephant doth dread the little mouse : 

A crowing cocke the dragon may not see, 

The stoutest eagle subiect to the louse ; 
The greatest oxe a little taint-worme killeth. 
And many a man a little canker spiUeth. 

Yet is the lyonfearM for his ftiroe, 

The elephant a huge and mighty beast ; 

The fiery dragon kills without remorse. 

And eagles cany lambes vhto their nest : 
The oxe the taint-worme vnder foot doth tread. 
And man .sometimes doth kill the canker's head. 

But when that power begins to gather pride, « . 

Then see the strength of the Almighty hand ; 

By Whose high heipe the weakest things are tryde. 

To spoile the strength whereip the strongest stand : 
That they may knowe there is a Power on hie, 
In Whom they liue, and at ilis pleasure dye. 

To shew example of the heauenly might, - - 

Against the pride of the inferionr power : 
The Word of Truth doth giue a glorious light, 
Where may bee stene in minute of an honre, . 

How greatest stayes that on their strength were 
groQded, 

With headlong fiUls were ytterly confounded. 

How Pharaoh first, the proud Egyptiitn king. 

That would not suffer Israd to passe ; 

What plagues and griefes did the Almighty bring 

Vpon the bouse, euen where his lodging was 1 
Frogs, flyes, and lyce did freely make their way 
Euen to the chamber where proud Pharaoh lay. 

A number pkigues the Lord did further threalen ; 

His land was strooken with a darksome feare. 

His grasse, and come by grasshoppers was eaten, 

The plague distroyd his people euery where : 
At last. himseUe amidst his army crown^ 
Was in a moment in the Red Sea drowned. 

Yet through these seas His hand did make the wiiy. 

Where all His seruants went and wet no foote ; 

Whidi proues His loue was His dected's stay, 

While rd>ell hearts were tome vp by the roote : 
Whidi true example to the world may proue. 
The glorious greainesse of His power and loue. . . 



Goliah boasted greatly of His strength. 

Yet little JDauid kind him with a stone ; 

The Madian host was strong, but yet at length, 

By Gideon's hand, the kings were ouerthrowne : 
By change of tongues fell Babylon's great tower. 
And Christ His Wbrd did breake the diud's power. 

Yet in itsdfe what weaker is then water, . 

Which drown'd proud Pharao and his mighty host? 

A louse or flie is of a little matter, 

Yet with such wormes are men tormented most. 

What strength alas is in a little stone ? 

Yet so we reade Goliah ouerthrowne. 

Knowe then firom whence this wonder-power groweth 
But fit>m the force, of the Almighty hand ; 
Which to the world His glorious power sheweth, 
When wiUi the weake. the strongest cannot stand : 
King Dauid wrote, and it is. truly knowne. 
That power belongeth vnto God alone. 

To proue. the prowesse of the heauenly Power, 
How many more examples might be diowne 1 
There is no yeere^ no day, no night, nor bower. 
But some such action to the world is knowne : 
That Truth may well vnto His glory speake, 
God is of power, and ail the worid is weake. 

But since the world cannot the books oontaine, 

Wherdn His worices of wonder may be writ ; 

To admiratipn let His power remaine. 

And say, All powers are subiect vnto it : 
And let me of His loue and mercy write, 
Which is the substance of my soule's delight. 

This powerfnll loue, the glory of all grace. 
When He had wrought the world vnto His will. 
And planted each thing in his proper place. 
And in the course that they continue ^ill : 
Of all the workes that He in wonder wrought 
Made ondy man the dearest of His thought. 

For what He made He made but man to serue. 
And man to serue His ondy sacred loue ; 
And in His loue doth so man's life preserue. 
As may the comfort of His care approue : 
And so approue as may this sentence giue. 
His onely loue doth make the soule to liue. 

He loued the earth when. He did giue it life. 
He loued the life when He His image gaue it ; 
He loued the flesh that made the bone a wife, 
He loued the soule when He from death did saue it : 
He loued him euer yet He loued him most. 
To fetch him home when he himsdfe had lost. 

Come poets, ye that fill the world mth CEUides, 
Whose Daining Muses shew but madding fits ; 
Which all too soone doe faXL into those franzies 
That are begotten by mistaking wits : 

Lay downe your lines, compare your loue with mine. 

And say Whose vertue is the true diuine. 

For fuither tryall, let me giue you leaue 
To adde a tntfh vnto your idle stories ; 



A SOLEMNE PASSION 



Wherewith so oft you doe the world deceiue, 
And gaine your sdues but ill-conceited glories : 
Yet when jou see where sweetest sights are showne» 
Looke on my Loue, and blush to see your owne. 

AVlth sonny beauties let your loues be blest. 
The sunne doth fetch his light but from my Loue ; 
You haue your wonders from the phoenix nest. 
Mine honour Uues but in the heauens aboue : 

Your Muses doe your ladies' praises sing. 

The angels shig in glory, of my King. 

The earth, alas from whence your loues reodue 
Their flowres and sweets, their pearles ft precious stones, 
To dedw themsdues, with which they doe deoefaie 
The blinded spirits of the simple ones : 
This earth, from whence their outward graces spring 
Is but the footstoole of my heauenly King. 

And if He so hath dedct the earth below, 

Imagine then the glory of His seat ; 

Which may perswade, where angels tremble so 

For humane eyes the glory is too great : 
For where the sunne, the moone and stars haue light. 
For Nature's eyes the beauty is too bright. 

And who doth Uue that euer ye did loue. 

But that ye oould their fiUrest fidre vnfpld? 

And my frdre Loue,— let fidrest Thuh approne,— 

No eye can liue in glory to behold : 
Your dearest beauty is with age declining. 
My Looe*s bright glory is for euer shining. 

If ye be wise, thinke where true wisedome llueth, 
And then allow the honour to my Loue : 
If yours be kind, thinke Who the comfort ghieth, 
And know the turkey fixmi the turtle-doue ; 
If constant yours, that truth let my Loue try, 
Who lost His life to saue His loue thereby. 

And let me see how liueth all your loue 

Buton desert, the stay of all your state I 

And in my Lone a finrther life approue. 

Who km'd indeed when He had cause to hate : 
Your fendes oft for want of feuour starue, 
But my Loue doth both yours and mine preserue. 

Then truely say, whom chiefe your loues do ohuse. 

To cast the countenance of thdr feuors on ! 

Then whom againe they wholly do refuse, 

In liking thought as most to looke vpon : 
Then do but looke vpon my Loue His choice, 
And whose heart most He maketh to rdoyce. 

The wealthy, mighty, wise and well at ease. 

Do fit the fandes of your ladies best ; 

But poore, and weake, and simple soules best please 

My heauenly Loue, to labour In his brest : 
And who the world doth vtterly refuse, 
Those doth my Loue vnto His fkuour chuse. 

And see what power is in your loqing natures* 
To take or giue what ye may gaine or lose ; 
And ye shall see they are but my Lone's creatures. 
Whose liues are at His pleasure to dispose ,* 



And while your fiuiors all do fade away, 
My sweet Loue's blessings neuer will decay. 

Could ye concdue the smallest of the sweet 
That doth descend from my soule's dearest Loue. 
Vpon the feith that falleth at His feet. 
That doth in praier but in mercy proue : 
And you will blot out euery idle line, 
And yeeld your soules vnto this Lone of mine. 

Compare a weed vnto a wholesome flowre, 

A doudie euening to a sunny day, 

A fbggie mist vnto an Aprill showre, 

Nouember blast vnto a bk>ome of May ; 
And you shall easily see the difference plaine. 
Betwixt my sunshine and your showres of raine. 

Compare meere folly to the finest wit. 
The ooursest copper to the purest gold ; 
The healthfvll body with an ague fit. 
And set the youthfull age against the old ; 
The rauen's foole note to Philomela's voice, 
And quiddy say which is the better choice. 

Compare foule pride to fidre humility, 

A kind discretion to a doggM nature ; 

llie downish race to true gentility, 

A blessed angell to a cursM creature ; 
Fanors to frownes and smilings vnto scowles, 
And say. The phosnix makes all btrdes but owles. 

Compare the earth vnto the heauen on hye, 
The spirit's treasures vnto fleshly toyes ; 
The pibble stone vnto the azurde skie, 
The woer of men vnto the angelsT ioyes, 

The kywest weaknesse vnto th' highest powers ; 

Then see the diffience twixt my Loue and yours. 

And when you see how all sweet blesshigs grow 
But from the ground of my Loue's lining grace ; 
And doe againe the imperfection know, 
Wherein you doe your fond affection place : 

Then all your titles to this truth resigne. 

There is no life but in this Loue of mine. 

And giue me kaue to praise my princdy Loue. 
Although my wiu are short of such a worth ; 
And let my spirit in my passions proue, 
What His high hand in mercy wiU bring foorth : 

And write but truth that may be truly prouM, 

My ondy Loue alonely to be lonid. 

Before all tfanes. all thoughts, all things He was. 
And euer is, and will be aye the same ; 
That doth in wonder, Wonder^s wonder passe, 
In Truth's high triumph of etemall feme : 

Where life, and loue, in grace and glory crownd. 

Doe sway the scepter of the heau'ns renownd. 
Now what He was, cannot be comprehended. 
Who in Himadfe doth all things comprehend ; 
And when that all things shall be wholy ended, 
Himsdfe, His Word, His WiU shaU neuer end : 

Whose gradoos life all glorious k>ue beginning. 

Doth adde all grace and endlesse gk»y winning. 



OF THE SOVLES LOUR. 



And of His essence, this is all we fiade, 

A Spirit fully incom p rehensible ; 

A looing God vnto His semants kinde. 

And in His humane nature sensible : 
In wisedome's wonder, knowledge. qiUntciience, 
And in that essence highest exceflenc e ^ 

The high Creatour of aU creatures liuing, 
The sweet Redeemer of His semants lost ; 
The glorious grace, aU grace ft glorjr giuing, 
The ioy of iojres that glads the qiirit most : 
The loue oif life and life of knte indeed* 
Gainst death and hdl, that stands the sonle in steed. 

His seat is heanen, the earth His foot-stoole is, 

His chiefest dwelling with His soules deetad ; 

His ioy to lone and to be lou'd of His, 

His fauor life mto His loues affected : 
His Word is truth, whidi doth the spirit try, 
Where fruitfiill foith shall Uue and neuer dye. 

His blessing is the peace of conscience, 

His comfort, Merde's contemplation ; 

His predous gift, the Spirit's patience, 

His merde, Vertue's meditation : 
His grace the oyle that kHs the spirit's euQl, 
His death, the life that did subdue the dhieU. 

His garments are the sundry sorts of graces. 

His tribute is but sinners' sacrifice ; 

His worke. the planting vertues in their places. 

His gaine, the loue of humble spirits seruice : 
His musicke, psalmes that angels neuer cease 
To sing, in glorie of the King of Pteace. 

This King of Peace, this God of Life and Loue, 
Who in Himsdfe doth all and onely hold 
The highest blesshigs of the hearts behoue. 
That feithfiill truth hath to the spirit told : 

This is the substance of my soule's deligfat. 

Vnworthy subiect of His worth to write. 

Yet as His merde win vouchsafe His grace. 
With intercession of His high assistance ; 
Against the power that would my thoughts defece. 
And proudly make against the soule resistance : 
I will a little giue His k>ue a tuch. 
Whose smallest praise Is for my pen too raudi. 

What loue was that which made Hfan Iflw man best. 
Of all the workes that euer He created? 
What loue againe did in that liking rest, 
To loue him so he neuer can be hated? 

What loue was more to ghie the man a wife? 

What loue was more to die to giue him life? 

The earth within with sihier, gemmes and gold. 
Without with trees and hert)s^and finites and flowres ; 
The water deepe, where fishes keepe their hold. 
The elemenu with all their inward powers : 

These hath my Loue all made for man to chnse, 

And to his pleasure in his seruice Tse. 
The fire was made to. kill the chilling cold. 
The water made to slake the burning heat ; 



The subtill ayre a secret breath to hold, 
Theearth to drie when moysture is too great ; 

These crosse in natures, yet doe meete in one. 

Only to seme the Tse of man alone. 

Eadi bird, each beast, each fowle, and euery fish. 
The flesh of man must seme to doath and feede ; 
What eye can see, or heart of man can wish. 
But some way semes to stand poore man In steede? 
And for that cause their being first bq;an, 
FVom Merde's loue to seme the life of man. 

The Ught was made to glad the lightsome eye. 
The sound to please the pure attentiue eare ; 
The ayre to draw a liuing breath thereby, 
The earth the body and the Uounes to beue ; 

The dottds, the stars, the sun, the moone, the skie. 

Were made for man to make him looke on hie. 

An these were made out of the mould of Loue : 
Was neuer loue came euer neere to this, 
Which doth a wonder in afiectlon proue, 
Euen when we least deaem'd the krae of His ; 
For when our soules did most offences doe Hun, 
He came HImselfe in loue to can vs to Him. 

To make, redeeme, preseme, defend and cherish 
His feithfuU soule, and so in loue to nourish 
As in His loue their Uues shaU neuer perish. 
But Uke the UUy Uue and euer flourish : 
Are these not points suffident to approue 
The true affisction of a peerelesse loue? 

Yet mcwe to say that truely may be said 

In humble honour of this heauenly Loue ; 

In merdes sweet to make the soule dismaid. 

To see the blessing of this God aboue ; 
The louing spirit liudy to refresh. 
He let His semants see Him in the flesh. 

To see Him so as might not hurt their sight. 

For none might see His l^gh supeman power ; 

But hi His k>ne to see that gtorious Ught, 

That gaines that sweet that cuts off euery sowre : 
The Second Person of Hhnsdfe, His Sonne, 
In Whom are aU things to His glory done. 

And see the cause why so He came vnto vs. 

His ondy loue, the ondy cause we Uue ; 

And when Hee came, what comfort did He doe vs. 

To saue our Uues His loue His Ufe did giue ; 
And so to saue vs from the fire of hdl. 
That with His krae we might for euer dwdL 

What loue was this, to kaue His heauenly seat 

Among His angels, aU hi glory seruM ; 

To come to man, who dkl too m intreat 

The sacred tone that hath his life preseruM : 
From being honour'd, pcals'd and glocifide. 
To be disgrace whipt and crudfide? 

In loue He left His highest heauenly pleasures, 
Aboue His angels in thdr heapes of toyes ; 
To Uue on earth in so r ro w e s out of measures. 
With dumge of nothfatg but the worid's aonofes : 
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In toyle and txauell, long in loue He sought vs. 
And with His death at last fiill dearely bought is. 

Oh wofun trauell that He vndertooke, 

To bring our lines vnto His sacred loue ; 

Which paine, nor crosse, nor death itselfis forsooke, 

That to oar foith might His afiection proue : 
Which left the Spirit of His Loue bdihida Him, 
To shew the kme that seekes Him how to finde Him. 

In loue He came, that He might comfort doe vs, 
In loue went from vs to prouide our places ; 
In lone He sent His Comiortar vnto vs. 
In loue He guides vs with His holy graces : 
In loue He made, bought, keepcs, and guides vs thus, 
And shall not we loue Him that so lon'd vs ? 

Yes, my deare Lord, be Thou my dearest Loufe, 
For Quist His sake, let my soul neuer leaue Thee ; 
Who in Thy loue thy lining truth doth proue, 
That makes me finde the world doth al deceiua me : 

And were there truth on earth as there is none, 

Yet were Thy loue the iqy of life alone. 

And let these teares be witnesse of my loue, 
Which first doe begge remession of my sin. 
And in vepentance doe but mercy moue. 
To ope the gates of grace and let me in ; 

Where humble Faith but at Thy feef may fell. 

With my soule's seraice, krae, and life, and aH 

Foiget, O Lord, my workes of wkkednesse. 
Whereby my soule with sorrow is oppressM ; 
And with the finger of Thy holinesse. 
In mercy touch my spirit so distress^ : 

And saue my life that draweth nigh to heU ; 

Loue me a little and I shall be well. 

Loue ? No, sweet Lord 1 mercy I craue, no more ; 

My sinnes arfe such I dare not speake of loUe ; 

But in Thy mercy to Thy loue restore 

My humble feith that may but mercy proue : 
And so approue, that all the world may see 
The io]rfull loue betwixt my God and me. 

Oh call me home and make me heare Thy call, 
And heare Thee so that I may run vnto Thee : 
And hold me fest that I may neuer fiedl, 
But that my soule may euer seruice doe Thee : 
Shew some good toJcen that the world may know 
My soule is blest whom Thou hast lonM so. 

And while I hue here in this wretched vale 

Of fearfiill danger of infemall death ; 

Where earthly pleasures take those soules to sale, 

Which haue their bargaine in the hell beneath : 
Let my soule's loue and life and labour be. 
To sedce my ioy, my loue, and life in Thee. 

Make me not rich, lest I forget to thinke 

From whence I haue the comfort of my heart ; 

Nor in such want let Thy poore seruant sinker 

That I be driuen to crane the needy pait : 
Giue me but meanes the needy to rdieue. 
To feed Thy flocke and not the wolfe, to grieue. 



Let me not listen to the sinners' songs. 
But to the psalmes Thy:holy saints doe sing ; 
Nor let me follow tyrants in their wrongs. 
But kisse the rocke where righteousnesse doth spring 
Let not mine eye afiect the outward part. 
But let me loue the vertue of the heart. 

And let my loue be, to behold Thy loue. 
And let my loue be, but to line in Thee ; 
And so to line, that all the world may prone 
The gradous good my God hath done for me r 
To call my soule out of this wodd of wo. 
In feithfiill loue to seme my. Sauiour so. 

And when they see the blot of all their Uam^, 
To loue the world but all in wretched toyes ; 
And doe confesse with inward-blushing shame. 
They are but sorrowes vnto heauenly ioyes ; 
They may with me, forsake all wcvldly pleasure, 
And make Thy kAie an euerlasting treasure. 

For Lord by Thee we are, in Thee we liue. 

And in Thy loue the liuing cannot die ; 

And since Thy death did our liues wboly giue 

For Thy loue's sake shall wee affliction flie? 
No my deare Lord, let life be death to mee. 
So I may die to liue in loue with Thee. 

A k>yfull life were such a death indeede. 

Fh>m earthly paine to passe to heauenly pleasure ; 

A ioyfiill line for kniiog hearts to reade, 

To leaue the flesh, to take the Spirit's treasure : 

Whose gk)rious sence vnto the Sunne doth £aU. 

That all is nothing to that All in All. 

And I (alas) of many thousand soules, 
Vnworthy most of His high worth to write ; 
Who in His merde's true record inroules 
The louing substance of the soule's delight : 
Must mercy cry, for feare of loue's presumipg 
Of too high sence, may be my soule's consuming. 

And with the teares of true repentant loue. 
Looking vpon the wonders of that wonder, 
That in His least perfection may approu^ 
The greatest wisedome of the world put vnder : 
Confesse my wit as short to pen His praise, 
As darkest nights in light of clearest day^ 

And say but this in grace and glorie's height 
Where Vertue's loue doth liue for euer crowned | 
And all the host of heauen and heauens await 
Vpon the highest of the heauens renowned : 
Whom saints and angels trembling do adore, 
To Him alone be praise for euer more. 

All honour, praise and glory euer be, 
Vnto my louing euerlasting King ; 
This King of life, Who so hath louM me. 
To giue my soule this gradous power to sing. 

In heart and mind, in man and angels' loue, 

All glorious glory be to God aboue. 

FINIS. 
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NOTE. 

' The Rauisht Soule and the Blessed Weeper ' is only now known in the edition of 1601, which 
is our text— from our own exemplar. This Poem was reprinted in Excerpta Tudoriana; but the 
original has been returned to with benefit : 24 leaves, 4®. Divine names, pronouns as well as nouns, 
are given capitals, also apostrophes are inserted in the places.^G. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Epistle-dedicatory— Mary, Countess of Pen- 
BROOKB. Such was the contemporary spelling. The 
sister of Sidney. and mother of Pembroke— as in the 
famous Lines. See Memorial-Introduction. After ' To 
the Reader' the Lines of H.T,, 'Two twinnes,' etc:, 
already given with the 'Longing of a Blessed Heart.' 
etc, re-appear : not repeated herein. 

Gloria in exelos Deo.— p. 5. col. i, 1. 3, *ahoorde:' 
cf. p. zi, col. z, I. 97 : I take the following from my 
editions of George Herbert, on his use of the word in 
St. bdi., 1. a. of 'The Church Porch :' 'That all may 
gladly komrd thee as a flowre.' * French, akmrdtr, to go 



or oome side by side with : hence it has the same ety- 
mology and meaning as accost (acooast, Fr. coste or cdte .- 
" accost her is front her, board her, woo her. assail her " 
( TvHtfih Night, L 3). As a resulting sense, the French 
ahordir also means "to become &miliar with" (Cot- 
grave).' P. 6, col. 1, 1. 8, ' silly' =• innocent : so frequently : 
p. 7, col a, 1. 23, *afright' = affirighted : 1. 36, * liW 
ss light : p. 8, coL i. L a from bottom, ' irit ' = prove : 
p. 9, ool. a, L a, 'gimm ' = begin. 

The Blessed Weeper.— p. 10, col. a, 1. 96, 'jn/o/' 
as dean, beautiful : p. 11, col. i, 1. 24, */el/red' = en- 
tangled : p. la, ool. I, L 23, *loo low:' misprinted ' to 
knie.'— G. 




A 



Diuine Poeme, di- 



uided into two Partes : 



The Rauisht Soule, and the 



BLESSED WEEPER. 



Compiled by Nicholas Breton, Gentle-man. 




Imprinted at London, for lohn Browne, 
and lohn Deane. 1601. 



To the Right Honourable, discreete^ and vertuous Lady, the Nourisher of 
the Learned and fauorer of the Godly : my singuler good Lady, the 
Lady Mary, Countesse of Penbrooke: Nich: Breton wisheth all the 
good that the Heauens will and the rvorld can giue, to the pleasure of 
the Highest, and her worthy heartes desire. 

Tp IQHT Hoiioimble,~Matter of most worth, to most worthy mfaides, is most worthfly presented. What matter in 
-^^ worth may compare with diuine meditation? What minde more worthy honour then the heauenly-endined ? 
and whoae minde more tmly worthy of that blessed Title then your Ljidiship's? I would there were many, but I know 
too fewe. Befaig then, in that e Ko dle nt sense, truly your sdfe, whom (for more worth than I win speake of) the wise 
admire, the learned foUowe* the Tertuous lone and the honest seme ; voudiSBfe me leane among those poore people 
that being throwen from the world looke only towards hennen and heanenly graces, to lay before your qres a diuine 
humour of a rauisht soule ; whidi (being above it sdfe caried into the heanenly meditations of the mercies of the 
Almightie) by the blessing of His H<dy Spirit, hath fafought forth sodi fruits of His praise, as I hope wil be pleasing to 
your good fiuior. To the honour of whoae oommanndement anowing the duty of my heart's seruioe, in al humble 
thanldulnesse for your bountifrill vndeserued goodnesse, praying for your etemaU happinesse, I take my leaue, 

Your Ladiship's in all humblenesse, 

NICHOLAS BRETON. 



Co tl^e IBeanev. 




)V that with a sealous loue of Religion, 
with an indifferent regard of Learning, 
and without disdaine of Poetry, will vouch- 
safe to btetow a little time in the perusing of this little 
volume of verses ; it may be you wil not repent you of 
your labour nor thinke much of your cost, but when you 
have once read it ouer, perhaps beginne it againe and 
ende it without wearinesse. If you note it well you may 
finde matter of comforte and nothing to the contnuie : 
God truely glorified in His manifonkl hkiilngri. and 



man greatly blessed, that being endued with His graces 
by fiUthe taketh hould of His mercies : the Atheists 
confounded in their follies, and the vertuous blessed in 
their elecdon. This if you finde not, blame either jrour 
selfe, or me ; but if you note what I write, much good 
doe you in the reading and God encrease you in His 
blessing. And so in the best nature of loue, leauing 
you to the ioy of the best life, I end 

Your friend. Nicholas Breton. 




The Rauisht Soule. 




Gloria in excdsis Deo. 

ING, my soule, to God thy Lord, 
All in glorie's highest keye ; 
Laie the Anngdls quier abootde. 
In their highest holy dale ; 

Craoe their helps to tone thy heart 

Vnto praise's highest parte. 

Tell the world no world can tell 
What the hand of heauen desemelh ; 
In whose onely mercies dwell 
All that heauen and earth presemeth ; 

Death's confounding, Sinne's forgiuing ; 

Faith's relieuing. Comfort's lining. 

Grace and glory, life and loue. 
Be the sunmie of all thy dittie ; 
Where a sinner's teares may prone 
Comfort's ioy in Merde's pHty : 

Euery note in kme alhuUng, 

Endlesse glory in condnding. 

Pnyse of prayses where Thou dweHest, 
Tell me, (if the worid may know Thee) 
In what sense Thou mott excdiest. 
When Thy wonder worth doeth shew Thee, 
In that state of Honour's story 
Where Thou gain'st thy highest gtorie ? 

Tis not earth nor earthly wonder 
Can disceme Thy dearest honour ; 
All her praises are put vnder. 
When Thy glory lookes vpon her. 

Nor in heauen Thy glorie dwelleth ; 

Where Thy wonder most ezcelleth. 

Yet in heauen was neuer lining 

Virgin, saint, nor angel's spirit ; 

Where Thy Grace may have the ghiing 

Of Thine honour's highest Merite. 
Tis their glories admiration 
That deserues Thy commendation. 

Since then by all consequences. 
In the notes of Glorie's nature. 
And the Graces influences, 
Tis no earth, nor heauenly creature : 



In my God alone on high 
Is this onely mysterie. 

And since in His Malestie, 

All and onely euer dwelleth 

That most glorious Ddty, 

That all prayse's praise exodleth ; 
Say although thy soule attend Him 
It can neuer com p rehend Him. 

If thou speak'st of power, all powers 
To His power are in suUection ; 
If thou speak'st of time, all houres 
Run their course by His direction : 
If of wisedome, all is vanitie. 
But in his Diuine humanitie. 

If of trueth, it is His triall : 
If of loue, it is His treasure : 
Ifoflife, itisHUdiaU: 
If of grace, it is His pleasure : 

If of goodnesse, 'tis His storie : 

If of mercy, 'tis his glorie. 

If of iustice, ludgement sheweth 
His proceeding is impartiall : 
If of valour, all Hell knoweth 
Who is Heauen's high marshall : 
If of bountie, tis His blessing : 
If of place, tis His possessing. 

If of patience. His perfection : 
If of comfort, tis His fiiuour : 
If of vertue. His affection : 
If of sweete, it is His sauour : 
If of triumph, tis His merite : 
If perfection, tis His Spirit. 

If aboue all these thou singest 
Rauisht in thy reason's glory ; 
Tell the world whatere thou bringest 
Admiration's wonder's story ; 
To such height my Sauiour raiseth 
As abone all praises prayseth. 
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THE RAUISHT SOULE, 



Let all kings and princes then 

In sobmission £sU before Him ; 

Virgins, angeb, holy men, 

Both in heauen and earth adore Him : 

In His ondy merde seeing. 

All and oncly, all your being. 

Babes and children, shew His glory. 
In your silly soules preseruing : 
Men and women note this storie 
Of the life of loues deseruhig ; 

Heauen and earth be euer reading 

Of this essence of exceedin g . 

Sonne and moone and euery creature 

In that shining starrie skie, 

All confesse your brightnesse' £eature 

In the hand of Merde's eye : 
And for all your blessed powers. 
Shew it God's and none of your's. 

And when all the world together 

loyne with angels harmonie : 

Let my soole come singing thither 

^th that blessed company : 
God in Merde's power victorious, 
Be aboue all glory glorious. Amen* 

Sacred Muse that ondy sittest 

In the spirits of the blessM 

And the fidthfull ondy fittest, 

l^th thdr thoughu to heauen addiessM : 
Hdpe my humble soule to sing 
To my glorious heau'nly King. 

All abandon earth's coniecture, 
Thinke not on so meane an instance : 
Make thine honour's architecture. 
But on Grace's gk>rious substance : 
There in comfort's c onfirm ati o n 
Build thy heauenly habitation. 

Study not astronomy. 

Least to darknesse tume thy light : 

But that high diuinitie 

Where the day hath neuer night : 
There finde out that worice of worth 
That may bring thy wonder forth. 

In the teares of true contrition, 

Think on Merde's blessednes ; 

And in care of Loue's condition 

Of Perfection's holinesse : 
Then in notes of Grace's glory 
Make the state of all thy story. 

// Christiano al hofwre di Christo. 

Bbforb there was a light, there was a light, 
Which saw the world the world coukl neoer see 

From which the world leochies his brightest sight. 
Yet cannot see what brightnesse there nay be. 



Ftom this fiiire light there came a Ihiing loue ; 

A lone whidi giues the Uuing all thdr sedng ; 
And in the life of all thdr sedng proue 

The ondy essence of thdr ondy bdng. 

From thisiiright loue there came a liuing Word ; 

A Word that doeth in wisedome signifie 
What heauen and earth in wonder can afford, 

Is but in life this loue to dignifie. 

For in this Word was that Almightie power 
Which was bdore that power was euer namM : 

B^gun before the first-beginning houre. 
FVaming eadi substance that was euer framM. 

And in that Word that ondy wisedome dwelleth 
That ondy knowes what ondy may be knowne : 

And in that knowledge knowledge all exo d lc th, 
BffeMftf* it knowes all knowledge is His owne. 

This worthy Word of wisedome's wonderment 
(To ghie some notice of His powerfull natnre) 

In wisedome made His will an instrument 
To shew Himself vnto His silly creature. 

The holy essence of the Deitie 

In Vi^'s wombe did take the vaile of flesh ; 
Bringing the dewe of blessed diaritie 

Our withring spiriu sweetly to refiresh. 

This highest hdght of heauenly Maiestie, 
This Word of Wisedome's gradous, glorious loue, 

Inuested in all vertues vnitie 
That perfect God and perfect Man approue. 

From the sweet bosome of His Father's farest, 

Etemall Babe, of all etemall blisse ; 
All blessed Babe, that made the mother blest, i 

By that sweet blessed holy loue of His, 

From the High Throne of heau'nly Glorie's seate, 
Vnto this world, this worthlesse world descended ; 

With their crosse spirits kinddy to intreat 
For their owne good, that highly Him offended. 

This blessed infant of Etemitie, 
And ondy glorious essence of the same ; 

By the deare light of His all-sedng eye 
Beholding all things, all, so out of frame, 

Vnto His seruants to make knowne His kwe 
And to redeeme what lacke of loue had lost ; 

In tender age and dder yeeres did prooue 
How Patience' care might be in passions crost. 

When first sweet Infent in the mothers armes. 
Fed with the milke of pure ^^rginitie ; 

How did He scape the tyrant Herod's harmes. 
That little knew of His diuinitie. 

But oh, when first His presence sweet appear'd, 
Vnto the sQIy sbephcmrds in the fidd : 

With how much ioy were all thdr spirits chear'd. 
Whose humble qres His heauenly Face behdd. 



THE RAUISHT SOULE. 



While in thc^ heauens the angels sung for 107, 
That peace by Him vnto the world was come ; 

By Him Who should both Death and Hdl destroy, 
And be the Sauiour of His chosen summe. 

The virgin-mother ioyed in her childe, 
And in her ioy did call her sonne her Sauiour ; 

Whose gradotts spirit in her countenance milde, 
Did shew the blessing of her meeke behaniour. 

O blessed Sonne* the Father's best bdou'd. 
In Whom He all and ondy did deUgfat ; 

How many wayes His workes in wonder proou'd. 
He held the scepter of His Father's right. 

In simplenesse, all harmelesse as the doue ; 

In learning, putting all the doctours downe ; 
In power, the hand of highest heau'ns bdioue ; 

In state, the King of Kings in Olorie's crowne. 

In patience, the true proofe of sufferance ; 

In truth, the touch-stone of all vertues triaU ; 
In loue, director of Life's ordinance ; 

In life, the hande of the etemaU diall. 

In charitie, the giuer of all good ; 

In bountie, the bestower of all blisse ; 
In merde, fiedthe's etemall blessed food ; 

In grace, the guide that cannot leade amisse. 

In wisedome, founder of all vrit and sense ; 

In will, the worker of all wonders* worth ; 
In essence, all the Summe of excellence ; 

In all, that good that bringes all glorie forth. 

This essence all incomprehensiUe, 
Yet willing in His merdes to be knowne ; 

That glorie might not be offensible, 
That in a shadowe ondy should be showne. : 

First, in the time of fedile infiEUide 
When Nature's weaknesse fled a fear&d force ; 

Then, in the jreeres of reason's constande. 
When gradous Merde gloried in remorse ; 

Came to the worlde to call the vrorlde to come, 
Vnto His call that had the heauens at call ; 

Healing the sicke, the biinde, lame, deafe, and dumme, 
And rais'd them vp that readie were to faSL 

Contented with the badge of pouertie. 

Who might commaund both heauen and earth at wO ; 
Lodg'd in a manger in humilitie. 

Who in Himselfe both heauen and earth did fiU. 

Threatned with death, Who was the life of life ; 

Sought to be slaine. Who was the death of death ; 
The ground of peace, yet with the world at strife ; 

And suffred death, yet gaue the lining breath. 

Seeke heauen and earth and finde out sudi another, 
So might command and so would be commanded ; 

Whd was our King, yet would become our brother. 
Might strike all dumb^, and yet wold be demanded. 



Would leaue such pleasure and endure sud> paine, 
And for thdr lines, that crucified His lone ; 

With losse of life to make thdr lining gaine 
That prooued turides to their turtle-doue. 



Who euer crau'd His hdp, and was denied? 

Who knied Hfan so, but left Him at His death? 
Who euer fiedl'd where fiuth on Him rdied? 

Yet who for Him would spare one fenour's breath ? 

Oh Lord, what madnesae could be more in men ? 

Then when they knew the trueth to make a doubt ; 
And long in darkienesse hauing Ught cuen then, . 

To biinde themsdnes to put the candle ooL 

And blessed women that His death bewailed, 
While hearts' deepe griefe found comfort's high perfec- 
tion ; 

When passion's teares so much with loue pceuailed. 
As first to them reueal'd His resurrection. 

The mother wept, to see her Sonne so vaed ; 

The sinner wept to see her Sauiour dying ; 
The cousin wept, to see her kind abused ; 

All for His death fell to a deadly crying. 

The sunne edipst, the day did loose his light, 
And stones did rise against thdr Maker's fbes ; 

The Temple rent, the people were affiight. 
And firom the gniues the trouUed spirits rose. 

All these were tokens of His holy trueth. 

To make men know how they were woe begon them ; 
But gracelesse spirits voyd of gradous ruth, 

Ventred to take the guiltlesse blood vpon them. 

Here then behold the maiestie of blisse. 
That pray'd for them that prd'd vpon Him so ; 

Content with all might come to Him amisse. 
So His with Him might to thdr comfort goe. 

His life, the lantheme of etemall light ; 

His death, the passage to etemall rest ; 
His grace, the marke of the most blessed sight ; 

His k>ue, the lite of the etemall blest 

His mirades, the witnesse of His power ; 

His sacraments, remembrance of His loue ; 
His resurrection. His triumphant houre ; 

And His ascension angeb' ioyes abooe. 

His trauaile, all to bring our soules to rest ; 

His prayer, for our preseruation ; 
His worke, to ioy the spiriu of the blest ; 

His Word, the assur6d trueth of our sahiatioo. 

His warre a fight, but ondy for our peace ; 

His peace, the ioy wherein our soules doe Uue ; 
His woundes, the salue that doth our woes rdease ; 

His triumph, fredy of His grace to giue. 

Oh, should I runne into that world of worth. 
Wherein His glory dudy doth increase ; 

I should more wonder of most worth briqg forth. 
Then thought can reach, vntill all »h^nir<tig cease; 
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But since true loue requited with vnkindnesse, 
Grace with disgrace, comfort with miserie ; 

VHsedome with foUy. Truth with &Ishood's blindnes, 
Honour with shame and right with iniury. 

Since all the contraries of true content, 
That wit and reason rightly male reoehie. 

His heauenly mercy, truely patient. 
AU for our good full meekely did recdue. 

And being gon firom our vngratious handes 
Vnto the right hand of his Father's rest ; 

There in His hourely intercession standes. 
For our remission making Loue's request. 

And by his Worde, the message of His will. 
Sent by the preacher of His proooM truthe ; 

Doth call our seniles from all accursM ill, 
Vnto the good of gracious Merde's ruth. 

And bids our &ith to feare no hurt of sinne, 
And leaues vs lessons in the rules of grace ; 

Where true repentance doth remission winne. 
And humble fitdth doth finde in heauen a place. 

And leto vs see each day and euerie night. 

A kind of figure, both of heauen and hdl ; 
And how that sinnes doe ahvaies fly the Ught, 

While Messed graces doe in brightnes dwdL 

And howe the vertuous in the heauens are blessM, 
And how the vicious in their horrors hated ; 

And howe the iust shall bane their wrongs redressed 
And how the proude shall haue their pride abated. 

How Charitie shall be in heauen rewarded ; 

How Patience* care shall richly be contented ; 
How Bribrie shall be vtterly discarded ; 

And Tyrannic shall be in hell tormented. 

How humble Faith shall be in heau'i^helouM, 
And gracious spirits blessedly embracM ; 

And £uthlesse spirits from all grace remoouM, 
And gracelesse spirits vtterly disgracM. 

When life shall be pronounc't to the elected ; 

And Loue shall take the charge of the bdouM ; 
And Hdl recdue the souks of the reiected, 

To endlesse paines of g r ac e lesse will reprouM. 

When this (I say) and all that can be sayd. 
That may reuiue the vertuous in their death ; 

And iustly make the reprobate afraide. 
With looking downe into their hell beneath. 

Our Lord hath left vs in those lines of Loue, 
That heau'nly wisedom wrote for our instruction ; 

Yet we, all cardesse of our soules behoue. 
Will headlong runne vpon our owne destruction. 

What shall I say ? But, let the atheist frie 
Within the coles of his owne condence' fire ; 

Torments too true, too late will make him trie 
He cannot acape the furie oi God's ire. 



And let the ftdthfiill in their feardesse hope, 

Assure their spirits of espedall grace ; 
The breadth of heauen doth beare so large a scope. 

That none so poore but there shall haue a place. 

And let the prince not glory in his crowne. 

But lay it at the feet of Merde's krae ; 
And let the haughtie pull those humours downe. 

That ondy worke for wicked hd's behoue. 

Oh, let the fiUie leaue painting of their faces. 
And ondy aeeke the beautie of the minde ; 

For God alone doeth loue the inward graces. 
And not the shadowes that the eye doe blinde. 

And let the rich not let his riches rust, 
But aeeke the wealth but of the spirit's worth ; 

For God doth know your treasure is but dust, 
And ye but stewards for to let it forth. 

And let the wise so wdl employ thdr wits, 
They may attaine the knowledge to doe well ; 

And shun the follies of those madding fits. 
That leaning heauen doe run the way to hdL 

Oh let that Queene be trudy angd-like, 
M^th Grace's scepter holdes the sword of 

And by her fidth in Merde's hande doth sedce, 
A ioyfuU kingdome that shall neuer cease. 

And let that Ladie thinke hersdfe a queene. 

That hath possesskm of her spirite so ; 
That she could leaue all comforts she hath 

And her owne sdfe mto her God to goe. 

And let that Souldier most that valour loue. 
Where God assistes the ficuthfull in their fight ; 

While lacke of faith in coward feare doth prooue. 
Each shadowe doth the fidthlesse soule affiright. 

And let the Lawyer looke on lustlce lines. 

And knowe that God will right the poore man's wrong ; 
And that such lawyers as are true diuines. 

Doe loue the Muses sing of Merde's songe. 

And let the Marchant loue that traffique best, 
Where trauaile findes the treasure of God's grace ; 

While greedie mindes that fill the golden chest. 
Shall neuer see thdr Sauiour in the £ace. ' 

And let the SchoUer that doth studie most, 
Finde out the truth of life's etemall treasure ; 

And thinke all labour in his studie lost. 
Where God His grace giues not the spirit pleasure. 

And let the louer leaue his wanton looke, 
With such illusions as enchaunt the minde : 

And ondy loue the beautie of that Booke 
Where God alone is in His loue to finde. 

Abhorre the diuell and he will depart, 
Grace is as neere as sinne, if you will craue it ; 

So faith doe begge it with repentant heart. 
For feare nor pride are euer like to haue it. 



THE RA UISHT SOULE, 



Crie vnto Christ, Whom you hane crudfied ; 

In teares of loue leueala 3rour hate of sinne ; 
So in your greefe, when grace is glorified, 

Be sure in mercie doth your blisse b^inne. 

Beleeue His worde, seeke to obey His will, 
And knowe the worke is His and none of your's ; 

Striue to doe well and flye the way to ill. 
And be submissiue to supemall powers. 

Be patient in the crosse of any care. 
Repentant in remembrance of amisse ; 

Constant in faith ; lone God without compare. 
And giue all glory to that name of His. 

Hate him that speakes against His Maiestie, 
Loue him in soole that will forsake Him neiter ; 

And know the scomers of the deity. 
Shall all be damn'd and frie in hell for euer. 

Goe to your closet, louely, there alone 

Bleede forth in teares, the trueth of your beliefe ; 
And you shall see your smallest spirit's groane, 

Will finde a grace to ease you of your griefe. 



\ 



For He that knowes the secrets of your thought. 
And knowes the natures of your sinne's disease ; 

Will neuer see your spuit ouer-wrought, 
But in the instant giue you present ease. 

You shal be the deare daughter of His kme, 
And like a father He will looke vpon jrou ; 

And in His mercy so much comfort proue, 
That you shall neuer more be woe4)egon you. 



' Your soule in heauen shall hal£e already be, 
The angels ginne to set jrour post to sing ; 
Your spirit's eye shall in some graces, see 
^ Some shadowing glory of your heauenly King. 

And 3rou all rauisht with your heauenly ioy, 
Will so His gracious glorious Name adore ; 

That being healM of your soule's annoy. 
This hatefull world shall be your loue no more. 

And you of men that haue bene long admir'd 
For many worthes, well worthy admiration, 

Shall then of angels be as much destr'd 
For heauenly grounds of grace's confirmation. 

I And God Himselfe so neere Himselfe will set you, 
In Grace's seate where Mercy so will loue you. 
That Faith's regard will neuer more forget you, 
Nor sinne, nor death, nor deuill shall remoue you. 

But where the saints and angels are redting 
The heau'nly trueth of high lehouah's story ; 

Your rauisht soule in such diuine enditing, 
Shall euermore be singing of His glory. 



To the assurM hope of which high grace, 
In humble prayer let ray poore humble penne. 

In your good fauour begge that blessed place, 
Where my poore heart, may happ'ly say, Amen. 



V 



Gloria in excelsis Deo. 






The Blessed Weeper. 




|Y thoughts amaz'd, I knowe not how. of late 
Halfe in a slumber and more halfe a-sleepe ; 
My troubled senses at a strange debate 
What kind of care should most my spirit 
keepe ; 
Methought I sawe a silly woman weepe, 
And with her weeping, as it seem'd, so pleas'd 
As if her heart had with her teares beene eas'd. 



The place neere where she sate, was like a graue. 

But all vncouer'd and the bodie gone ; 

Where in her care she nothinge seem'd to craue 

But that stolne bodie how to looke vpon. 

When weeping so, appear'd to her anon 
Two blessed angels and one Lord of blisse. 
Who came to comfort this poore wretch of His. 
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But ere they came, how she in bitter teares 
Bewafl'd the lofie, or lacke of her deere lone ; 
As to her words my vision witnesse beares, 
And my remembranoe may for truth approone ; 
The whole discourse her passions seem'd to moue ; 
In heart's deepe griefe and soule's high ioy co n cei n ed, 
Was as I write, were not my thoughts deoehied. 

If euer sorrow in a sinner's hart, 
Liu'd to disdU those droppes of bitter teares 
That to the world in passions can impart, 
Put of that paine the troubled spirit beares, 
SfDooChing the woes wherein all pleasure weares ; 

Oh let her shewe the deepest of her sldll, 

In drawfa^ out the essence of mine flL 

The loife of health the heart may somewhat craze ; 
The loife of wealth distemper may the mbide ; 
The losse of honour is a feareftill mase ; 
The losse of freends, a care of greeuous kinde ; 
But all these woes vpon one heart to winde, 

Were much to thhike but much more to bdeeue ; 

How it could line, whom Cure more crosses greeue. 

But finom the bagge of naked pouertie 
To haue more wealth then all the world can giue ; 
And from the care of all calamitie, 
In all the comfort of content to line. 
Where settled ioy all greefe away doth driue ; 
And sodenly growe sicke and poore againe, 
Who can coooeiue the plague of such a paine ? 

I wretdied I, the out-cast of all grace, 
And banisht for my sinne fixnn heauenly blisse ; 
I that to hell did headlong runne my race. 
Not caring how my soule was led amisse. 
While I was cosoned, by the Serpent's hisse ; 
I caitiffe wretch, of all the world the worst, 
By Sinne's iust doome to endlesseea nuw curst. 

I, wretched soule, whome sinne had barM so, 
As left me naked of all Nature's grace ; 
I sinke of sinne and also full of woe, 
As knew not how in heauen to haue a place ; 
And in the depth of all this desperate case 

To be relieu'd, and doth'd, grac't and belou'd. 

And on the sodaine, from all these remou'd. 

To lose the vesture of that Vertue's grace 
That doth'd my naked soule. asham'd of sinne ; 
To lose the beautie of that blessed Face, 
Where merde's loue did comfort's life beginne ; 
To lose the ioyes that heauens were glad to winne ; 
To lose the life of such a louely Fteend, 
Oh let me weepe and neuer make an end. 

The child that hath his father deerely louing. 
Who sees his faults and greatly doth abhorre them ; 
Yet so from wrath will haue his thoughts remoouing. 
As he will neither checke, nor chide him for them. 
But puts them backe, whUe Pitie stands before them ; 



And doth not ondy all his faults forgiue 
But makes him kinddy in his grace to hue. 

That hapfrie diOd, that m his heart hath fdt 

The blessed life of such a father's loue ; 

Thinke how his heart must needes in sorrow mdt. 

That must the losse of such a father prooue. 

And curse the death doth such a life remooue ; 
And as a creature in all comforts freendlesse, 
Bleede out his time in teares of sorrow endlesse. 

That wicked child of too much ill am I, 
That had a Father hdd me all too deere ; 
Who from my sinnes. did tume His angrie eye 
And on my sorrow shew'd a smyling cheere. 
And to His grace did take my soule so neere, 
And when asham'd to come His face before, 
He sayd but this, Take heede thou sinne no more. 

My sinnes foigiuen, what ioy my soule reoeiu'd, 
None can ezpresse but the repentant heart ; 
Nor can that sorrow euer be conodu'd, 
To see that Father from that child depart ; 
But in that soule that in the bitter smart 
Of the true feeling of that Father's loue, 
Had rather death then His departure prooue. 

The carelewe seruant that the goods misspends, 
Which his kind Maister to his trust coounitteth : 
And his neat house to theeues and varlets lends. 
And cares for nought but ¥rhat his humour fitteth ; 
That gradous Lord that all such faults remitteth. 

And in His goodnesse doth so deeidy loue him. 

That from His fauour nothing shall remooue him. 

So ill a seruant that doth finde the loue 
Of' such a Lord, as neuer like was found ; 
And in the midst of all his ioy must prooue 
The death to see his comfort all a-ground, 
His blessed Lord by theeues and vaiiets bound ; 

Scoft, scourg'd and beaten, sorrowing, sighing, dying. 

How can that seruant cease oontinuall oying ? 

That wicked seruant wretched wretch am I ; 

That louing Maister was ray lining Lord ; 

Whose gratious giftes abus'd vngratiously, 

Whose house, — my soule, — fowle spirits laide aboard. 

Filld full of sixmes, of graces all abhord : 
Yet for all this and all that I could doe. 
My Lord foigaue me and did loue me too. 

He deans'd my soule from all*my filthy 'siime. • 
And with my teares did wash it cleane againe ; 
Draue out the feends and kindly entred in. 
With grace to heale that sorrow would haue slaine : 
And in His kme, did so my teares retaine 
That euerie droppe that fell vpon His feete, 
Vnto my soule did giue a heauenly sweet. 
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Now such a Maister as was neuer such ; 

So good vnto a seruant, none so ill : 

So much abus'd, abuses oh too much ; 

A cursM cnie, to worke their hellish wiU 

Like rauening woolues a silly lambe to kill, 
Foule darknrsse so to gouerne ouer light. 
Who would not weepe to death at such a sight ? 

A some Sister that hath sudi a brother 
As for her loue would venture losse of life, 
And her vnkindnesse so in kindnesse smother 
As twixt their loues should kill all cause of strife. 
Though her ill course were His heart's cutting knife ; 
To see that Brother k>se His Ihiing breath, 
How can that sister choose but weepe to death ? 

That sister I, that Brother was my Lord, 
Who in His loue laide downe His life for me. 
Whose death, oh crosse of crosses to record. 
Ah wretch that euer I was borne to see : 
Though by His death my life must ondy be. 

To lose a &ther, maister, brother such ; 

Child, seruant. sister, how can I weep too much ? 

Shame bad me weepe ynough to see how sinne 
BesmeerM had my soule with ougly spottes. 
And weepe to feele how I was feltred in 
The wretched snarles of wicked nature's knots. 
And weepe to looke vpon those loathsome blots, 

That fild me so with greefe of all disgrace, 

I durst not see my Sauiour in the face. 

At Whose sweete feete I kneeling wept with feare 
I had offended to presume so neere, 
But sinne so fled away at euerie teare 
That grace beganne my heauie heart to cheere : 
When my deere Lord sayd not, What dost thou here ? 
Or get thee hence, or like a dogge outspume mee, 
But from my sinne vnto His merde tume me. 

He felt my teares, though no man heard my weeping, 
And gaue me grace, though no man for me mou'd Him ; 
Which made me know He had my soul in keeping, 
Though sinne too long too flEur from me remou'd Him. 
For sinne once fled, how deare in soule I lou'd Him, 
His words can witnesse that my soule did tuch, 
' Much is forgiuen her for she louM much.' 

He louM much that me so much forgaue : 
Such my Forgiuer how much should I loue ? 
Forgaue my sinnes and from the Feend did saue 
My wounded soule that could no comfort prooue, 
Till grace and mercie did my greefe remooue. 
But when I felt my paine of sinne once past 
In Mercie's grace, I wept with ioy as fast 

But oh my soule, vnworthy of this sweete, 
Could not enioy these ioyftill teares too long : 
For sinne and sorrow did so soundly meete. 
As made my heart to sing another songe. 
When I beheld the too apparant wronge. 

My Lord, my Loue, my Life, my King and God, 
For my poore soule and for my sinnes abode. 



To see the Lambe that bleated but our blisse, 
Brought all by woolues unto a bleeding end : 
To see that cruell shamefiill death of His 
Who did His course but for our comfort bend, 
And held our foe that was our deerest FVeend : 
Who did such good and to receiue such ill, 
Weepe heart to death and die in weeping still. 

Vngratefiill wretches, worthlesse of al grace, 
Rebellious subiects, traytours to your King ; 
Could yee behold His worices before your foce 
What choise of good His charitie did bring ? 
And from your hearts could so much venom springe. 

As with the Lord of Peace to stirre such strife. 

To seeke His death. Who onely gaue you life ? 

Slaues, dogges and diuels, worse if I could call yee. 
That so haue showne the malice of your mindes, 
I cannot wish more ill then shall befall yee, 
That are the impes of such accurs&d kindes. 
As ougly Sathan with illusions blindes : 
I weepe not for your sorrow, but to see 
That all yee did not die to set Him fi^e. 

And better had it beene for yee to die. 

Then haue been borne to bringe Him to His death ; 

And by your deeds to die eternally 

Or line in death within the hell beneath. 

Where neuer ayer shal breath you wholesome breath ; 
But by your choice of torments make you know 
What yee haue done to breede my weeping so. 

Alas, what sinne but did my soule possesse ? 
But that accursed crucifying sinne. 
That would not let your wicked soules oonfesse 
His gloriotis grace where grace did first beginne 
By true desert, all glorie due to winne ; 
And by such grace did winne my soule so to Him : 
My death were sweete if it might seruice doe Him. 

Oh that my teares kept number with my sinnes. 
Or that my sinnes were drownM in my teares ; 
Then should my weeping shew how ioy b^innes 
In faithfull heart, where fearefull sorrow weares. 
And comfort's blisse so much contentment beares. 

That hope shold shew that halfe a beauen doth win ; 

Better to weepe in grace then laugh in sinne. 

But what speake I of either sinne or grace ? 
My sinne's too greeuous and my grace is gone ; 
My life is dead, the earth is all too base, 
For my loue's Lord, to deigne to looke vpon. 
Where lines not one good creature, no not one. 
And what should I but weepe to line to see 
I cannot see where my sweete Lord may be. 

But since mine eyes haue liuM to behold 
The heauenly substance of my life and loue. 
Wherein my faith doth gratiously vnfould 
The onely blessing of my soule's behoue, 
All for the gl(»ie of the heauens aboue. 

Why should I liue and looke vpon the light ? 

Now I haue lost the ioy of such a sight. 
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No, I doe hope my darkfrnraBMs will not hold. 
The night wiU passe and sunne againe wiU shine ; 
Although my heart in comfort be a-oold 
My soule doth tdl me that these teares of mine 
Shall all be dri'd vp by His hand dhdne ; 
Who so will cure me of my sinf all sore 
That I shall ipy in grace aiid weepe no more. 

Bat He is gone, my spirit's ondy sweete. 
And I am left a wretched sinner heere ; 
Oh that my teares ooald with my comfort meete 
And I might see my saning heaJ^ so neere 
As with his sight my heanie heart might dieere : 
Then should I lone mine qres for sudi a seeing, 
Withont which f&^ the ioy not in their being. 

Let me then seeke where I may hope to see 

The ondy substance of my ioying sight ; 

And neucr rest nor eoer wearie be 

Vntill I come vnto that starre of light. 

Which may direct my heart and spirit right, 
Vnto that place where gracious loue win show 
My souk His presence that it loueth so. 

To dime to heauen it is too high a place ; 

Sinne wdghes me downe too low to seeke Him there : 

For hdl, it is vnworthy of sudi grace 

And for the world, my sorrow witnessebeare. 

It is not worthy of His name to heare : 
Then sfaice nor heere nor there, without all doubt 
M^thin the gnme I must goe seeke Him out. 

Oh ground more gradous then the world besides 
Which do'st enclose that all the world commaundes : 
And blessid earth that in thy center hides 
His corpse for Whom my weeping soule demaunds : 
Tell me, oh heauens into what holy handes 
He is conuey*d, and where He now may be, 
Whom thus my heart with teares desires to see ? 

Thus weeping still, two angels did appeare, 
Who as it seem'd, desirous for to know 
The monefiill cause of this her mourning cheere, 
Wherefore she wept and what she sought for so ; 
Briefely she thus her greefe beganne to shewe 
(Wringing her hands ¥rith many a bitter teare) 
Her Lord was stolne and laid i^e knew not where. 

Oh blessed angels, blessed as yee be, 
Tell me where is my highest blisse become ? 
Your Lord and mine, oh tell me where is He, 
May cheere the heart that sorrow doth benimime ; 
Starue not ray teares, vouchsafe my soule one crumme 
Of comforts' care, to let me truely know 
Where is my Lord, that I lament for so. 

But doe yee aske me Whom I seeke for so ? 
Or why I weepe ? Because I cannot finde Him. 
Oh heauenly creature helpe my soule to knowe 
But where He is that I may come behinde Him, 
That He may know but how my loue doth mind Him : 
If dead I may vnto His tombe restore Him, 
And if aliue I may on knees adore Him. 



Oh happie Gardiner of this holy ground. 
Blest art thou borne if thou hast Uu'd to see 
That blessed bodie where it may be fo«md, 
That here lay buried : tdl me (if thou be 
Sent fixnn my Lord, to come and comfort me) 

Who hence hath stolne the substance of my blisse. 

And where bcstowiM that holy corps of His. 

But doe jTOu aske me why I weepe so modi ? 
And what I seeke ? I sedca my soiiles ddight : 
And weepe becaase I finde not any such 
As can direct me to so sweete a sight : 
This is the cause of my heart's hcauie plight. 

Oh tdl me then, and put me out of doubt. 

Dead or aliue, where I may finde Hnn ouL 

Thus while her eyes contimudl wveping kept. 
Came Christ Himadfe ahhougfa a while vnknowne ; 
Who askt her what she sought and why she wept : 
She as before vnto the angds sbowne. 
Began in teares to make her pitioos mono : 
Her Lord was stcdn, and borne she knew not whither. 
But if He knew He would direct her thither. 

But while the Lord of all her life and kme. 
Bdidd her teaies, the witness of her truth, ■ 
To make her faith in heauenly fiiuour pfooue 
The sweete reward of Merde's sacred ruth, 
And know what life of such a loue ensueth. 

Spake but one word, but that word was so sweete. 

As would haue made her soule to Idsse Hisfeete. 

Marie, quoth He.— Oh Maister 1 blessed voice, 
FYom which my heart receives so sweet a sound. 
As makes my soule in rauisht ioy reioyoe. 
To thinke to line that I my Lord haue found : 
Oh let my sinnes be in my teares so drown'd 
That in my iojres my soule be euer weeping, 
To haue "Thy presence in my comfort's keeping. 

I will not presse one foote beyond the line 
Of Thy Loue's leaue ; vouchsafe me but a looke 
Of that sweet heauenly holy eye of Thine, 
Of my deere Loue the euer-Uuing Booke : 
Wherein my teares haue such true comfort tooke. 

That let the world tcument roe nere so sore. 

Let me see Thee and I desire no more. 

Oh, sight more pretious then tongue can expresse. 
Wherein the eye doth comfort so the heart. 
The heart the soule and all in their distresse. 
Doe find an ease and end of euerie smart. 
When de and heart and soule and euerie part 

Condude in ioy, that comfort did bq;inne ; 

Better to weepe in grace then laugh in sinne. 

And with that word, she vanisht so away 
As if that no such woman there had beene. 
But yet methought her weeping seem'd to say 
The spirit was of Marie Magdalen ; 
Whose bodie now, although not to be scene, 
Yet by her speech it seemed it was she. 
That wisht all women might such weepers be. 

FINIS. 



The LONGING of a BLESSED HEART. 
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NOTE. 



The ' Longing of a Blessed Heart ' was reprinted in loo copies at 
the Lee Priory Press (1814, 4*) by Sir Egerton Brydges, with more 
accuracy than usual with hinii albeit a return to the original text of 
1 601 has enabled us to correct sereral important * slips,' and to 
restore the Author's own orthography. Our exemplar is that in the 
British Museum. Collation : 24 leaves. See our Memorial-Introduc- 
tion on the biographical value and interest of these Poems. — G. 
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EXCELLENT POEME, 



t^pon the Longing of a Blessed 

Heart : which loathing the 

World, doth long to be 

IVith Christ, 



With an ADDITION vpon the DEFINITION OF LOUE. 



Compiled by Nicholas Breton, Gentleman. 



Ci^io dissolui, et esse cum Christo. 



, ' Imprinted at London, for lohn Browne, 

and lohn Deane. 1601. 



To the Right Honourable, my singular good Lord, 

The Favourer of all good Studies, and Louer of all Vertues, 

THE LORD NORTH, 

Nicholas Breton wisheth increase of Honour ^ continuance of health, 

and eternall happinesse. 




\fGHT Honourable^ knowing the nature of men so different^ that it is hard for one to speak 
of all; and the delightes of the most part of the world sofarre from longing after heauen^ 
that if the mercie of God were not the greater^ the diuell would make too great a haruest 
on the earth : sorrie to see the dispositions of the wicked, and wishing the number of the vertuous 
were encreased, (among the which, if I might without flatterie speak a truth, I should note your 
Honor for a kind of Vhccnix among men), I haue vpon my knowledge of your worthynesse, in the 
good regard of all well-disposed spirits, presumed, out of the humdle meditations of no worldly minde, 
to present your Honour with a little volume of the vaine delights of the worldly, and the better 
longings of the godly. In which, I am perswaded, when your Honour hath noted what is hue, and 
what is worth the louing, you will loue me nothing the worse for my hue's longing. But leauing to 
your honourable discretwn, the liking cf my souUs labour, and commaundement of my heart's loue : 
in the humilitie of affectionate seruice, I rest 

Your Honour's, 

In all humble and bounden duty, 

NICHOLAS BRETON, 



Co tl^e ISeaDer* 



IF you loue yourselfe, or like to be loued, it were good 
you did first know what loue is, where it is to be 
sought and how to be had ; which in this little lesson 
following, you may happe to hit on. For if you mistake 
the matter as many haue done, that set their wittes a 
woll-gathering vpon the backe of a woodcocke, in think- 
ing loue to be either nothing, or at least as little worth ; 
or such akinde of riddle as is scarcely worth the reading ; 
you may happe either neuer finde what it is, repent the 
seeking, or not care for the hauing of it ; or standing in 



your owne light be but little beloued for your lost 
labour. But if with the eye of a carefuU heart you will 
looke into the loue of the soule, there I would be glad 
to see you longing and wish you (hauing not to troutile 
you with more words then matter) the k>ue of God, yon 
to loue me as I doe you and God to loue vs all ; and so 
I end 

Yours in the loue of charitie 

NICHOLAS BRETON. 



A 2 



Two hopefal twinnes ioynt utaes of one bfaiiie 
A Ranisbt Soqk and Longing S|>irit sends 
Im6 joor bosome's Ujgfa and heanenly traine. 
That are Wine's k i nwrmcn and the Moses friends : 
Eoibcaoe them, krae them, and with iodacment's 
Ejpe theoL Beleene me. Reader, thoo shah finde 
Their linmies well measured and proportions tme ; 
No part diHcnting from their p e tfe c t Idnde. 



Ondf the fiufaioo sitt not on their dotbes 
To malBe them sightlj to fantatfirke eyes. 
Mks not Venns did the woric dispose, 
CmtJng their garments from angrlHrk skies 

FWne is their hafaite yet dinine and 

Fit for the wise bat fior the 



H. T. Gbnt. 



AD LIBRUM. 



/^^ OE, Booke, and baUce those eyes, 
^^^ That knie but shadowes' sigfates : 
And let them gape for flyes, 

That maice but buzzards' fligfau. 



And tell the humble heart, 
That longes in better loue. 

To him thou wilt impart 
Thy spirit's turtle done. 



Whose flesh the soole doth feed. 
With that etenaU sweet ; 

Wherein heart's eies may reed. 
How life and kme doe meet 

To make the blessed see 
The loue, that longeth best ; 

And what those longinges bee, 
Whose kme is neuer blest. 

That loue not misoonoeiu'd in thought. 
May neuer long for that is nought. 



Bretons Longing. 




[HAT life hath be that neuer thinkes of tone? 
And what sndi kme bat bath a j^>edal lik- 
ing 
And what sudi lildng but win iMke tp prone 
The best to finde the comfort of his aeeUag? 
But while fond thoughtt in FoUie's pacbe are peeking, 
Better conceited wits may easdy findi. 
The truest wealth that may enrich the minde. 

But since the difference 'twizt the good and bad 
Is easely seene in notes of their ddfghtes ; 
And that those notes are needefUl to be had. 
To see whose eyes are of the dearest sights ; 
Whose are the dayes, and whose may be the nightes ; 
From the poor crowch ▼mo the princely crowne, 
I will the difference* as I finde, set downe. 

The worldly Prince looges to encrease his State 
To conquer kingdnn^es, and to weare their crownes ; 
A foraine power by forces to abate, 
To make but foocstooles of their fairest townes ; 
And hates the spirits of those home-made downes, 

That will not venter life for victorie ; 

But yet ibrgets that God shouM bane the glorie. 

The woridly Coancdkmr doth beat his braines, 
How to aduise his Souendgne for the best, 
And in his place doth take continual! paines 
To keepe his Prince fai such a pk?asing rest, 
That he may still be leaning on his breast. 

Thinking his happe vnto a heauen so wrought ; 

But yet perhaps God is not in his thought 

The Souldier he ddigfateth aU fai armes, 
To see his colours in the field display'd ; 
And longes to see the yssue of those harmes. 
That may reueale an enemie dismay'd, 
A forte defeated, or a towne betray'd : 

And still to be in action day and night. 

But little thinkes on God in all the fight. 

The worldly Scholler loues a world of bookes. 
And spendes his life in many an idle line : 
Meanewhile his heart to heauen but little lookes, 
Nor loues to thinke vpon a thought diuine ; 
These thoughtes of ours, alas ! so lowe encline r 

We seeke to know what Nature can eflfect ; 

Bat vnto God hauc small or no respect 



The Pbet with his fictions and his fondes, 
Pleaseth himselfe with humoroas faiuentkms ; 
Which well considered are a kinde of firanzies. 
That carie little truth in their intentions : 
While Wit and Reason ikUing at contentions, 
Make Wisdome finde that FoUie's strong illusion 
Bringes Wit and Senses wholly to confusion* 

The workily Lawyer studyeth right and wronge : 
Bat how he hidgeth, there the question lyes : 
For, if you looke for what his lone doth k>ng. 
It is the profite of his plea doth rise : 
There b the woridly Lawyer's Paradise 1 

He ndther longes the right nor vrrong to see, 

Bat to be fingring of the golden fee. 

The Cosmographer doth the workl suruey. 
The hOs and dales, the nookes and little crookes, 
The woods, the plaines, the high, and the by-way. 
The seas, the riuers, and the little brookes : 
All these he findes within his compast bookes ; 

And with his needle makes his measure euen ; 

But aU this while he doth not thinke of heauen. 

Th' Astronomer standes staring on the skie, 
And will not haue a thought beneath a staxre ; 
Bat by his speculation doth espie 
A worldof woonder commingfifomafiure ; . 
And tds of times and natures, peace and warre : 

Of Mars his sword, and Mercury his rod ; 

Bat an this whUe he little thinkes on God. 

The worldly Marchant ventreth ferre and neere ; 
And shunnes nor land nor sea to make a gaine : 
Thinkes ndther trauaile, care, nor cost too deere. 
If that his profite counteruaile his peine. 
While so his minde is on the getting vaine, 
That if his shippe do safely come on shore. 
Gold is his God, and he desires no more. 

The worldly Courtier leames to crouch and creepe, 
Speake faire, wait close, obserue his time and place, 
And wake and watch and scarcely catch a sleepe. 
Tin he haue got into some fiivour's grace. 
And win aU cunning in his course embrace. 
That may vnto authoritie aduance : 
But if he thinke on God, it is a diaunoe. 
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The worldly Fanner fils his bames with come, 

And pkmghes, and sowes, and digges, and delues, and 

hedges, 
Lookes to his cattdi. will not lose a home. 
Fels downe his woods, and £als vnto his wedges. 
And grindes his axes, and doth mend their edges, 

And deerely sels that he good cheape hath bought ; 

But all the while God is not in his Uiought. 

The Sayler. he doth by hii oompasse stand. 
And wdes his anchors, and doth hoyse his sayles. 
And longes for nothing but to get on land, 
While many a storme his starting spirite quailes, 
And feare of pirats his poore heart assaylei : 

But onoe on shore, carowae and casts off feare. 

Yet scarcely thinkes on God that set him there. 

The worldly Preacher talkea of sacrifice, 
Of sacraments, and holy mysteries : 
Meanewhile hee longes but for the benefice, 
Thai should presenie his purse from beggeries, 
Because hee loues no worldly miseries : 
For many a Preacher that God's Word hath taught, 
Shewes by his life, God lines not in his thought 

The world's Physitian, that in sicknesie tries 

The nature of the hearbes and minerals. 

And in his simples and his compounds spies. 

Which way to make the patients funerals. 

Or profite by his cures in generals ; 
Longes but to see how long they may endure : 
But scarcely thinkes on God in all the cure. 

The world's Musitian, that doth tune his voice, 
Vnto such notes as Musique's skill hath set : 
Whose heart doth in the harmonic reioice, 
Where pleasing consorts are most Idndely met : 
But still perhaps his spirit doth forget, 
In all his himmes, and songes, and sweetest byes. 
To thinke of God, or of His worthy prayse. 

The Potititian hath a worid of plots, 
In which his spirit hath spedall spyes ; 
Ties, and vnties a thousand sundrie knots, 
In which the substance of his studie lyes. 
And many trickes his close experience tryes. 

How to decdue the world with many a wile ; 

But neuer thinkes on God in all the while. 

The Trauailer delighteth in the view 
Of change and choise of sundrie kinde of creatures ; 
To marke the habites. and to note the hew 
Of fiarre borne people, and their sundrie natures. 
Their shapes, their speech, their gates, their lookes, 
their features. 
And longes abroade to make his life's abode : 
Yet happ'ly neuer longes to be with God. 



The Painter in his cok>urs takes delight. 
And neere the life to make the Ihielyfaood ; 
WhUe onely shadowes doe decdue the sight. 
That take sudi pleasure in a peece of wood ; 
But doth not long for that same lining food, 

Whidi ndther eye hath scene, nor heart oonceiu'd. 

The God of Thith. that neuer soule decdu'd. 

The Louer, he, but on his Ladie thinketh. 
And how to catch her in a kinde content ; 
And lookte, txA leeres, and trowles the eie, and 

winketh ; 
And sedces how thoughtes in silence may bee sent ; 
And longes to see the end of his intent : 

And thinkes himsdfe a king, to get a kisse ; 

But where is God in aU these thoughtes of hii? * , - 

Th' Artificer that hath a worice to doe. 

And bringes his hand vnto his head'i deuise, ■ 

Longes tin be see what it will come vnto. 

And how his palnes hane profite in the price. 

And hauing cast it ouer twise or thrice, 
loyes in his heart : but scarcdy hath a tboogfat, • 
To thanke his God, that him theamning taught. 

The Chiarle that sits and champes vpon his chaffe, 
And will not stirre a foots firom Us bame lloure. 
Except it be among his bagges to langfa. 
He can the poore so with his purse devoore, 
Lcsiges but to vse the poyaoo of his pQfwer. 
T* enridi himsellie, to faringe a worid to naught ; ' 
Shewes that God neuer dwels within his thought. 

As for those beggerly conditions 

Of basest trades, that like to miry hoggeSr 

Doe shewe their spirites' dispositions. 

In digging with thdr noses vnder logges, 

For slime and wormes, or like to rauening dogges. 
Longe but for that which doth the bdly fill, 
Most of them thinke on God against their wilL 

These are the worldlinges, and thdr world's dehgfates 
Whose longing. God knowes, is not worth the louing : 
These are the obiects of those euiU sightes, 
That Vertue hath from her fiedre eyes remoouing : 
These are the passions of Corruption's proouing : 

But they that loue and long for God His sight. 

In worldly trifles neuer take delight. 

The Prince, annointed with the oyl of Grace. 
Who sits with Merde, in the seate of Peace, 
Will long to see his Sauiour in the face. 
And aU his right into His handes release ; 
(Whose ondy sight would make all sorrow cease, ) 

And lay both crowne and kingdome at his feete. 

But of His presence to enioy the sweete. 

The Councellour with heavenly Grace inspir'd. 
Where Wisdome guides the lineaments of Wit. 
Although he hath to Honour's place aspir'd. 
His heart doth shew it longes not after it ; 
His loue desires a higher marke to hitte : 

For while he leaneth on his Prince's breast. 

His longing is, but with his God to rest. 
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The Courtier, that is once ip Qod. His grace, 
Whateuer coimtenanoe in the Court he beares, 
His heart aspireth to a better place ; 
Which humble loue doth long for with those teares, 
Whidi all too naught the pride of pleasure wteres : 
And neuer rests mtiU his God be see, 
With Whome his soule in loue doth long to be.. 

The Souldier that hath fought the Spirit's fight, 
Will put off warre, and long to Uue in peace; 
And not in discord, but concord deHght, 
While gracious Kindnesse makes all quaziels cease 
While Patience doth all passions so appease. 
That he shall finde that Souldiour onely blest. 
Whose faith, in CSod, doth set his soule at rest. 

The Lawyer that hath read the lawes of God, 
And in his heart is touchM with His loue, 
And Icnowes the smart of the supemaU rod. 
Will one day worke, for silly soules' bdkoue. 
Who haue their comfort in the heauens aboue ; 
Will leaue all golden fees, to see the grace. 
That Merde's justice shewes in lesus fiaoe. 

The SchoUer that bcginnes with Christ His crosse. 
And seekes good speede but in the Holy Ghost, 
Findes by his booke that siluer is but drosse. 
And all his labour in his studie lost ; 
Where Faith, of Mercie, cannot sweetly boast, 
And Loue doth long for any other blisse, 
Then what in God, and in His graces is. 

And such a Poet as the Psalmist was. 
Who had no minde but on his maister's loue. 
Whose Muses did the world in musique passe. 
That only soong but of the soule's behoue. 
In giuing glorie to the God aboue. 
Would all worlde's fictions wholly laye aside, 
And onely long but with the Lord to bide. 

The Cosmographer, that by rules of grace 
Sunieys the dtie of the heauenly saintes. 
Will neuer long for any earthly place, 
That either penne prescribes, or painter paints ; 
But in the Ikith that neuer faOes, nor fidnts. 
Will long to see in heauen's lerusalem 
The gratious God of Glorie's diadem. 



The true Astronomer that sees the sunne. 
And knowes that God fixmi Whome it takes his light. 
And in the course the moone and staiies doe runne, 
Findes the true guider of the day and night, 
Longes but to see His onely blessed sight. 
Who sunne, and moone, and stars their brightnesgiues. 
And in Whose face all brightnesse, glorie, lines. 

The Mariner that oft hath past the seas. 
And in his perils seene the power of God, 
Whose onely mercie doth the stormes appease, 
And bringes the shippe vnto his wishM road, 
WiVL neuer long on earth to make abode ; 
But in the heauens to see that blessed handc. 
That at His becke so rules both sea and land. 



The Marchant that h&th cast within his minde, . 
How mudi the spirit's gaine the flesh surmounts. 
And by his fiedth in Mode's loue doth finde 
The ioyfiill summe of such a soule's accounts, 
As to saluation of the whole amounts ; 
Will leaue the worid but on Christe's face to looke, 
Whidi all the fiuthfUll xnakb their ^uing booke. 

The Farmer that hath felt his neighbour's neede« 
And found how God and Charitie are one ; 
And knowes there is a better kinde of feede, 
Then grasse, or come, or flesh, or bloud, or bone. 
Will wish himselfe firom his world's treasure gone, 
Vpon those ioyes to feede in Mode's blisse. 
Where Christ His presence is heauen's paradise. 

The true Physitian that doth knowe the natures 

And dispositions of each dement. 

And knowes that God created hath all creatures 

Beneath, and eke aboue the firmament, 

And ouer all hath ondy gouemment. 
Will ondy long that glorious God to know, 
That giues the sicknesse and doth cure it so. 

The soule's Musitian that doth finde the ground 
Of truest musique, but in God His grace, 
Will thinke all singfaig but an idle sound. 
Where God His praise hath not the highest pkoe. 
And ondy longes to see that blessed fiice. 
Which makes the virgins, saints, and aiigds, sing 
An Halleluiah to their heauenly King. 

The Preacho, that doth in his soule belieue 
The Word of God, which to the workl he teacheth^ 
And in his spirit inwardly doth grieue^ 
He cannot Uue so heauenly as he preacheth, . 
While faith no further then to mode reacheth ; 
Would wish in soule to leaue his benefice, 
To make himselfe to Christ a sacrifice. 

The Politician that hath plotted mudi 
In worldly matters, greatly to his gaine. 
Will finde, if God doe once his spirit tuch, 
Zacheus' heart will haue another vaine 
To clime aloft, and to come downe againe. 

And leaue all plots to come but to that place. 

Where he might see sweete lesus in the £eioc. 

Th' Artificer that hath a worke in hand. 

And fedes the grace of God within his heart ; 

And by the same doth surdy vnderstand, 

How God alone perfecteth euerie part. 

And onely is the giner of all art. 
Will gladly leaue his worke and longe to be, 
Where he might Clirist his soule's worice>nudster 

The Painter that doth paint a daintie image 
So neere the life, as may be to the same. 
And makes an asse vnto an owle doe homage, 
While shadowes bring the senses out of frame, 
If God his heart once with His loue enflame. 
His pictures aU will vnder foote be trod, 
And he will ionge but for the liuing God. 
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The Tnraaikr that wmUces the world about 
And sees the glorious workes of God on high ; 
If God His grace onoe kindly finde him out. 
And Tnto heauen do lift his humble eye, 
His soule in fidth will such pcrfectioDs spie^ 
That leaning all that he on earth can see, 
His lone will k»g but with the Lord to be. 

The Churie that neuer dmunc't vpon a thought 

Of Chaiitie, nor what bdoages thereto ; 

If God His grace hane once his spirit brought. 

To feele what good the fiedthftdl aimers doe. 

The kme of Christ win so his spirit wooe, 
That he win leaue bames, come, and bagges of coioe. 
And bud and life, with lesns' lone to ioine; 

Thus fixxn the Pkince vnto the poorest state. 
Who seemes to Uue as volde of Reason's sense. 
If God ODoe come. Who neuer comes too late. 
And touch the soule with His sweet quintessence 
Of Merde's gnuious glorious patience. 
His soule win leaue whateuer it doth kme. 
And long to Uue but with the Lord abooe. 

Now to the temue of that longing time. 
That louing splrlu thinke too long wiU last ; 
The maide new marled, in her pirq;nant prime, 
Longes tin the time of forty weekes be past. 
And blameth Time he makes no greater hast ; 
Tm in her armes she sweetly haue recdtt'd 
^ Her comfortes fruite, within her WPmhe concdu'd. 

Thus iofftie weekes she labours aU in kme, 
And at the last doth trauaile aU in paine : 
But shortly after doth such comfort proue, 
As glads her heart, and makes an whole againe ; 
So in her infant's pretty smiling vaine 
Pleashig hersdfe, that an her greefe is gone. 
When she may haue her babe to looke vpon. 

Penelope, at her deere loue's departing, 
In sober Idndnesse did conceale her care ; 
Though in her heart she had that inward smarting. 
That Time's continuance after did declare ; 
Where constant loue did shew, vdthout compare, 

A perfect passion of true Vertue's vaine, 

Longing but for Ulisses home againe. 

How many yeeres the storie doth set downe. 
In which she felt the gaU of Absence' greefe. 
When constant Faith on foule effects did frowne. 
Which sought to be to Charitie a theefe, 
Of Natures beautle the true honour cheefe: 

Long languishing in Absence' crueU heU ; 

But when she saw his pre s ence aU is well. 

But if I may in holy lines begiane. 

To speake of loseph. and his longing loue 

Vnto his brethren, but to Benjamm 

To note the passion Nature did approue, 

Which did sudi teares in his affection moue. 



That wdl from thence the proqerfae sweet might 
The loue of brethren b a blessed thing. 

Wdl may I see the notes of Nature's gride, 
In absence of the object of affisction ; 
And loQging for the substance of rdiefe. 
In presence finde the life of loqe's perfection. 
While eie and heart are led by one dtrectk)n ; 

Yet an this while I doe not truety pcoue 

The blessed longing of the Spirit's loue, 

Wheq Mary Magdalene, so ftin of siime. 
As made her heart a harbour of in thought, 
Fdt once the grace of God to enter in. 
And drine them out that her destructioo sought ; 
Her soule was then to lesus' kme so wrought, 
As that with teares in true affect did pcoue 
The pleasing longing of the Spirit's kme. 

In griefe she went aU weeping to His gruue. 
Longing to see Him or aliue or dead ; 
And woukl not cease vntin her loue might haue 
Her kmgfcd fruite, on whidi her ^lirit fed. 
One blessed crumme of that sweet beaoenly bread 
. Of angds' food, but of her Lord a sight, 
Whose heanenly presence prou'd her soule's delight. 

Midas did long for nothing ds but gold. 
And he was kinddy cboakid for his dioyoe ; 
Sodi longing kme doth with too many hold, 
Whidi one^ doe in woridly drosse rdoyoe. 
But did they hearicen to the heanenly vqyoe, 

Thdr diamondes should not so for drosse be sold. 

And they would long for God, and not for gold. 

Zadieus, too kmg, longM for such drosse. 

Tin lesus came, his spirit's further ioye ; 

And then he found his gaine did yedd but losse. 

While sinne in consdence bred the soule's axmoye, 

And vnto heauen the world was but a toye ; 
He left it aU and climM vp a tree. 
To shew his longing how but Christ to see. 

And weU he longd that so His loue recdued, 
Who sweetly saw, and kindly caU'd him downe : 
His stature low, but his tone high concdued. 
Who so was grac't by Merde's glorious crowne. 
As hauing cause vpon his siimes to frowne, 
Forgiue the workes that did deserue damnation, 
And fin'd his house with gloiy of sahiation. 

A blessed longing of a blessed kme I 
Would so an soules did loue, and so did long ; 
And in their longing might so sweetly proue 
The gradous ground of sudi a glorious songe. 
As kins aU sinne that doth the spirit wrong ; 
And sing with Simeon at his Sauiour's sight, 
"Oh now my soule depart in peace, ddight ! " 
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Oh blesaed Simeon, blessed was thy kme. 
And thy Xooit'h longing for thy Souiour so, 
Who wrought so sweetly for thy soule's behooe, 
As from thy prayers would not let thee goe, 
Till to thy knie He did His presence showe, 
Which made thee sing, when sorrowes all did 
*' Lord, let thy seruant now depart in peace I" 

" For I, according to Thy word, hane seen 
The {^orious substance of my soule's saluation ; 
Thy Word, in whome my trust hath euer beene, 
And now hath found my comfort's confirmation !" 
Thus did he make a iojriull declaration 
Of that sweete sight of his sweet Sauiour's fieux, 
That was the glorie of his spirit's grace. 

How many ye er es he aU in prayer spent. 
For the beholding of His blessed kme ! 
What was the yssue of his hope's euent, 
And how his prayers dkl preuaile abone, 
That so his God did vnto merde moue. 
As to his armes to send his onely sonne 
The storie doth of all th' Apostles runne I 

He was well call'd, good Shneon, for that grace, 
That God had giuen the spirit of His loue ; 
That loue that long'd but in his Sanioui's fieux. 
To see the blessing of his soule's behoue. 
And blessed prayer, that did trudy proue 
A blessed soule, that could not prayer cease, 
Till Christ His presence came to giue it peace. 

So should all soules theb Loue's chief longing haue, 
All soules I meane of euerie Christian hart. 
That sedce or hope both heart and soule to sane 
From hell, damnation, and supemaU smart ; 
This is the loue that, in the Ihiing part 

Of Merde's powqf, shall finde that blessednesse, 

That is the spirit's onely happinesse. 

Nor can Loue look to limit out a time, 
But now and then and euermore attende ; 
For he shall neuer to that comfort dime. 
That will not all his life in prayer spend, 
Vntil he see his Sautour in the end ; 
In whose sweet &ce doeth all and ondy rest 
The heauenly ioy that makes the spirit blesL 

Blest be the spirit that so longs and loues, 

As did Zacheus and good Simeon : 

And from his faithfull prayer neuer moooes, 

Vntill he find his life to looke vpon, 

And in such loue is all so ouer-gon. 
That in such ioy his heart and spirit dwels, 
As hauing Christ, it cares for nothing ds. 



Oh blessed Christ, the essence of all blisse, 
All blessed soules loue's longings' diiefe delight I 
What heart can thinke how that soul blessed is. 
That euer hath his Sauiour in his sight? 
The sunny day that neuer hath a night? 
Oh that my spirit might so euer pray. 
That I might line to see that blessed day. 

The day that ondy springeth fixmi on high, 
That h^h day^light wherein the heauens do Uue ; 
The life that loues but to behold that eye. 
Which doth the glory of all brightnesse giue, 
And from th' enlight'ned doth all darknesse driue : 
Where saints doe see, and angels know to be 
A brighter light, then saints or angds see. 

In thb light's loue, Oh, let me euer Uue i 
And let my soul haue neuer other loue. 
But all the pleasures of the world to {^ue. 
The smallest sparke of such a ioy to proue. 
And euer pray vnto my God aboue. 

To grant my humble soule good Sfaneon's grace. 

In loue to see my Sauiour in the fiice. 

O face more faire then faimesse can containe : 
O eye more bright then brightnesse can dedare : 
O light more pure then passion can explaine : 
O life more blest then may with blisse compare : 
O heauen of heauens where such perfections are 1 
Let my soule liue to loue, to long, to bee 
Euer in prayer, but to looke on Thee ! 

But, Oh vnworthy eye of sudi a sight ; 

And all vnworthy heart of such a kme ; 

Vnworthy loue, to long for such a light ; 

Vnworthy longing such a life to prooue ; 

Vnworthy life, so high a suit to mooue ! 
Thus, all vnworthy of so high a gxmce. 
How shall I see my Sauiour in the fiice? 

All by the prayer of true penitence. 
Where Faith in teares attendeth Grace's time. 
My soule doth hope in Merde's patience. 
My heart aU deansMfrom my sinfull crime, 
To see the springing of Aurora's prime. 
In those bright beames of that sweet blessed sunne 
Of my deere God, in Whome all blisse b^gunne. 

And that my soule may sudi a blessing see. 
Let my heart pray, and praying neuer cease, 
Till h«ut and soule may both together b% 
Blest in thy sight all sorrowes doth release ; 
And with good Simeon then depart in peace I 
Oh then ; but then, and ondy euer then. 
Blest be my soule, sweet lesus say Amen, 

Gloria in JSxceim Dto, 




What is Loue ? 




|EN Udke of Lone that know not what it is : 
For could we know what Lone may be in- 

deiede, 
We would not haue our mindes so led 
amisse 
With idle toies. that wanton humours feede ; 
But in the rules of higher reason read 
What Loue may be, so from the worid conoeal'd ; 
Yet all too pkdndy to the world reueal'd. 

Some one doth fidne Looe is a blinded God ; 
His blindnftiff him more halfe a diuell showes : 
For Loue with blindnesse neuer made abode, 
WhidiaU the power of Wit and Reason knowes : 
And from whose gmoe the ground of knowledge growes : 
But sudi blinde eyes, that can no better see. 
Shall neuer line to come where Loue may be. 

Some onely thinke it onetf is a thought 

Bred in the eye,.and busseth hi the braine, 

And breakes the heart, vntHl the mhide be brought 

To feede the senses with a sorrie vaine. 

Till wits, once gone, come neuer home againe : 

And then too late in mad conceit do proue, 

Fantasticke wits are euer void of loue. 

Some thinke it is a babe of Beaude's getting, 
Nurst vp by Nature, and Hme's onely breeding ; 
A pretty woike to set the wits a whetting, 
Upon a frmcy of an Humour's feeding ; 
Where Rciuon findes but Uttle sense in reeding. 

No, no : I see, children must goe to schoole ; 

Philosophie is not for euery foole. 

And some againe thinke there is no such thing, 
But in conceit, ^ kinde of coynM iest ; 
Which onely doth of idle humors spring. 
Like to a bird within a Phoenix nest, 
Where neuer yet did any yong one rest 

But let such fooles take heed of blasphemie, 

For Loue is high in his Diuhiitie. 
But to be short, to leame to finde him out, 
'Tis not in Beautie's eyes, nor babyes' harts ; 
He must goe beate another world about. 
And seeke for Loue but in those lining parts 
Of Reason's light, that is the life of arts ; 

That will perodue, though he can neuer see, 

The perfect essence whereof Loue may be. 



It is too deare a brigfatnesse for man's eye ; 

Too high a wisedom for his wits to finde ; 

Too deepe a secret for his sense to trie ; 

And all too heauenly for his earthly minde ; 

It is a grace of such a glorious kinde. 
As giues the soule a secret power to know it. 
But giues no heart nor spfrit power to show it. 

It is of heauen and earth the highest beaude. 
The powerfun hand of heauen's and earth's creation 
The due commander of all spirit's duety. 
The Ddtie of angds' adoration ; 
The gbrious subetanoe of the soule's sahiation : 
The light of Thitbe that all perfection trieth. 
And life that ghies the Ufe that neuer dieth. 

It is the.height of God and hate of m, 

Tlryumph of lYueth, and Falshood's ouerthrow ; 

Thcoiidy worker of the highest win ; 

And ondy knowledge that doeth knowledge know ; 

And ondy ground where it doeth ondy growe : 
It is in summe the substance of all blisse. 
Without whose blessing all thing nothmg is. 

But in itsdfe itselfe it all containeth ; 
And from itselfe, but of itselfe it giueth ; 
It nothing loseth, and it nothing gaineth. 
But in the glo{|e of itselfe it liueth ; 
A ioy which soone away all sorrow driueth : 

The prouid truth of all perfection's stone. 

Our God incomprehensible in glorie. 

Thus is it not a riddle to be read. 
And yet a secret to be found in reading ,* 
But when the heart ioynes yssue with the head. 
In settled feith to seeke the spirit's feeding. 
While in the woundes that euer fresh are bleeding. 
In Christ His side, the fruthfrill soule may see. 
In perfect life what perfect loue may be. 

No frirther sedce then for to find out Loue. 
Then in the hues of euerlasting blisse. 
Where carefull consdence may in comfort prooue, 
In sacred loue that heauenly substance is, 
That neuer guides the gradous minde amisse : 
But makes the soule to finde in life's behoue. 
What thing indeed, and nothing dse is kme ! 
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Then make no doubt of either good or bad, 
If this or that, in substance, or in thought ; 
And by what meanes it may be sought or had ; 
Whereof it is, and how it may be wrought : 
Let it suffice, the word of Truth hath taught, 
It is the grace but of the lining God, 
Before b^[inning that with Him abode. 

It brought forth Power to worlce, WIsedom to wiU. 

lustice to iudge. Merde to execute, 

Vertue to plant, Chaiitie to fill. 

Time to direct, Thith Falshood to confute, 

Fitie to pleade in Penitence's suite. 

Patience to bide, and peace to giue the rest. 

To prooue how kme dioth make the spirit blest 

And this is God, and this same God is Lone : 
For God and Loue, in Charitie are one : 
And Charitie is that same God aboue. 
In Whome doth line that onely loue akme ; 
Without whose grace true Loue is neuer none. 

Then seeke no further what is loue to finds. 

But only carrie God within the minde. 

Leaue in the world to looke for any loue. 
For on the earth is little foith to finde ; 
And fiuthlesse hearts in too much trueth doe proue, 
Loue doth not line where care is so vnkinde : 
Men in their natures differ fi;x>m theb kinde ; 
Sinne fils the world so full of secret euils, 
Men should be gods to men, but they are deuils. 

Christ lou'd to death, yet Loue did neuer die 1 
For Loue, by death, did worke the death of death I 
Oh liuing Loue, oh heauenly mystery. 
Too great a gkury for this world beneath, 
The blessed breathing of the highest breathe : 
Blest are they borne that onely find in Thee, ' 
Oh blessed God, what blessed loue may be. 

Let then the Poets leaue their idle humours, 
That write of Loue, where there is no such thing : 
And let the world not hearken to those rumours. 
That speake of Loue. or whence that life doeth spring ; 
Except it be in this our blessed King, 

And Lord of life, in Whom our soules may proue 

The onely life of euerliuing Loue. 

Let wantons weepe that laughing sought for lone, 

Within the gems of their mistaken ioyes ; 

And tume with teares that perfect path to proue, 

That leades the spirit firom the world's annoyes, 

Vnto that treasure that admits no toyes : 
But in the riches of the soule doth proue 
The heauenly life of blessed spirits' Loue. 

And let the wise, (if any such there be. 
As God forbid, but there were many such. 
That in their soules by secret wisedom see. 
In the true triall of true Vertue's touch, 
The worth that Faith cannot affect too much :) 



Confesse, they finde, in Trueth's effects atone. 
That God is Loue, without Whom there is none. 

Amidde the skie there is one only sunne, 
Amidde the ayre one only Phcenix flies ; 
One only Time by which all houres do runne : 
One onely life that liues and neuer dies : 
One onely eye that euerie thought descries : 
One onely light that shewes one ondy Loue : 
One onely Loue, and that is God aboue I 

To say yet further what this t.oue may be ; 

It is a holy heauenly excellence, 

Aboue the povrer of any eye to see. 

Or Wit to finde by Worid's experience ; 

It is the spirit of life's quintessence : 
Whose rare effects may partly be peroehied, 
But to the full can neuer be conceiued. 

It is Repentance' sweete restoratiue. 
The Rosa soiis the sicke soule reuiueth| 
It is the faithful! heart's preseruatiue : 
It is the hauen where happie grace arriueth ; 
It is the life that death of power depriueth ; 
It is, in smnme, the eueriasting blisse. 
Where God alone in all His glorie is. 

It is a ioy that neuer comes in iest ; 

A comfort that doth cut off euerie care ; 

A rule wherein the life of life doth rest. 

Where an the faithfiill finde their happie five ; 

A good that doth but onely God dedare. 
A line that His right hand doth drawe so euen. 
As leads the soule the highwaye vnto heauen. 

If then henceforth you aske what thing is Loue, 
In light, in life, in grace, in God, goe looke it : 
And if in these you doe not trudy proue. 
How in 3rour hearts you may for euer booke it ; 
Vnhappy thinke jroursdues you haue mistooke it. 
For why the life that death hath ouer-trod. 
Is but ibt Loue of Grace, and that is God. 

AH kinde of loue but this is but mistaken. 

And aU concdt but this is misconcehied ; 

All kinde of loue but this must be forsaken ; 

All trust but in this trueth may be decdued ; 

All in this loue aU trueth may be perodued : 
All heart's beliefe and all soule's scale vnto it, 
All what is good this loue doeth ondy doe it. 

What shall I say ? but 'tis beyond my saying, 
To tell you all may of this Loue be sayd : 
And yet that trueth be fnt from all betraying, 
That hath no more then what she knowes bewray'd. 
Let me but stay, but where as shee hath staid, 
And say but this, as I haue said before. 
That Lone is God, and I can say no more. 

Solus Amor Dtus^ 



Solus in toto laudandus Detts, 




blessed L4nn, the VStt of bicsMdneae, 
If eoer Them dSddest hdpe a shmer^s heart, 
Bdiold my teeres, and in Thy hotynesK 
Assist my spirit with Thy sacred art, 

That al the world may ioy to heare me sing 

The holy praises of my heauenly Khig. 

Inspire me with that vnderstanding power, 
Which may conoeiue, and by desert commend 
The toppe of truth on that trimnphant tower. 
Where graces dwell, and glories neuer end ; 
Let some such angell help ne in deuising. 
As speakes of praise in glorie's euer rising. 

Oh Loue, how gratioiis is that beautie held. 
That giues the world but shadowes to bdu^ t 
But, Oh what glorie maist thou iustfy yeeld 
Vnto that life v^iich doth thy life vnfold \ 

And while aU shadowes fiide and CsB away. 

Is eoer bright and neuer can decay 1 

In Nature's heautie, all the best can be 

Are shadowing otdours to deoeiue the eye : 

But in this beautie may our spirits see 

A light wherein we liue,. and cannot die ; 
A light whereby we see that most anailes vs 
The comfort of our ftdth that neuer feiles vs. 

How bountifuU is that feire hand accounted, 
That of his store a little stinte bestoweth t 
But how in bountie hath that hand surmounted. 
That euer giuing, asking ouer-goeth 1 
And for no gift shall in true grace Im scanting. 
Doth giue itselfe to see no comfort wanting. 

How wise is he that teadieth how to wielde 
The world at will, by wicked wits deuise 1 
But wiser much that findes that wit beguil'd. 
That neuer seeks the way to Paradise 1 
Oh blessM loue, none but thy Lord of light 
Doth giue thie soule that perfect heauenly light ! 

How kinde is he that doth his friend reUene, 
In time of need of worldly mindes reputed 1 
But he that helpes the heart that him doth griens. 
To such a minde what praise may bee <iwpit*^ I 
How kinde is then our Christ, let His death trie, 
Who hated sinne, yet did for sinners die I 



How valiant is hee hdd that can subdue. 
By force of hand, the forie of his foe 1 
But in whose hand such valour euer grewe, 
Asgaue both death and hell their ouerthrowl 
None but my Lord, my Loue, that God of fight, 
Who makes all powers to tremble at His sight. 

How patient is that poore conceit esteem'd. 
That can put vp a wrong, or crosse, or two 1 
But how more patient may our Christ be deem'd. 
That bare all wrongs that aU the worid could doe f 
Oh peeriesse pateme of true Patienoe^ power. 
That conquered death in passion's dying houre ! 

How iust is he who as the law doth beare 
The likeliest trueth his judgement doth pcoooonce 1 
But how more faiste whom neither Hope nor Feare 
Could ever mooue to challenge or denounce 1 
Sweet lesus Christ, who neuer Caesar wrongetb, 
And giues to God that vnto God belongeth. 

How gracious is that creature to be thought. 

That doeth repent him of his wickednesse ! 

But how more gracious, in Whom God hath wrought 

The perfect height of Grace's holinesse I 
It is thy life, my loue, our Lord and God, 
Who l^ His grace all sinne hath ouer-trod. 

How comfortable is esteem'd that hand. 
That heales the sick, although not neere to death f 
But what more comfort in that power doeth stand, 
Then to the dead can giue a lining breath f 
My loue thou knowest that Lazarus can tell. 
When Marie's tears did please our Master well. 

What should I in particulars proceed? 

When all and smnm that heauen and earth can show. 

Are short to finde how £emne He doth ezoeede 

The praise of prayse where higliest prayses goe : 
But worship Hhn in Whom aU graces line. 
Worthy more j^oxy then the world can giue. 

And since my God and euerliuing Lord, 

AU in Himselfe all height of glory holdeth ; 

And to the fidthfull ondy doeth afibord. 

No more to know, then Merde's care vnfoldeth : 

Let my soule's loue but humbly &11 before Him. 

In admiratkm wholly to adore Hfan. 
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For Beuity. Boimtjr* Wiadome. Vakmr, Kindnow. 
Grace, Patience, Comfort, Imtioe, Tiueth, P erfscti o n : 
In Whome aU these doe line^ lAax Reason's bHndngfSse 
Can think to reach in Vn^% due perfection? 
Where in the height to haue all glory sounded. 
Both hean'ns and earth and angds are confounded 1 



And since £emne more then most that can be thought. 
Liues in the light of His incompre h ension ; 
Which neuer sense that euer proudly sought, 
But perisfat in the instant of intention ; 

Let my soule dng, when all hearts' strings are broken. 

His praise is more then can in praise be spfdnn ! 



Gloria in Excelsis Deo. 



Hymn, 




HEN the angels all are singing. 
All of glory euer springing. 
In the ground of high heauen's graces. 
Where all vertues haue their places : 

Oh that my poore soule were neere them. 

With an humble heart to heare them. 

Then should Faith in Loue's submission, 
loying but in Merde's blessing, 
Where that sinnes are in remissknw 
Sing the ioyfiill soule's confessbig. 

Of her comfort's high commending* 

All in glory, neuer ending. 

But, ah wretched sinlull creature, 

How should the corrupted nature 

Of this wicked heart of mine, 

Thinke vpon that loue diuine. 
That doth tune the angels* voices, 
While the hoast of heauen rdoyoes I 

No. the songe of deadly sorrowe. 
In the night that hath no morrow. 
And their paines are neuer ended. 
That haue heauenly powers offended. 

Is more fitting to the merite 

Of my foule infected spirite. 



Yet while Merde is remoouing 
All the sorrowes of the louing. 
How can Faith be foil of blindnesse. 
To despaire of Merde's kindnesse ; 
While the hand of heauen is giuing 
Comfort from the euer-liuing ? 

No, my soule, be no more sorrie ; 
Look vnto that life of glorie. 
Which the grace of Faith regardeth. 
And the teares of Loue rewardeth : 
Where the soule the comfort getteth, 
That the angels' musique setteth. 

There when thou art well conducted. 
And by heauenly grace instructed. 
How the foithfoll thoughtes to fiaishion 
Of a rauisht loner's passion. 

Sing with sainctes to aungels nighest. 

Halleluiah in the highest 1 



Gloria im Exuisis Dto. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Title-page, ' Cupio,' etc, — Philippians i. 23. 

P. 5. Epistle-dedicatory, to Lord North.— 
From the date (1601), as Roger, second Lord North, 
died 3d December x6oo, this must have been his grand- 
son, Dudley, third Lord North, who lived on until z666. 
He was radcety in youth, but sobered down in manhood 



and became prominent Davies of Hereford celebrates 
him in his ' Scourge of FoUy,' To IVortJfy Per urns, p. 58 
in our edition. 

To THE Reader, L 6, ' vpom Uu hackt of a wood- 
cockt,* Breton and Davies of Hereford have frequent 
references to ' Springes to catch Woodcockes.' See our 
Memorial-Introduction. 
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'What la Lous?'— See oa thii in 
intradoctioa for Shakeqjocui pwWdt | 

P. ia,cd.*,L jbombouaca, 'firlajlud;' a content- 
ponnoonaiuace, taieinSlukeqieara: 'tin' mttma. 

SfCa.V* IN TOTO LAtnuNDUi Dkuc—P. 14. coL I, 
L 9, 'Ibe Ufft of troth :' d ■dte Of at judgment' 
(JAomr*^ Mtaturt, ii. a) : L afi, ' MhW = a limited 
qnantitf r coL *, i. yt, 'all and tamm ' x (be whole 
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NOTE. 



On the diflferent editions of 'The Soule^s Harmony,' see our 
Memorial- Introduction. Our text is that of 1602, from a copy in the 
British Museum, where are others later. We add a few Notes and 
Illustrations at the close. It is a small 12*" : 19 leaves.— G. 
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To the right Honourable and vertuaus Lady, the Lady Sara 

Hastings, Nicholas Breton msheth all happinesse 

in this world J and elemall ioyes hereafter. 



RIGHT Honocfabie,— Yoar lealoos looe to cfiuiBe sOHfies, bath mde the Mines of thtt natnre, to present yoor 
Cuioar, with the bert frnites oC tfadr defi^lits ; viucfa in the caereiK of th^ 
forth theieoHiifortaliteMrrthafkwtiwhkfaboand lip JntfagBttte to present 

to yoar food Ladyship, hfirfrhtn g the mne, with that food £nov to accept them, thai ma j Toder beancn be the 
greatest fiace that thej desire rmo them. It is intitiiled The HarmoDj of the Soole ; who in the gracioas tboo^ts of 
God's Uessmg and hmnble taike with His mercj, thinlGes her sdfe holie in heaaen ere she cone there ; where, after 
that joa bane pasMd a happy pilgrimage on this earth, God send yon the etemall f^citie of the £uthfiiIL — ^Yoor Lady- 
ship's m an hmnblenesse. NICHOLAS BRETX>N. 
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The Soules Harmony. 



GOD. 

Grace in all Glories height. 
On whom all Glories waite. 
Describe my ioyes conceite. 

lESVS. 
lOY in the highest of the height of ioy. 
Holding the state of the Celestiall story— 
Etemall life, that doth all deaths destroy : 
Sonne to that grace, that makes the Fathers Glory, 
VnmatcbM Power, in Mercies Princely might : 
Such is the substance of my Soules delight 

CHRIST. 

Cleesb is the Sunne, that doth for euer shine, 
Heauenly that light, that giues al eyes their seeing, 
Royal that Crown, which neuer can decUne, 
Imperious Power, that giues all powers their being : 
Such is the Power, the Crown, the Light, the Stm, 
That neuer ends where Glory first begun. 

\ 1^ IV^ Y soules loues life, & lifes loucs soules delight. 
i^^ How highly are thy holy Angels blest ; 
That in thy grace enioy the glorious sight. 
Wherein the summe of all their ioy doth rest ! 

What heauenly musike may those Muses sing. 
Who set their consorts by thy sacred skill ; 
And Angels quauers make the Quiere to ring, 
While vcrtucs Ayre doe all the voyces fill ? 

How may those Spirits be with ioyes possest, 
That may be rauisbt with this Royall sight, 
Where Peter sawe, and in his seeing blest 
My soules lifes loue, and loues lifes soules delight. 
O blessed Peter, blest in such a seeing : 
Well might he sing, Sweet Lord, here is good bemg. 

A^(; O gracious God, and Lord of mercies might, 
Why do I Hue amid this world 6f woes? 
When euery day doth seeme to me as night, 
While sorrowes seeke my Spirites ouerthrowes. 



I heare thy word, and would obey thy wiU, 
Bat want the power, that might performe my doe 
I know the good, and fayne would leane the HI. 
And feare the sorrow, that doth simie ensoe : 

And yet I &D into that depth of sinne. 
That makes me €eare the iudgement of thy wrath ; 
VntiU thy grace doth an my h^x beginne. 
To know what comfdrt. Faith in Mercy hath. 
Oh blessed light, that shewes in Mercks eye. 
While fiuth doth hue, that lone can neoer die. 

Lord, when I thinke how I offSend thy wiU. 
And know what good is in obedience to it ; 
And see my hurt, and yet continue still 
In doing iU, and cannot leaue to doe it ; 

And then againe, doe feele that bitter smart 
That inwards breeds, of pleasures after payne ; 
When scarce the thought is entred in my heart. 
But it is gone, and sinne gets in againe : 

And when, againe, the act of sinne is past. 
And that thy grace doth call me backe againe : 
Then in my teares I runne to thee as £aist, 
And of my sinnes, and of my selfe complayne. 
What can I doe, but cry, Sweet Jesus, saue me 
For I am nothing, but what thou wilt haue me. 

^*^ O Lord that liuest in that life of life, 

Which all thou art, and of thy selfe alone ; 
Whose sacred word is that soules cutting knife. 
That doth deuide the marrow from the bone. 

O glorious God, of grace and mercy more, 
Then heart and soule are able to conceaue ! 
And seest the teares that mercy doth implore, 
And wiU not Faith in feares discomfort leaue. 

My God, my Lord, my soules lifes dearest loue, 
How so my sinnes haue thy displeasme moued : 
Let my soules teares thy glorious mercy moue. 
To make me feele, how iiuth may be beloued ; 
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That being set from sinne and sorrow free, 
I may not cease to sing in praise of thee. 

My heauenly Loue, frd that high throne of thine 
\Vhere gracious mercy sits in Glories seat : 
In that true pity of thy Power diuine, 
That dries the teares, that mercy doe entreat 

Behold, sweet Lord, these bleeding drops of loue. 
That melt my soule in sorrow of my sinne ; 
And let these showres some drops of mercy moue, 
That in my griefe my comfort may beginne. 

Let not despaire confound my praying hope, 
That begs an alm^ at thy mercies gate : 
But let thy grace thy hand of bountie ope, 
That comfort yeelds, which neuer comes too late ; 
That in the cure of my consuming griefe, 
My ioyfull soule may sing of thy reliefe. 

Oh, that my soule were purifiM so, 
It might no more be subiect vnto sin ; 
And that my care might onely seeke to know, 
How humble grace doth mercies loue begin. 

Oh, that my thoughts, my words & deeds were such 
As might not swarue from my deare Sauiours will ; 
And that my truth might neuer haue a tutch 
Of false conceit, for to excuse mine ill : 

And that this world were vnto me a hell. 

But where I see his Saints in their loues seniioe ; 

And I might die, till I might Hue to dwell 

In some such place, to do some pleasing oflfice ; 

That he might be, who doth my death destroy, 

All aboue all, and all in all, my loy. 

The worldly prince doeth in his Septer hold 
A kind of heauen in his authorities : 
The wealthy miser, in his masse of gold. 
Makes to his soule a kind of Pkradice : 

The Epicure that eates and drinkes all day, 
Accounts no Heauen, but in his hellish rowtes : 
And she, whose beauty secmes a sunny day. 
Makes vp her heauen, but in her babies dowtes. 

But my sweete God, I seeke no Princes power. 

No misers wealth, nor beauties fading glosse ; 

Which p&per sin, whose sweetes are inward sowre. 

And sorry gaynes, that breed the spirits losse. 
No, my deare Lord, let my Heauen onely bee 
In my Loues seruice, but to Hue to thee. 

God, forgiue the greatncsse of my sinne : 

1 am not worthy to implore thy grace ; 
The loathsome stinke, that I He tumbling in, 
With filthy shame hath couered aU my &ce. 

I haue deseru'd the depth of all thine ire. 
To know thy wiU, yet wilfuUy offend ; 
My soule deserues, in the infemaU fire. 
To feele the torments that shaU neuer end. 

But Lord, thy mercy is aboue thy wrath. 
Thou doest not ioy, to see a sinners death ; 
And true repentance in thy merde hath 
The blessed food, that giues the spirit breath ; 
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Where praying hope, in heart can perish neuer. 
While humble faith doth Hue in ioy for euer. ...^.... 

/ ? J> What is the gold of aU this world but drosse : 
The ioy but sorrow, and the pleasure, payne ; 
The wealth, but beggery, & the gayne but losse, 
The wit, but foUy, and the vertue vayne ; 

The power but weakenesse, and but death the life, 
The hope, but feare, and the assurance dout : 
The trust, deceit, the concord but a strife. 
Where one conceit doth put another out ; 

Time but an instant, and the vse a toyle. 
The knowledge, bHndnesse, & the care a madnesse : 
The siluer, lead, the diamond, but a foyle, 
llie rest, but trouble, and the mirth but sadnesse. 
Thus since to heauen compar'd, the earth is such, 
What thing is man, to loiie the world so much. 

/p/i Oh, would man thinke but on that world of ioy, 
Which in the heauens the chosen shaU receiue ! 
And then againe, vpon this worlds annoy, 
Where heUish baytes the wicked do deceiue ! 

Would he but looke vpon" the Angels graces. 
The P&radises of their heauenly pleasures : 
And then, vpon the deuils ougly faces. 
With aU their torments endles without measures. 

Would men thus make a differSce in their minds, 
Twixt light and darknesse, and the day, and night ; 
Then would sinne die, that with iUusion bHnds 
The eye of nature from her blessed sight ; 

And man would loue the good, & hate the euill. 

And honour God, and tread vpon the deuill. 

/, ^(pSome heauenly Muse come helpe me sing. 
In Glorie of my heauenly king : 
And from some holy Angels wing. 
Where graces doe for feathers spring : 
Oh bring my hand one blessed Pen, 
To write beyond the reach of men. 

Let aU the subiect be of Grace, 

Where Mercy set in Glories place. 

Doth stand before that shining face. 

That makes all other beauty base : 

That Heauen and earth may see the wonder. 

That puts aU worths and wonders vnder. 

Let Vertues onely set the grounds 
Where Grace but all of Glory sounds. 
While Mercie heales the spirits wounds : 
Where faith the feare of death confounds : 
That heauen and earth may ioy to heare. 
The Musike of the Angels queere. 

Oh teU the world, no world can tell. 
How that Ioy doth aU ioyes excell : 
Where blessed soules set free from, hell. 
In Mercy do with Glory dweU : 
And with the Saints and Angels sing. 
In glory of their heauenly King : 

Sinke not a note beneath the sence 
Of Glories highest ezoeDenoe : 
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And keepe vmo that oodj Tcnoe; 
Wncrc hgjutm hrae all tbarbououi tligDCf 
That Seraphins may dap thdr wmgi. 
To heare how Grace, of dory stngi. 

Oh, let the Sonne in brichtnes ifaine. 

And neoer let the Moone dedine : 

And eoery starre his 

Before that UeMed 

Of wbome, in whom, from whom 

They hane their shining enery one. 

I^ an the Amre side be deare. 
And not a mistie dond oome neere : 
Bot all that brig;fateft light appeare. 
Where Angels make their menie dieere : 
And all the troope of heaticns may see, 
^I^Thcre all the ioyes of heanen may be. 

Let HKefoos in his brightnes suy : 
And driue the darkesonie nights away. 
And Virgins, Sainu. and Angels play, 
While Martyres keepe high holy-day : 
And all the boast of heatien aooord. 
To sing in glory of the Lord. 

Let all the y e ere be Sammen spring. 
And Nightingales all Birds that sing. 
And all the fruites that grow or spring. 
Be brodght mto this glorious king : 
With all their colours and their sweetes. 
Before his feete to strew the streetes : 

Let hony-dews perfume the ayre, 
That all may be both sweet and iayre : 
That may %Hth Mercies leaue repayre, 
Vnto the seate of Glories Chayre : 
That euery thing may fitting foil 
Vnto the Glory of them aH 

\jfX all the hearts, the soulea« the mindes, 
That wisdome vnto venue bindes, 
And breedes but of those blessed kindes. 
That gracious loue in glory findes : 
Agree together all in one, 
To glorifie our God alone. 

And when they all in tume are set. 
And in thdr sweetest musike met. 
And highest skill the note hath set, 
Where grace may highest glory get ; 
My rauisht soule in mercy then. 
May haue but Icaue to sing. Amen. 

Gloria in excelsis Deo. 
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^j ^ Pkayse, in the li|gtif ii of the height of prayse, 

heart vnio thy spirits note ; 

vhere aD thy wonder 

of an the worU to quote 



Scnyne vp thy 
There, in the 
Write to the 



TeD diem, oh tcH diem, that thoa canst not tdL 
What gnoe and gkvy thy deare God deseraeth ; 
Whose Ezodlenoe an ezedlenoe doth exoeO. 
Wfafle him alone, anesodlency semeth. 

Liie, lone; tmeth, power, grace, pity, bounty, glory, 

Heahh, comfort, wisdome, vertne, mercy, peace ; 

These in the state of the cdestian story, 

Doesoond the gkvy that shan nener 
Whose holy pcayses to more height 
Then earth or hwmm, or Angels can deuise. 

Gloria im excelsis Deo. 

< V^O that my heart coold hit vpon a strayne. 
Would so^ce the musike of my souks desire : 
Or that my soule could find tluu sacred vayne. 
That sets the consort of the Angels Quiere. 

Or that that Spirit of espedaD grace. 

That cannot stowpe beneath the state of heauen ; 

Within my soule would take his setled place. 

With Angds Ems, to make his glory eoen. ^^ - 

Then should the name of my most gradous King, 
And glorious God, in higher tunes bee sounded. 
Of heauenly prayse, then earth hath power to sing ; 
Where heauen ft earth, ft Angds are confounded. 

And scales may sing while aU heart strings are broken. 
His praise is more, then can in praise be spoken. 

Gloria in excelsis Dto. 
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When lob had lost his children, lands & goods 
Patience did kill the poyson of his payne : 
And when his sorrowes came as last as floods, 
Hope kept his heart, till comfortes came aga3me. 

When Dauids life by Saul was often sought 
And worlds of crosses compast him about ; 
Yet was his spirit neuer ouer-wrought. 
But in his woes, hope still did hdpe him out. 

When the sore Cripple by the poole did lye. 

Full many a yeere in misery and payne ; 

His heart on Christ no sooner set his eye. 

But teares mou'd grace, and he was well agayne. 
No lob. nor Dauid, Cripple more in griefe : 
Christ giue me patience, and my hope reliefe. 

FINIS. 



^> 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



EwsTLt-DSDicATOKV— Lady Sara Hastings.— She was d. 
of Sir Jftme* Harington, of Exton, co. Rutland, Kt, by Lucy, 
d. of Sir William Sidney of Penshurst, and sister of Sir Henry 
Sidney, K.(r. She was ftinter of John, first Lord Harington. 
She married first -Francis. Lord Hastings, eldest son of 
George, fourth Earl of Huntingdon, who died in 1595, in his 
father's lifetime : secondly, Sir George Kingsmill, Kt., one of 
the JuKtices of the Court of Common Pleas, who died in April 
ifio6 : thirdly, Edward. Lord Zouch, of Harringworth, who 
«urvive<l her. Her eldest son by Lord Hastings succeeded as 
Ewirl uf Huntingdon. 



Page 4. I St col. L 34. * consorts:' catachrestic f<n- 'con- 
certs,' with the idea of concurrence in it So on p. 6. ad col.. 
I. 19. 

Page 4. 2d col.. L 4. * ensue * = pursue. 

Page 5, ist ool., 1. 33. 'xiMSTMe' = swerve: ihid. 1. 36, 
* rotvies* = routs, or hilarious assemblies : 3d col.. L 13, ^JoyU " 
= set off. So Herbert to the Queen of Bohemia— 

* AflUcttons are a foile to tett off worth. '-HAldine Poets eda.. p. aBs. > 

Page 6. line 6 from end of sd col. . ' Cripple. ' See St. John, 
c. v.— G. 
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NOTE. 

By the kindness of Sir Chailes Isham, Bart^ of Lamport Hall, 
Nofthanqitoiiy I am enabled to give 'The Mothers Blessing' complete, 
from his imique exemplar. That in the Bodleian is deficient of the 
Epistle to the Reader, of leaf E (page 9, coL 2, IL 90-70), and of the last 
leaf (page lo-i I, IL 48-81). 410^ ao leaves. In the centre of the original 
title-page is a printer's wood-cut device — met with el se w h e i e contem- 
poraneously, — a mailed hand grasping a flaming sword, and the legend 
^Btllvm Hit Avaritia Contra^ and in the border an anagrammatic 
combination of initials T. C and S and £ D with & and A (reversed) 
within the ball Another edition appeared in 162 1, 4V 
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TO THE SPIRIT OF MVCH 



forwardnesse, in the inclination to much goodnesse, in the loue of 
learning, and the honor of vertue : M. Thomas Rinve, sonne to the 
Lady Bart ley of Stoke, Nich. Breton wisheth with continuafue of 
health, a prosperous achieuement of his vertuous desires. 




|Yr, my ■cgnaintinoe with yon hath not been Ulle, nor my loae, teste ; which I wold bee glad to manifril 
in some better matter th€ bare words, and yet, since words well weyed, sometime carry matter of good 
senoe ; in the words whidi I write, I pcay yon wey the senoe of my good will ; which if it haue not done 
so well as I wish, beare with it for a litle Cuilt, and it may bee I wfll mend it with a greater : but leaidQg 
complements, let me entreat you, in your kindnwse, to Fstrooage this childe of my best dioise, to answcre tbeiegard 
of your good discretion ; in whom, though you finde not that finenetse, that is fitting to phantastihe humours, yet it 
may bee you shall note some such matter of contentment, as may be a little worthy entertainment ; the best is this, 
there is a carefull mothers blessing to her belooed sonne : the first I know yon haue, and the second I doubt not yon 
are : who reading what I haue written, and remembring what yon hane read, I am assured will please her that looeth 
you, and loue him that herein hath pleased yon : and for that much good that he knoweth in you, will ener kme yon : 
but seeing it were better that I rather do so, then tdl yon so, I will leane my hope to a good occasion to manifest the 
nature of my affection : And so beseeching God to blesse your forwardnesM in all good actions, and to pteseme yon 
from all illusions. 



Yamrs I rest at commaumd, in 
what wune owme. 



NicH. Breton. 
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JENTLEMEN. there are so many idle Pam- 
phlets vnder the abused name of Poetrie, 
abroad in the world, that matter of good 
worth, either morall, or diuine, if it bee handled in 
verse, it is ahnost as ill as vertue ; it will not sell almost 
for any thing : yet amOg a number, of, no matter for 
the. 1 doubt not but there are some wil giue Reason his 
right, and Vertue her due ; to such onely I commend 
this little tract of morall discipline : which though it 
be handled in single verse, yet if it please you to peruse 
it, I hope you will not vtterly disdaine it : such as it 
is, I leaue it to your discreet censures, and kinde cor- 



rections ; in which, as you shall shewe the best condi- 
tions of dispositions, so shall you giue mee cause with 
much thankfiilnesse. to present you hereafter with some 
better substance : But least I promise more then I can 
performe, I pray you take this in as good part, as if 
it had bin a matter of more worth : and so wishuig you 
all that beare good mindes. the happy fruites of your 
best desires : Loath to be too tedious. I rest as I finde 
cause. 

Your friend, 

N. J^reton. 
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|Y Sonne, my sonne, my best belouM sonne, 
Hear my deare son, what careful charge I 

leauethee : 
Take hold of Tiwu, the glasse is quickly 
run, 
Trust not to Portum^ for she will decdue thee : 
What ere thou art, let not the world perodue thee. 
Know God, loue him, be gouem'd by his will, 
And haue no doubt of good, nor feare of ill. 

Weane laizie Will, from thriftlesse Idlenes : 
Beware the wanton, to abuse thy wit : 
Vnbridled Will breeds but vnhappines, 
How euer sorrowes Care would couer it : 
Who buyes Repentance must pay deare for it. 
Time, Truth, and Triall, will in one agree : 
The fruits of sin, Death, shame, and sorrow bee. 

Loue not vpon the first delightfiill kmke : 
Nor hate, vpon the first concehiM harme : 
\jfX not the care of Conscience be mistooke. 
And feare the force of the Almightie arme : 
Feare not mischance, nor harken to a charme. 
By graceles meanes, deuise not to enrich thee. 
And let no worlds vnworthy loue betwitch thee. 

If that thou seme a Thatcher, do him due : 

But if thou canst, subscribe not to the Clowne : 

Lest all too late, thou find'st it all too true. 

When thou hast thatcht the house, he throw thee downe, 

But neuer firet, how euer Fortune firowne. 

For what the higher powers of heau'n decree, 

There is no asking, why it should so bee. 

Breake not thy word, that well thou maist performe. 
For words are vraide by men of worthy minde : 
Take heed of those, that fiedshoods do enforme, 
And strike not saile, for euery tdast of winde : 
Nor do thy spirit to thy body binde. 
Oiue not a Misers Uberalitie, 
And feare the fruite of prodigalltie. 

Heare all men speake, but harken to the wise, 
Leame of the leamM, and the vertuous loue : 
And let no pride thy blessed soule surprise. 
That may discretion from thy minde remoue : 
Humilitie is grac't with God aboue. 
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And Courtesie, with honors cariage, 
Twixt Loue, and Beautie, make a mariage. 

Be kinde to those, that kindly do desenie, 

Cruell to none, a Tyrant is a Deuill : 

Haue speciall care, thy health for to preserue. 

And keep thee from the Epicurian euill, 

Loue not the eye that squints, nor lips that dreuill. 

Beware the Pander, and the Parasite, 

And do not leaue a Faulcon for a Kite. 

Giue not thine eare to euery Idle tale. 

And trust no more, then what of needs thou must : 

Set not the secrets of thy heart to sale, 

For feare, they throw thine honor in the dust. 

And do not loue the treasure that will rust. 

Make it thy day, but when the Sun doth shine. 

And ioy in soule, but in the loue diuine. 

Place not thy learning in a Library, 

Yet reede, and marke, remember, and apply : 

And tin thou art a perfect Antiquary, 

Stand not too much vpon antiquitie : 

Let vertue note the best NobUitie. 

Be wise in all things, that thou doest intend, 

A good begining makes a blessed end. 

Stand not on termes with persons of estate. 
Be truly loyall in thy Ufe and loue : 
Know what belongs vnto a Magistrate, 
Who hath his office from the heau'ns aboue : 
Nor make a Gaunlet of a hedging gknie. 
Let Bountie euer be the fruite of thrift. 
For borrowing is too neere the Beggers shift. 

Looke into Nature with Discretions eye. 
And sort thy selfe with vnderstanding spirits : 
Build not thy Castle of conceit too high, ^ 

Nor let thy hopes be grounded but on Merits. 
While heedles Connies feare the hunters Ferits. 
Giue none abuse, nor basely take disgrace. 
Nor knie that minde, that hath a brazen fiux. 

A blessed Colour is a maiden blush. 

And setled Countenance is a comely sight : 

Stand not too long in beating of a bush : "^ 

For feare the Bird beguile thee with her flight. 

In idle follies, neuer take delight. 
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Tiauafle, but toile not, painfull is the pleasure. 
Where lacke of care, in labour hath no measure. 

If God haue Uest thee with an inward good, 
Be ioyfull of his blessing, but not proud : 
For, be the Phsenix nere so rare a Brood, 
Nature doth wonders in her worke-house shroud : 
The Sunne it selfe, sometime is in a cloud. 
ConoealM comforts are the kindest sweets. 
Where loue, and honour, with discretion meets. 

A boasting tongue is like a heard-mans home. 
Which makes a noyse, but nothing worth the hearing : 
And bragging Rascalls are not to be borne, 
Thogh fooles of choise, sometime are worth the chering, 
Yet in the points of wisdoms true appearing. 
Presumptuous fooles, and irreligious lewes, 
Emong the Nobler sort should neuer vse. 

Know how to kme, but know not how to hate : 
T one halfe a heau'n, the tother halfe a hell : 
Ixame what belongs to Fortune, and to Fate, 
And trust not all, that Idle stories tell : 
.\nd do not reede, before jrou leame to spell. 
But keep thy spirit with that spedall care. 
That Truth may shew thee, where her honors are. 

Oflfend not God, with figuring the faire, 
In higher substance then may fit their sexe : 
And looke not alter humors in the aire, 
That hurt the heart, or may the spirit vexe. 
And let no passion so thy soule perplexe. 
But that thou maist all discontents remoue, 
That may be hurtfull to thy happie loue. 

Regard thy followers in a kind, as friends, 
But make a difference in thine eyes affect : 
And vse their seruice in such carefull kinds. 
That wisedomes fame may speake of thy respect, 
And well deseru'd rewards do not neglect. 
For tis the hand, that doth the seruice binde. 
Although the spirit doth commaund the minde. 

Examine Reason by the rules of Grace, 

And cherish valour, but in vertues choise : 

In Natures Musique, dwell not on the Base, 

And let thine eare be pleasM in the voyce 

That sounds the song, that makes the soule reioyce. 

Auoyd all substance of the soules annoy : 

And only lesus be thy spirits ioy. 

If honor fall vpon thee vnawares, 

Note how it comes, and how it may be gone : 

And guide thy courses with such inward cares 

Thy ground mfty still be sure to build vpon. 

But needles humors neuer studie on. 

For Time is pretious to perfections eies, 

And brings the blessed soule to Paradise. 

Follow the warres but in a worthy cause, 
And Court it but for af&bilitie, 
Be not a Rebell vnto honors lawes : 
For tis a maime to true Gentilitie, 
In all the notes of true NobiUtle. 



So vse thy sword in fidd, at home thy pen. 
Thou maist be both bdou'd, and fear'd of men. 

Let not a Shaft, a Bowie, a Carde, nor Die, 
Take vp thy Rent a yeare before the day : 
A Pazats feather, nor a Faulcons eie, 
Make thee too Cast, to throw thy wealth away, 
Lest had I wist do keepe fooles holly day. 
Esteeme a horse, according to his pace, 
But loose no wagers on a wrilde goose chase. 

Teare not thy throat with hollowing to hounds, 
Nor ride thy horse to death, to seeke a Hawke : 
Spoile not thine eyes with leuelling of grounds. 
Nor barre thine honest neighbour of his waike. 
But take no pleasure with a foole to talke. 
But harken to the shepheards what they saine 
Both of the Sun shine, and a showre of raine. 

Feed not too grosse, and drinke not ouer mudi. 

The sparing diet is the spirits feast : 

The Pitch and Tarre, are dangerous to tuch. 

And want of reason makes a man a beast : 

Of farckd euils euer chuse the least 

Be wamM by a little, from the more. 

And take heed of an inward breeding sore. 

Wound not the consdenoe of a wofull hart, 
Nor take delight in doing iniury : 
But ease the sicke of his consuming smart. 
And hdpe the poore man in his misery : 
So line, so die, so liue, and neuer die. 
Relieue thy friend, but not with all thou hast, 
Lest thou be driuen to seeke to him as fiEist. 

Importune not a Prince in any sute. 
Nor to a sutor long delaie his hope : 
In cause of lustice, be not ouer mute. 
But in a malice, do no secrets ope : 
But keepe thy eare within discretions scope. 
Smile at the bird, whose bill is ouer long, 
But neuer listen to the Cuckoes song. 

Loose not thy paines, to teach an Owle to speake. 
Nor striue to wash an Ethiopian white : 
Make it no tryumph to subdue the weake. 
But vse thy force, to put the proud to flight, 
And in renowme, giue euery man his right. 
Begin no more, then so thou mean'st to finish. 
As of thine honor, may no sparke diminish. 

Trauaile to leame diuersitie of Natures, 
But keep at home, the care of thy content : 
And euer haue respect vnto those creatures, 
That haue thdr talents in thy seruice spent : 
And loue the soule that is to vertue bent. 
For euer keep this point of noblenes, 
Let no man note thee of vnthankfulnes. 

Depraue not any that do well deserue, 

Nor magnifie an idle headed wit : 

Nor let thy will from wisedomes order s^-arue, 

How euer humors disalow of it : 

Manage affections with discretions bit. 
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For time will teach thee in true reasons creature, 
A foole, is but the weake effect of nature. 

In Princes Courts, do neuer presse too fast, 
Nor shrinke a foote from thy desert of fame : 
And slip no time, for once the humor past, 
A pleasing £uisie may be out of frame : 
Shun all occasions of deseruM blame. 
But if vnwares, thou happen to offend 
Let witts excuse the care of will commend. 

Grow not too great, for feare of Enuies figge, 
Yet ioy in all that vertue may aduance : 
Make not thy musique of a country ligge, 
' But leaue the Lout, to tread the Morris-daunce : 
And keep thy sences from Narcissus traunce. 
And follow not Actton to the wood, 
For feare Diama, do thee little good. 

Studie the lawe, but to maintaine thy state, 
Diuinitie, to keep thy sonle in peace : 
Ix)gicke, but only questions to debate, 
Arithmeticke, but knowledge to encrease : 
How numbers may both multiply and cease. 
Philosophy, to iudge of Natures best, 
And Phisicke, but grosse humors to digest. 

And Rethoricke, to speake in tune and sence, 

Musique, but to remoue melancholy : 

Astrology, to know circumference ; 

For Architecture, leame Geometry, 

And for thy trauaile, leame Cosmography. 

For recreation, scome not Poetry : 

But for discourses, study History. 

To haue a kinde of superficiall sight. 

In hawkes and hounds, and horse, and fowle, and fish : 

Is not amisse, but let thy harts delight 

Be neuer setled in an idle dish. 

Nor shew thy folly in a wanton wish. 

Be silent to thy selfe, what ere thou thinkest. 

And take good heed, with who, and where thou drinkest. 

Leame for instraction, Reede for exercise ; 

Practise for knowledge, and for gaine remember : 

In worldly pleasures make no paradise ; 

Know that thou art of Christ his church a member. 

And do not make thine Aprill in Septenber. 

Vnto thy God, in youth dkect thy waies, 

And he will blesse thee in thine agM dales. 

Let Conscience know the ti.tle of a crowne ; 
Yet know withall, there is a king of kings : 
Who hoisteth vp, and headlong tumbleth downe ; 
And all the world doth couer with his wings, 
While heauen and earth but of his gtory sings. 
To whom discharge the loue thou daily owest. 
And he will blesse thee where so ere thou goest. 

Winke at the world as though thou saw'st it not. 
And all earths treasure, but as trash despise : 
Let not thy folly lose that wit hath got. 
Nor lose an Art, by lacke of exerdse : 
Yet let no labour, honor prdudice. 



Be wisely sparing, but not miserable. 
And rather die, then be dishonorable. 

Feare not a Giant, for his monstrous shape. 
The diuell cannot goe beyond his bounds : 
Nor leame to play the Monkie with an Ape, 
But keep thy selfe within discretions bounds. 
And keep thee frO the worm the c5scienoe wounds. 
Thus in thy way, let wisedome euer guide thee, 
And be assur'd, no euill can betide thee. 

Do not awake the Lion in his denne. 

Nor thinke the Foxe a foole before you trie him : 

Nor put an Eagle in a Capons penne. 

Nor trust a Wolfe, if that you come too nigh him ; 

But come not neare him, if you can goe by him. 

For rauening beasts haue wonderfull wide lawes. 

And spoile whateuer comes within their dawes. 

Beate not the aire with hammers in thy head. 

Whose dreaming labours, will but dull thy wit : 

And do not put thy siluer into lead. 

Except thou make a double gaine of it. 

And euer do that may thine honor fit. 

Know trades and traffique, merchants and their wares, 

But spend thy spirit in more noble cares. 

Be not condemnM for a common Louer, 

I meane, loue maker, to a world of weemen : 

For care can hardly credit lost reoouer. 

And who are bound, can neuer well be free men : 

Beautie hath cunning in her eyes to see men. 

For where she leads the heart vnto her eies, 

She leads it finely to fooles paradies. — 

Boast not vpon the brauery of youth. 
Nor scorae the weaknesse of decripit age : 
But hold this for a principle of tmth. 
Death hath a part vpon this worldly stage. 
Where none can scape the furie of his rage : 
A Tragedie, where old and young are slaine. 
But spight of death, the vertuous liue againe. 

Spend not thy care vpon a selfe conceit. 
In grieuing for that neuer can be had : 
Nor let thy wit and idle will await. 
Where giddie humors are indin'd to gad ; 
And let not melancholy make thee mad. 
For better shut thine eyes from such a light, 
Then haue thy heart tormented by the sight. 

Spare to discourse vpon experience, 

And alwaies rather answere then demaund : 

And let no passion shewe impatience. 

But make entreatie where thou maist oommaund : 

And neuer be with flatterers ouer&wnd. 

Nor stand too much vpon thine owne opinion, 

How euer Pallas marke thee for her mhiion. 

Let not a Princesse fiauour make thee proud, 
Nor grieue too much vpon a small disgrace : 
Beare not affection to a filthy dowd, 
Nor make an Idoll of a painted face : 
Nor loue a oolt but of a coursers race. 
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Nor vow thy semioe to mistaken Saints, 
Whose truest tytles are but honors Faints. 

Weare not a feather in a showre of raine, 
Nor swagger with a Swiser for his swill : 
Put not thy spirit vnto too much paine, 
In searching secrets fun aboue thy skiU : 
And know a halbert firom a hedging bill. 
And euer note those noble points of nature, 
That truly make an honorable creature. 

Forbeare thy fury on a suddaine rage. 
Yet in thy right be euer resolute : 
And let true patience choller so asswage. 
That honors quarrell may be absolute : 
Lest rashnes too much reason ouershute. 
For carefiill valor in a cause of strife. 
Strengthens the hart, and giues the spirit life. 

Flie MachiuiU his vile instructions, 

Which are but poysons to a princely minde : 

And noted well, are but destructions, 

That do the world with wicked humors blinde : 

And do the soule to hellish seruice binde. 

Where nothing for gaine must be forbidden. 

While diuels in the shape of men are hidden. 

Note what is done, by whom, and how, and when, 

And marke what issue growes of each euent : 

If by the sword, the purse, or by the pen. 

And where the honor of the action went : 

And how to take it for a president. 

For many things haue many times bene done. 

That had bene better, nere had bene begun. 

Know all the courses that thou canst attaine. 
But follow onely that may do thee good : 
In questions alwaies make thy meaning plaine, 
ObscurM thoughts are hardly vnderstood. 
But let not choller ouerheate thy bloud. 
So shall thy feare of fortunes force be small. 
And thou shalt stand when other men do fall. 

Take heed my sonne, thy soule be not deoeiued 
With any straunge. or idl too strong illusion : 
For cares best wit cannot be misconceiued. 
Which sees the force of follies dose intrusion. 
While heedlesse will brings wit vnto confusion. 
Be wise my sonne, in heau'nly wisedomes booke, 
And thou shalt angle with no diuels hooke. 

Loue not a lester, nor a hackney lade. 
Time is but lost in either of their triall : 
Rather regard the mattocke and the spade, 
And take the sunne to be thy truest diall : 
Where thou shalt see the foole a knauish spiall. 
Shake off the lowse that hangs vpon thy doathes, 
And hate the swearer that is full of oathes. 

The ruiBan, ruds-by, and the rascall flye, 
But loue the vertuous, valiant, and the kinde : 
Looke towards heauen, and let the world go bye. 
And make thy body subiect to thy minde : 
How ere thou winkest, be not wilfull blinde. 



But looke into the glory of that gnoe. 
That makes the fjaithfull spit in sathans fiace. 

Confound the diuell with the word of God, 
Looke to thy soule, it is the spedall part : 
And loue the life that death hath onertrod. 
And to thy Sauiour wholly giue thy hart : 
Who saues his seruants firom infernall smart. 
And when thy greatest sorrow doth asaaile 
Trust in his merde, that will neuer feik thee. 

Mine owne deare sonne, I am no deepe dhiine. 

But what my God hath taught me, that I tesidi thee 

Beseeching him to blesse that souk of thine, 

That no illusion euer ooeneadi thee ; 

Nor wilfull sinne of lacke of grace impeach thee. 

Nor faithlesse thought may euer so de&oe thee. 

But that his merde euer will embcaoe thee. 

But for my notes of natures obseruations. 
By long experience to my paines reuealed : 
Where truths oOstructiOs made those oonfirmatigf. 
That too much proofe hath for assurance sealed : 
Which priuate care hath firom the world concealed. 
To thee my sonne, and for thy good I hope, 
I do this casket of my lewds ope. 

Esteeme them richer then a masse of gold. 
And part not with them for a world of wealth : 
For such a treasure is not to be sold. 
As is both for the soule and bodies health ; 
Then leaue them not vnto vnworthy stealth : 
But in thy bosome, lodce them as their loner. 
Till good occasion bid thee looke them oner. 

And when thou findest that fitteth with thy minde. 
And leads thee to the groundworke of thy good : 
Go forward still, and further seeke to finde. 
How best the substance may be vnderstood ; 
That after purging breeds the liuely blood. 
And thou shalt fede such pleasure in thy paine. 
As idte spirits haue no power to gaine. 

And ere I grow too fast vnto an end. 

Let me a little furthermore aduise thee. 

Be carefull in affecting of a friend, 

Least subtill kindnesse cunningly surprise thee : 

And let thus much for such respect suffice thee. 

Let honour, valour, truth, and wit allure thee. 

Or neuer of a faithfuU friend assure thee. 

For parentage affect equalitie, 

For learning, vertue ioind with eloquence : 

For bountie, wisedomes liberalitie. 

For valour, resolutions patience : 

For profit, labour with experience. 

For honour, vertues inclination. 

For spirit, graces inspiration. 

Thus chuse a friend, if thou wilt fauour any. 
For these are they that cannot alter nature 
But fauour fewe, for if thou mak'st of numy. 
Thou wilt be hdd a simple witted creature : 
Take heed therefore of a dissembling feature. 
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Sound the oomdition, and approue it sound. 
Before thy fiidth be to thy fiauour bound. 

But if thou find'st a minde of that trae worth, 
That is not matcht in all the brokers shops : 
Whence thou canst draw, that true loues Uquor forth, 
Which is not season'd with vnsauery hops : 
While fidths strong piUars need no vnderprops. 
AU as a Phaeniz, do esteeme that friend, 
MHth whom thy life with thy affection end. 

But if a smoothing tongue, a fleering feoe, 

A capping knee, with double diligence. 

By dose coUoging creepe into thy grace. 

To make an vse of thy magnificence : 

Know he will but abuse thy patience. 

Away with such, and from thy care discard them. 

They purchase but disgrace that [do] regard them. 

And if he seeke to undermine thy thought, 
And go about thee with a bad inuention : 
And do denie thy due desire in ought 
That may performe the truth of his bitention : 
Or stand on termes in causes of contention ; 
Then do thus much for thy assurance know, 
A hollow friend is but a hellish foe. 

And now for knowing of thine enemy. 

Let this suffice for reasons true directkm : 

Who doth intrude into thy company. 

And make a shewe of too too mudi affection : 

Such nimble wits bane euer in refection. 

And by a serpents hisse, and beare-whelpes eie. 

Mistrust the treason of an enemie. 

If he perswade thee to disloyall thought, 
Imagine him a yillaine in the height ; 
If that he haue with wanton humor wrought 
Know that an Idoll is the dhids baite : 
And if he cheat thee with a gaming sleight. 
In cares discretions leane his company. 
And hold him for a cunning enemy. 

If he importune thee with b orro win g. 

Or carelesse Uue rpon thy purses spending : 

Or daily put thee off with morrowing» 

Till want do make thee wearie of thy lending. 

Then in the care of better thrifts commending, 

Shake off a varlet in his viOany, 

And hokl him for an inward enemy. 

But leaning more of friends, or foes to speake. 
The one too fewe, the other all to many : 
So many friends, their fifendships daily breake. 
That fewe are feithfall, if that fewe be any : 
The Sunne so soone, the painted feoe will tawny. 
That he that hath the world well onergooe, 
Findes foes too many, friends, but fewe or none. 

But when thou wih a seruant fitly chuse, 
Haue great regard vnto his qualitfe : 
Lest lacke of care, thy kindnes do abuse : 
Allow no counterfeit farmalitfe ; 
No prigging theft, sor prodigalitia 



No pot companion, nor no prating knaue, 
Nor lasie Rascall, nor vncomely slaue. 

No slouen, sluggard, nor sheep-biter dogge. 
Nor wencher, night-walker, nor game player : 
No leering copes-mate^ nor no grunting hogge ; 
No lyar, swearer, brabbler, no way layer : 
No sawde lester, nor [no] soothsayer. 
No daintie tooth, nor double diligence ; 
Nor him that hath a world wide conscience. 

But sober, honest, wittie, thriftie, kinde, 
Good shape, good frioe, expert, and laborous 
Good hand, good heart, good spirit, ft good minde, 
Discreetly carefrill, but not couetous : 
Faithfrdl and firme, in perfect truths approuing. 
And think that seruant kindly worth the louing. 

Now if thy seruant vnawares offend, 
In secret giue him reprehension : 
But if jTOu see he care not to amend« 
Nor of aduioe take better apprehension, 
Mistrust his spirit of some ill intention. 
Away with him, and tume him to disgrace, 
And seeke to put a better hi his place. 

But last of an, and not the least in charge, 
I wish thee looke into thy loues consort : 
For when the heart hath left the eye at laxge, 
Vimus oommaunds where Cupid scales the fort : 
As all too many, all too true report. 
Be carefrill therefore in thy thoughts affection, 
That they be gouem'd by a good direction. 

Beautfe with vertue, honour iojrnd with kindnesse, 
M^t vdth some wealth, and person without pride : 
Thie noblenesse, vdthout ambitious blindnesse, 
Faire haird. straight bodied, sweet countenance, and 

deareeide; 
A spirit where no poison doth abide. 
Where these sweet birds do all in one bush sing, 
Who would not spend his life in such a spring? 

But if she be Ofeuour'd, blind and old, 

A prattfe basket, or an idle slut : 

A sleepie huswife, or a hatefiill scold. 

Or sudi a sparrow as win not keepe cut : "^^ 

Spofle not thy teeth with cracking such a nut. 

For in the world there is no greater heU, 

Then in a house with such a hagge to dwell. 

Or if complexion with condition meete, 

A Croidon sanguine, and a currish nature : 

A minde that treads good manners vnder feete, 

A sorren foretop, and a sowish feature : 

God blesse thee sonne, firom such a wicked creature. 

And let thee rather leade a single Ufe, 

Then kiU thy selfe, to Uue with such a wife. 

Leame then to chuse the best, and leane the worst, 
And chusing well, make much of such a choise : 
And thou shalt see while other line accurst. 
Thy heart and soule shaU hiwardly refoyce : 
Oh heartfe kme, is sodi a heaa'nly foyoe. 
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As be that know it, or doth kindly heare it. 
Win finde no musicke in the worid oome neare it 

Bat I will leane thee to the heau'ns direetkm, 
Beteediing God of his high heanenly grace : 
To settle so the care of thy affectioo. 
It take no roote in an vnworthy place : 
But that a virgins eye. and Angels Csoe, 
So make thee kyftill of thy happie diafaie. 
That fiuide bound, would not be free againe. 

But that this coarse, and enerie other care. 
May purchase and continue thy oontent : 
And that thy soule may line, where vertues are. 
The happie soules etemaU ornament : 
To him that fram'd the highest firmament. 
Thy heart and soule hi kMie aU huml)ly bow. 
And to his will, thy service truly vow. 

At morae, at noone, at enening, day, and night. 

Vnto his merde do oonfesse thy sin : 

And begge of him, to deare thy blinded sight, 

And teadi thy spirit how it may begin 

To finde the way that gracious kme may win. 

Pray, weepe and cry, vntill thou hast obtained 

Into his seniice to be entertained. 

And when thou fed'st the spirit of that grace 
That rules the heau'ns, come downe into thy hart 
And so thy thoughts in order all to place, 
That vertue to dispose of euery part : 
When thus thou feelest that thou blessed art. 
Pn^ for continuance of that comforts blisse. 
That keepes the soule, it cannot go amisse. 

And when thou feel'st the loathing of that siane. 
That long misled, that moumftill soule of thine : 
And the true way of grace art entred in, 
That doth the soule to sacred loue endine, 
And doth assure thee of the loue diuine. 
Then let thy heart, thy minde, and spirit sing. 
An Halleluiah to thy heauenly King. 

Begin with glory to his maiestie, 
Proceed with glorie to his holy name : 
Continue glorie to his Deitie, 
And end with glorie to his worthy €sme : 
And endlesse be the glorie of the same. 
Begin, proceed, continue, end his story, 
With begmning, neuer ending glory. 

O highest glory, in the heau'ns aboue, 
O brightest glory, of the heau'ns behoue : 
O purest glory, before heau'ns to proue, 
O blessed glory, aboue heau'ns to loue : 
O lonely glory, that all loue doth moue. 
O gracious glory, that all grace beginneth, 
O glorious glory, that all glory winneth. 

Thus my deare toime, sing vnto God thy Lord. 
And sing in tune, that hean'ni may ioy to heare : 



And let thy tongue, thy heart, and soale 
To chaunt it out with such a ioyfoQ chcare. 
That heau'ns may see, thou bokl'st their matter 
And thy true fidth may in thy spirit prooe. 
The lining comfort of thy heau'nly looe. 

Bot if thou doott not seroe thy God aright. 
And humbly feare his holy maiestie : 
Thy dearest day will tume to darksome night. 
Thy wealth to want, thy wit to vanhie : 
Thine ease to Pt^ ?"*^^ ioy to calamitia. 
Thy sweetest musicke to a moomlna qoeD, 
Thy life to death, thy hope of heaaen to helL 

For thoogh a while he sufEer thee to thrine. 

And finde on earth a fisynM panuiicf : . 

Yet death will come, who qukkty will dqpriue. 

The sences of the pleasures of thine des : 

Wberdn th* ffluskm of thy spirh lies. 

And thou wilt be within thy soule so tome, 

As thou wouldst wish, thou neoer hadit bin home. 

A world of woes win ooerwbeime thy heart. 
And fearefull dreames alfrigfat thee in the night : 
A thousand torments will encrease thy smart ; 
And dreadliill visions will thy soule affright : 
Thou Shalt be bard from the etemaU Ught. 
And in the darknesse, where all horron dwdl. 
Thy soule shaU bume in wirrlattii^ hdl. 



Where thou shah see the miser-mindedHfogge, 

Frie in the Inmaoe of his molten gold : 

The glutton monster, and the drunken hogge. 

Gnawing tbdr bones, with hunger, thirtt, tad ooM 

The murtherer in paines not to be tokL 

The teacher so bedight in beastlineite, 

As kills his soule to see his filthinesse. 



The tyrant tortur'd with those vgly spirits. 
That fed his humor with the thirst of blood : 
The traitor follow' d with those hungry ferits. 
That only fed vpon the poysned food 
Of damned soules, that neuer did man good. 
The theefe tormented with the shamdesse Iyer. 
The swearers mouth, all in a flame of fyer. 

The pander and the wicked parasite, 

Shall sup the broath of helli^ beastlinesse : 

The heretike in wilfull ouersight. 

ShaU feed vpon the frt>th of foolishnesse : 

Boyld in the fire of all vnfaithfulnesse. 

The Athdst so shall fede Gods vengeance on him. 

That all the plagues of hdl shaU fall vpon him. 

The vniust ludge, at least if there be any. 

The bribing client of ill conscience : 

The periur'd witnesse whereof are too many. 

The plotting pate of sinfuU pestilence ; 

The wrothfiill spirit of impatience : 

All these shaU iustly all their torments beare. 

But God blesse thee from seeing of them them. 
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But if thou rightly seme thy Lord and God. 
And day and hoaie do sue to him for grace : 
When fidthfiiH Thith tliis world hath ouertrod. 
Thy soole shall flye vnto a fidrer plaoe ; 
Where thou thalt aee thy Saniour hi the face ; 
And la that fine, that euerlasting falia, 
In which the brightnene of aU glory is. 

There ihalt thon see fro hie the day-light springing, 
Which dacksoma night hath neuer power to shade : 
There shah thou heare the Saints and Angels singing; 
And aU their ditties to his glory made ; 
There thalt thou feele the ioyes that neuer lade. 
There shall thy soule more perfect ioyes possesse, 
Then tongue, or heart, or spirit, can ezpresse. 

There shak thou see the bounteous richly crowned, 
The giatioQs Prince in Angete armes embraoed : 



The vertuous souldiers with the Saints renowmed ; 
The ludge of lustice, in high honor placed : 
The faithful witnes, in Tluthes fsuiour graced. 
The vii^ns singing, in the Angete quier. 
How patient hopes vnto their heau'n aspire. 

There shalt thou feele the blessed ioy of peace. 

Wherein the life of holy loue doth rest : 

There shalt thou heare the Musidce neuer oeaie. 

Where Angels voyces euer are adrest, 

In their best tunes, to sound his glory best. 

Where euery one a blessed part doth beare, 

God blesse thee sonne, to set them euer there. 

FINIS. 
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Pagb 4 : Epistlb-dbdicatory to M. Thomas 
Rows. ... He was only son of Robert Rowe of 
London, Merchant, by Eleanor, daughter of Robert 
Jenny, Esq., who married, secondly, Sir Richard Ber- 
keley of Stoke, GifTord, oo. Gloucester, Kt. He was 
afterwards knighted, and became Chancellor of the 
Order of the Garter, etc. He was of Buhrick, co. 
Northampton, and of Woodford, ca Essex, and* was 
a member of the Privy CoundL His WiU, dated 8th 
July 1644, was ilroved i6th March 1646^. Hte wife 
was Eleanor, d. of Sir Thomas Cave of Hanfiord, co. 
Northampton, who survived him untfl 1675. ^^ ^^ 
no issue. ' Hartley ' is the somewhat odd speDii^ of 
' Berkeley ' it win be observed. 

P. 4 : To THE Reader, I zo, * singit verse* s verse 
alone : 1. za, ' censures ' = judgments. 

P. 5, coL a. I 6,* the Eficurian euill' = fleshly in- 
dulgenoe— firom the 'Vulgar Error' concerning Epi- 
curus : 1. 7, « dreniU* = drivell, slaver : 1. a8, • GaunUt' 
= gauntlet : L 35, • FeriU' =ferrets. So p. lo^ coL a, 
1.36. 

P. 6, col 1, 1. 5, ' Pkanix:' so spelled also m p. 9, 
ooL z. L 8:1. 10, ' heard-mams* s shepherd : 1. Z3, 
'ckering* = cheering, applauding : 1. z6, neuer vse* = 
be found : L 53. * Court it* = frequent the Court : col. 
a. L 3» ' Shaft ' s of a bow, i»e, an arrow — a com- 
mon sport: U„ * Bowie:* either s rolling ball as hi 
many games, or s bowl (for drink) : i»., * Die' » dice : 



1. 7, *had I wist.* See Glossarial Index, s.v., for this 
recurring phrase : 1. Z5, ' saime ' 3= bless. See Memorial- 
Introduction for a capital Scottish illustration of this : 
L 32, * to' — misprinted 'do:* L 4a, * reuowme* — such 
was the contemporary spelling. See also p. zz, ooL a, 
U z. 

P. 7, ' coL z, 1. zo, ' Euuia Jigge ' = contemptuous 
treatment. The ' fig' symbolised a great many things 
in early times. See Memorial-Introduction. L Z3, 
'£4Mr/'ackmnish fellow: i»., * Morris daunee' ~ 
Moorish dance: col. a, 1. za, '/«*;«/'= wicker-work 
cage or coop: 1. zy, * hammers in thy head,' See 
Glossarial Index, /.v. : 1. 49, *ouer/awnd* = exces- 
sively fawned on : L 5Z, ' minion ' = favourite (deterio- 
rated since) : 1. 54, *dcwd* s slattern. 

P. 8, col. z, 1. a, '^«»i[r ' = feignings — mi^xrinted 
' Saints :' 1. 4, ' Swiser'—o^ foreign mercenary soldier 
or Switzer? ib., *swi/t' = vnsib — coarse drink: L 7, 
*halbert' = halberd : ib., * bill' = biU-hook : I 17, 
Afachiuile' = MachiaveUi : 1. 98, * president' = pre- 
cedent : I. 45, ' hachney lade' -=■ hired mare, with equi- 
voque: 1. 49, * spiall' = spy : 1. 50, * lawse' = creepizig, 
crawling, vermin-like character : 1. 5a, ' ruds4y' 3 
rudesby, i.e, rude person : ooL a, 1. 40, ' a^ecting' =■ 
choosing. 

P. 9, col z, 1. zo, ' swtoothing' = Oaitenng : ib., 
'^^eering' =■ jeering : 1. zz, * caf^ng' = staziding cap 
in hand, obsequious: 1. za, * colloging' ^ coXkB^o^ 
ing : I. 40, ' morrcwing' a giving the ' good znorrow ' 
or early morning calls : L 49, ' tawny* s embro w n : 
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NOTE. 

I AM indebted to Frederic Ouvry, Esq., President of the Society of 
Antiquaries of London, for the use of his unique exemplar of ' The Pas- 
sionate Shepheard.' It was formerly in the possession of Mr. J. Payne 
Collier, and is carefully described in his * Bibliographical Account' Cf.ff.). 
I i^reciate Mr. Ouvr/s kindness all the more that he has himself just 
reprinted the book, in a (nearly) facsimile edition of 50 copies, for his 
friends. As usual, our text follows the original in all £uthfulness, except 
in such printer's errors as are pointed out in the Notes and Illustrations. 
By a careftd collation of the original, these printer's errors, which are aD 
repeated in Mr. Ouvry's reproduction somewhat puzzlingly to the reader, 
as well as the following slight oversights, have been corrected : — 

Pa^B 6, ooL a. Put 3i 1. 7i ' hee' is printed 'he.' 
,. 9, Sonet i.ooL a, 1. z, ' sounded ' is printed 'founded:' L ao, 'mine' 

with ' m ' in original tnmed upside down is printed ' wine : ' 

1. 40, ' rusty ' is printed ' mstye.' 
M Z3, coL a, L I, ' doste ' is printed 'dost' 

On the name * Bonerto ' ■* Bretono, i>. [Nicholas] Breton, see our 
Memorial-Introduction. — G. 
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Bonerto the faithfull Shepheard^ to A- 

glaia his faire Shepheardesse, wisheth more 

wealth than the Sheepes-wooll, and a 

better Garland theti the 
Bay-leafe. 



FAire Shepheardesse, pardon your poore Swaine, who seeing the £aint feeding of his pyenin^ 
flock and hopeles to recouer the droping Lambes of his best folde, knowing such to b< 
the diuine Nature of your vertue, as wil suffer nothing to perish, that you are able to preserue 
doth beseech you after letting of the bloud in the head vaine, to giue the for the heart sickness 
a little gprazing in the groud of your least grace, in which prospering (by your fauour) they sha 
Hue but to your seruice ; which being the best cause of their breeding, I leaue them to the swee 
implo)inent of your pleasures, & so in the naked sence of a sincere truth, resting the comfort c 

your kinde vnderstanding I humbly take 

my leaue. 

Your poore Shephard 
Bonerto, 



Pajlorall Verfes written by the She- 

pheard Bonerto, to his beloued She- 

pheardesse Aglaia. 



Pastor Primus, 

TEll mee all yee shq;>heards swaines, 
On Mineruas Mountaine plaines 
Yee that ondy sit and keepe 
Flockes (but of the fairest sheepe) 
Did you see this blessed day, 
Faire Aglaia walke this way? 
If yee did oh tell me then. 
If yee bee true meaning men : 
How shee fareth with her health, 
All the world of all your wealth : 
Say a truth, and say no more : 
Did yee euer see before, 
Such a shepherdesse as shee ? 
Can there such another bee? 
Euer did your eies beholde, 
Pearles, or pretious stones in golde. 
Or the Starres in Phabus skies, 
Sparkle like her sunny eyes ? 
Doe but truth, and truth confesse : 
Is she not that shepheardesse. 
That in state of beauties stay, 
Caries all the praise away ? 
Tell me truly, shepehard, tell, 
On your plaines did euer dwell, 
Such a peereles paragon, 
For pure eyes to looke vpon ? 
Oh the chaste commaunding kindnes. 
That disswades affection's blindenes ! 
Settes it not your hearts on fire? 
Yet forbiddes yee to aspire. 
Doth it not coniure your sences. 
That yee fall not in offences? 
Hath shee not that wit diuine. 
That doth all your wittes refine. 
And doth limite loue his measure. 
That he purdiase no displeasure. 



Hath shee not your spirits wrought, 
In obedience" to her thought, 
Where your hearts vnto her eye. 
In a kinde of Simpathie, 
Frame the best conceited fashion. 
Of a bless^ fande's passion, 
Which may neuer passe that ace, 
That may keepe you in her grace ? 
O yee truest harted creatures I 
In the truest kindest natures 
Who, when all your thought assemble. 
Neuer doe in one dissemble : 
In loue's beauties honour's fiEice, 
Let Aglaia be your grace. 

Past 2. 

Siluan Muses can yee sing. 
Of the beautie of the spring? 
Haue yee scene on earth that Sunne, 
That a heauenly course hath runne? 
Haue yee liu'd to see those eyes ? 
Where the pride of beautie lies, 
Haue yee heard that heauenly voice, 
That may make loues heart rdoyce ? 
Haue yee scene Aglaia, shee 
Whome the world may ioy to see. 
If yee haue not seene all these ? 
Then yee doe but labour leese. 
While yee tune your pipes to play. 
But an idle Roundelay. 
And in sad discomfort's denne : 
Euerie one goe bite her penne : 
That shee cannot reach the skill. 
How to clime that blessM hill. 
Where Aglaiae's prayses dwdl 
Whose exceedings doe excell, 



THE PASSIONA TE SHEPHEARD, 



And in simple truth confesse, 

Sbee is that fiedre Sbepheardesse, 

To whome fairest flockes a fielde. 

Doe their seniice dudy jreelde : 

On whome neuer Muse hath gaxM, 

But in musing is amaxM ; 

Where the honour is to much, 

For their highest thoughtes to touch. 

This confesse, and get yee gone. 

To your places euery one. 

And in sflence onely speake 

When yee find your speech to weake. 

BlessM be Aglaia yet. 

Though the Muses die for it 

Come abroad you blessM Muses, 

Yee that Pallas chiefly choses, 

When shee would commend a creature. 

In the honour of loues nature. 

For the sweet Aglaia faire. 

An to sweeten all the ayre : 

Is abroad this blessed day. 

Haste yee therefore, come away :^ 

And to kill Loue's Maladies, 

Meete her with your Mdodies. 

Flora hath bin all about. 

And hath brought her wardrope out ; 

With her fairest sweetest flowers, 

All to trimme vp all your Bowers. 

Bid the Shepheards and their Swaynes 

See the beantie of their plaines. 

And oommaund them with their flockes 

To doe reuerence on the rodces. 

Where they may so happie be 

As her shadowc but to see. 

Bidde the Birdes in euery bush, 

Not a bird to be at hush : 

But to sit, chirip, and sing. 

To the beautie of the spring. 

Call the siluan Nimphes together. 

Bid them bring their musickes hither, 

Tirees, their barky silence breake, 

Cracke yet though they cannot speake. 

Bid the purest whitest Swanne, 

Of her feathers make her fanne : 

Let the Hound the Hare goe chase. 

Lambes and Rabbets runne at bace. 

Flies be dauncing in the Sunne : 

While the Silke-worroes webbes are spunne. 

Hange a fish on euerie hooke, 

As shee goes along the brooke : 

So with all your sweetest powers, 

Entertaine her in your bowers. 

Where her eare may ioy to heare, 

How yee make your sweetest quire : 

And in all your sweetest vaine, 

StiU Aglaia strike the straine. 

But when shee her walke doth tume. 

Then begin as fast to moume : 



AU your flowers and Garlands wither. 
Put vp all your pipes together : 
Neuer strike a pleasing straine 
Till shee come abrode againe. 

Past 3. 

Who can line in heart so glad. 

As the merrie countrie lad? 

Who ypon a faire greene baike 

May at pleasures sit and walke? 

And amidde the Azure skies. 

See the morning Sunne arise ? 

While hee heares in euery spring. 

How the Birdes doe chirpe and sing : 

Or, before the houndes in crie. 

See the Hare goe stealing by : 

Or along the shallow brooke. 

Angling with a baited hooke : 

See the fishes leape and play, 

In a blessM Sunny day : 

Or to heare the Partridge call, 

TiU shee haue her Couye all : 

Or to see the subtill foxe. 

How the viUaine plies the box : 

After feeding on his pray. 

How he dosely sneakes away. 

Through the hedge and downe the furrow, 

Till he geets into his burrowe. 

Then the Bee to gather honey. 

And the little blacke-haiid Cony. 

On a banke for Sunny place. 

With her fore-feete wash her face : 

Are not these with thousandes moe, 

Then the Courts of Kinges doe knowe ? 

The true pleasing spirits sights, 

That may breede true loues delightes. 

But with all this happinesse, 

To beholde that Shepheardesse, 

To whose eyes all Shepheards yedde. 

All the fairest of the fielde. 

Faire Aglaia in whose face. 

Lines the Shepheard's highest Grace : 

In whose worthy wonder praise. 

See what her true Shepheard sales. 

Shee is neither proude nor fine. 

But in spirit more diuine : 

Shee can neither lower nor leere. 

But a sweeter smiling cheere : 

She had neuer painted face. 

But a sweeter smiling grace : 

Shee can neuer loue dissemble, 

Truth doth so her thoughts assemble, 

That where wisdome guides her will, 

Shee is kind and constant stiU, 

All in summe she is that creature. 

Of that truest comfortes Nature, 

That doth shewe (but in exceedinges) 

How their praises had thdr breedings : 
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Let then poetts faine their pleasure. 
In their fictions of kme's treasore : 
Proad high spirits seeke tl|eir graces. 
In their Idoll painted faces : 
My loae's spirit's lowlinesse, 
In afifections humblenesse. 
Vnder heau'n no happines 
Seekes but in this Shepheardesse. 
For whose sake I say and sweare.' 
By the passions that I beare, 
Had I got a Kinglie grace. 
I would leaue my Kinglie place. 
And in heart be truehe glad : 
To become a Country Lad. 
Hard to lie. and goe full bare. 
And to feede on hungry £u« : 
So I might but Uue to bee. 
Where I might but sit to see, 
Once a day. or all day long. - 
The sweet subiect of my song : 
In Aglaiat's onely eyed. 
All my worldly paradise. 

A Solemne long enduring 

Passion, 
Past, 4. 

WEarie thoughts doe waite vpon me 
Griefe hath to much ouer gone me 
Time doth howerly ouer-toyle me. 
While deepe sorrowes seeke to spoile me 
Wit and sences all amas^ 
In their Graces ouer gaxM : 
In exceeding torments tell me, 
Neuer such a death befell mee. 
Loue. oh life of more tormenting, 
Then the world hath inuenting. 
Neuer ceizd vpon a creature. 
In a truer killing nature. 
Not with Venus idle itching. 
Nor with vaine aflfectes bewitdiing : 
But with wit and reason's seeing. 
Nature's beauties sweetest being : 
Time and truth on earth declaring, 
Excellence hath no comparing. 
Not a Haire but hath in holding. 
Honors hart, in lones beholding : 
Not an eye. but in her glannoes, 
Graceth reason in Loues transoes, 
Not a looke but hath in kniing. 
Faith too fast for euery mooulng. 
Not a worde. but in conunannding, 
Daunteth folly from demaunding. 
Not a lippe. but makes the Cherric^ 
Onely held a prettie Benie : 
Not a breath that softly blowas. 
But perfumeth where it goes : 



-ffr^ 



\k 



Not a-tmth-but doth display. 

All the Chesse in battaile ray : 

Where the princely eye may see : 

How they all in order bee. 

King and Queene. Knight. Bishop, Rooke : 

And the Pawne his place hath tooke. 

BlessM cheeke. the sweetest chaine. 

Of affections sweetest vaine. 

What can sweetest iudgemenu say. 

But tbou cariest sweete away? 

Prettie cheeke, in whose sweet pit, 

Loue would liue and die to sit. 

Let mee thinke no more on thee. 

Thou hast too much wounded me : 

And that skarre vpon thy throate. 

No such stanre on Stellas coate. 

Let me chide, yet with that stay. 

That did weare the skinne away : 

But alas shall I goe k>wer. 

In sweet similies to showe her? 

When to touch her praises tittle. 

Nature's sweetnes is to little : 

Where each Sinow, Umme and iojrnt. 

Perfect shape in euery point, 

From corruptions eye concealed. 

But to vertue loue reuealed, 

Binde my thoughu to silence speaking. 

While my hart must lye a breaking. 

Petrarche, in his thoughts diuine, 

Tasso in his highest line. 

Ariosto's best inuention. 

DamU's best obscur'd intention. 

Ouid in his sweetest vaine : 

Pastor Fidos purest straine. 

With the finest Poet's wit. 

That of wonders euer writ : 

Were they all but now aliue. 

And would for the Garland striue. 

In the gratious praise of loue, 

Heere they might their passions prooue. 

On such excellences grownded ; 

That their wittes would be confounded. 

And in enuie at my grace, 

To beholde this blessed fiace : 

Finding all their wittes too weake. 

Of her wonder worth to speake. 

In a fretting humor'd vaine. 

Runne into their graues againe. 

But aye me I what inward wound. 

Laies my comforts all a ground? 

Absence, oh that word of woe, 

That too neere the heart doth goe : 

When the eye cannot beholde. 

That the spirit hath in holde. 

Loue must liue and looke a fanre. 

In a dreame vpon a starre : 

But indeed beholde no light : 

In darke absence onely night : 

But what hane I said? aye me ! 
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In the darkest night I see : 

Sight of absence such a presence 

Of Mintruas excellence. 

In loue's liuing memorie, 

That the light can neuer die. 

No, first die all Poetts' loue, 

Ere £EUth such a fiction prooue. 

In obliuious light to place, 

Such a blessM starre of grace : ' 

As in bright Aglaiais eyes, 

Shewes an earthly paradise. 

If my Suite be not too great. 

Thus much let thy swaine entreate : 

Where no colde suspect can harme thee, 

Looke into my hearte and warme thee, 

Tume my Musicke to thy minde. 

Let it know no other kinde. 

Breake my pipe if that it play. 

Other then the rounddelay. 

Cut my throate if that I sing. 

But vnto thy fauour's string. 

Neuer grace my louely flocke. 

But vpon the blessed rocke. 

Where thy Grace may giue them feeding. 

And thy blessing all their breeding. 

I haue neither Plummes nor Cherries, 

Nuttes, nor Aples, nor Straw-berries ; 

Pinnes nor Laoes, Pointes nor gloues, 

Nor a payre of painted Doues : 

Shuttle-Cocke nor trundle ball. 

To present thy loue with all : 

But a heart as true and kinde. 

As an honest faithfull minde 

Can deuice for to inuent. 

To thy patience I present : 

At thy fairest feete it lies : 

Blesse it with thy blessed eyes : 

Take it vp into thy handes, 

At whose onely grace it standes. 

To be comforted for euer. 

Or to looke for comfort neuer : 

Oh it is a strange afiiecte, 

That my fande doth efifect. 

I am caught and can not start, 

Wit and reason, eye and heart : 

All are witnesses to mee, 

Loue hath swome me slaue to thee. 

Let me then be but thy slaue, 

And no further fauour craue : 

Send mee foorth to tende thy flocke, 

On the highest Mountaine rocke. 

Or commaund me but to goe. 

To the valley grownd belowe : 

All shall be a like to me. 

Where it please thee I shall bee. 

Let my feice be what thou wilt : 

Saue my life, or see it spilt 

Keepe fasting on thy Mountaine : 

Charge me not come neere thy Fountaine. 



In the stormes and bitter blastes, 
Where the side all ouercasts. 
In the coldest frost and snowe. 
That the earth did euer knowe : 
Let me sit and bite my thumbes. 
Where I see no comfort comes. 
All the sorrowes I can prooue. 
Cannot put me from my loue. 
Tell me that thou art content. 
To beholde me passion rente, ^ 
That thou know'st I deerely loue thee. 
Yet withall it cannot mooue thee. 
That thy pride doth growe so great. 
Nothing can thy grace intreate. 
That thou wilt so cruell bee. 
As to kill my loue and mee : 
That thou wilt no foode reserue. 
But my flockes and 1 shall stenie. 
Be thy rage yet nere so great, 
When my little Lambes doe bleate, 
To beholde their Shepheard die : 
Then will truth her passion trie. 
How a Hart it selfe hath spent. 
With concealing of content. 

Past. 5. 

Now witts prooue what yee can doe, 

I haue w(Mrke to set yee to : 

That will trie the Quintessence 

Of your humor's excellence. 

Tis no dreadefiill Tragoedy. 

Nor no pleasant Comoedie, 

Tis no fiction of a fancy, 

Nor a furie of a franzie. 

But a subject of that worth, 

That must bring strange wonders foorth. 

Yet take heede to flye to high. 

Least you lose your winges thereby. 

Keepe your compasse in that care. 

That doth ondy truth declare. 

Where in safety of concdte, 

Yee may winne your honor's height 

There if ye haue power to finde, 

Prayses in their purest kinde : 

In Aglaias bless4ki name, 

Worke to winne your worthy £une. 

Seeke not out for Similes, 

Least yee doe your labour leese. 

And for figures neuer take them. 

Least shee doe but Ciphers make them. 

And for substance trudy founded, 

Loue will in her Grace be grounded. 

But if in hdgh Contemplation 

Of your sence's Admiration, 

Yee do finde in strange ooniecture. 

Reasons wonders Architecture : 

In a frame of such a frishion. 

As doth plundge the hart in passion. 
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In conceauing cares beholding. 

How to fall ypon vnfolding, 

Then in silence set it downe, 

Of the blessM Lawrell crowne : 

Let Aglaia take the grace. 

Where the graces haue their place. 

And in fine let this suffise yee, 

That I kindely doe aduise yee, 

How so ere yee are conceited, 

Thus let all your Cares be straited. 

Mooue not from her, nor yet mooue her. 

Loue but doe not say yee loue her : 

So that passions sweetly wittie. 

May in patience best haue pittie : 

So liue happie to attend her. 

But if needes yee must commend her. 

To this counte your prayses call : 

In her selfe, her selfe is all. 

Sundry sweet Sonnets and Passio- 

naUd Poems. 

A farewell to the world and the 

pleasures thereof. 
Sonet I. 

NOw for the last farewell I meane to make. 
To all the troubles, of my tir6d thought : 
This Icaue at last, and this last leaue I take, 
Of some and all that haue my sorrowe sought. 

First youth farewell the fore Runner of wit, 
A time more staide, hath taught me better stages. 
Then where repentance doth with sorrowe sit. 
To shew the mines of vnbridled Ages. 

Next farewell Beautie, thou bewitching glasse. 
That blind'st the eye. of all unseason'd seeing : 
Mine eye now sees, wherein my blindnesse was. 
I could not see my blindnesse in thy being. 

Friendship farewell, where faith doth finde no trust. 
For men are Monsters, and then what are women ? 
Experience now prooues ludgement was vniust. 
Where wit was folly, that made slaues of free-men. 

And loue farewell, the Laborinthe of time. 
Which killes the spirits with continuall care. 
I now haue found the Snaile out by his slime. 
And will not come, where such slye creepers are. 

And power farewell, the pcrill of conceite. 
Where pride is hellish in impatience : 
Strong is my weakenes, that now bids me waite, 
But on the blessing of obedience. 

And hope farewell, the weakest holde of wit. 
That euer help't, the heart to happinesse : 



For wisdome's care, that well hath sounded it, 
Findes it a flatterer but of idlenes. 

And farewell fortime, the raoste idle fiction, 
That euer fancy laide her labour on : 
Truth, against whome there is no contradiction. 
Showes one of force, but fortune there is none. 

And arte farewell, the onely woe of wit, 
That beates the Anuile of a busy braine, 
With simple skill I now had rather sit 
Then work for grace, and other get the gaine. 

And farewell time, that neuer giuest rest, 
Vnto the body or the spirits paine : 
Eternall blisse, hath so my spirite blest, 
I yfxVL not harkcn vnto time againe. 

And farewell all that may be bid farewell, 
Within this world of wrctchednes and woe : 
My spirit seekes but only there to dwell, 
Where puer truth doth no corruption knowe. 

A Gowne of Veluet and a chaine of pearle. 
Shall Tio^ bewitche mine eyes with folly gazes 
When vndcmeath, an idle headed girle. 
May feede the minde, but with dishonor's mazes. 

The seate of power too neere the Sin of pride. 
Shall with Ambition, not infect my minde : « 
A ioyfuU peace, within my soule hath tride. 
The sweetest life is in the meane to finde. 

The fildd tongue of fayning eloquence : 
Shall now no more abuse my simple trust : 
In yea and nay. I finde that excellence, 
Where perfect ibdgements cannot prooue vniust. 

The sound of warrc shal not inchaunt mine ear 
With honour's miisicke, to abuse my heart : 
The bless^ peace, that patient spirits beare. 
In heauenly consortes haue no bloudy parte. 

The long delaying studdie of the lawe, 

Shall beate no hammers in my wearie braine. ^ 

Nor loose my Come in striuing for a strawe, 

But keepe my right, & hate a \^TongfuU gaine. 

The greedie labours, of the gmmbling Chuffe, 

I will not followe, for a msty wealth : 

But in discretion thinke that worke enough. 

That cloathes the flesh, and keepes the soule in healtii. 

And I wil leaue Court, Cittie, towne and fielde. 
Warres. Lawe and traffique, poUycie and paine : 
And see what life the country loue will yoelde, 
Where Shepheards keepe the flockes vpon the plaine. 

There will I sit and in the sacred sence, 

Of heauenly vertues high instructions : 

Leame in Aglaias nature's excellence, 

Of Loue's conceites, to make the best constmctions. 

Where God alone shall in my soule be loued, / 

And faithe's affection in tme fancy proued. ^ 



^1 



49 



+" 



lO 



THE PASSIONATE SHEPHEARD. 



Whidi done, my heart shall lie vpon ray brest. 
That truth shall shewe the secret of my thought : 
Where patience prooues the spirit onely blest. 
That lookes at heauen and sets the world at nought 

Thos will I sit, and set my pipe in tune, 
And plaie as merry as the day is long : 
And as in Aprill, so againe in Itme, 
Fit both my spring, and haruest vrith a song. 

My Pipe shall bee bat of a dainty reede. 
That growes within the Riuer of delight : 
Where eoerie stop shall stand my heart in steed. 
To guide the spirrit of my musicke right. 

And for my ditties, they shall be diuine : 
When time shall onely on Aglaia rest. 
While fancy so shall euerie note refine. 
That euerie passion shall be well exprest 

And when the Musicke of my pipe is done, 
Then what is needefull to my flocke goe see : 
And from the plant that prospers in the Sunne, 
Cut of the succors least they spoyle the tree. 

And then goe looke vnto the worme and flie, 
That may annoy my Lambkins, or their Dambes, 
And to each griefe such presente helpe apply, 
As may preserue the smallest of my Lambes. 

And if I see the Wolfe, the Brocke, the Foxe, 
Or any varmin stealing downe a furrowe : 
To make a praye among my prettie flocke, 
Send out my Dog, and beate him to his borough. 

And when I heare the Nightingale recorde, 
The Musicke, wherein Nature pleaseth Arte : 
To trie how loue cap with her tune'accorde, 
To sound the passions of a painting hearte : 

And when that shee her warbling Tunnes doth ease, 
And shades her selfe from parching sommer's heate. 
Then learne of her, how I may holdc my peace. 
While lesser Birdes, the idle a>Te doe beate : 

And when I sit vpon that sweetest mountaine. 
Where growes the grasse, that feedes my fairest floekes, 
And there beholde, that Christall clecrest fountainc. 
That sendes her streames distilling through the Rockes. 

And seeing there the heartcs-ease growing by it. 
The onely flower of fancie's best affection : 
And thinke how Nature in her pride doth die it : 
To put downe painting in her Arte's prefection. 

Then lift mine eye vnto that hande on high. 
That worketh all thinges by his holy will : 
And giue all glory to this Maiestie : 
Whose onely wisdorae shewes all wonder skill. 

Then on the earth fall humbly on my face. 
And pray to him that made both day and night : 
First to inspire me with his holy grace, 
And then to blesse me in Aglaia* s light. 



And when I see the Trees beginne to Bud, 
And euerye grasse, put foorth his fairest 
And euerie kidde b^n to chew the Cudde, 
And Flora haunt it like a Medowe Queene. 

And all the Muses, dresse vp all their bowers. 
And set their Consorts in so high a Key : 
As if they met in Musicke's sweetest powers. 
To play and sing some Princely Roundelay. 

Then still againe vnto my God on high, 

Giue all due prayse, who in his grace hath prooued. 

Aglaia blessMin his gratious eye : 

That so doth line of Creatures all bekwed. 



The dtscripHan and praise <tf his fairest 

Loue. 

Sonet 2. 

VP on the Hill of happinesse, 
In beautie's Gratious blessednes : 
Bamerio's fairest Shepheardesse, 
In wisdome's honors worthinesse : 
Aglaia lines, long may shee line, 
The worth that doth this wonder giue. 

An Eye in which faire beautie's light. 
Hath none of Phoebus' killing sight : 
But of a farre more heauenly Grace. 
To warme the heart, not bume the £ace : 
A fore-head that fiedre fironte of blisse, 
That shewes where beautie gracM is. 

A Haire that holdes the heart's affections. 
Euen by the eye of lawe's directions : 
Which wauing finely in the ayre. 
Describes the pride of Beauties faire. 
While loue beholdes with vertue's eye. 
There doth not lye a hayre awrie. 

A cheeke the chaine of loue's best chaunce. 
That pleaseth passion in his Traunce : 
A lippe to loue, more kindely sweete. 
Then Hiues where Hony-Bees do meete. 
A breath that so the ayre perfumes. 
As all corruptions sence consumes. 

And for her teeth, no Granam studdes, 

Nor like the Knagges of Blacke-thome buddes : 

But where conceites, are kindely met, 

Like Orient Ptarles, in Rubies set. 

And for a Toung in reason's sence. 

The Trumpet of true eloquence. 

And for a wit in wisdome's will. 
So gouemdd with gracious skill : 
That Admiration best can tell. 
Where excellence doth tniely dweU. 
And for a spirite to that wit : 
The world too weake to iudge of it. 
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I speake not of inferiour partes. 
Nor of their prajrses due desartes : 
I rather loue my thoughts to raise, 
To bless^ spirits and their prayse. 
And where the best is set before : 
But name Aglaia and no more. 

But if I had the painter's Arte. 

To set a glasse on euery parte, 

Her necke should seeme a piller fit, 

For to vpholde the state of wit. 

Whose smoothnesse would amase his sight : 

When he should sit to paint the white. 

Her Drestes should be those Balles of blisse, 
That loue and beautie neuer misse. 
But if a stroke doe chaunce to fall : 
The heart should answere for the ball. 
While honor's eye should iudge the set, 
What loue may loose, and vertue get. 

Her armes should be those Angell bowes, 
That bless^ wisdome onely knowes : 
Her fingers, shaftes ; that where they light, 
Doe kill the eyes of idle sight : 
While honor so guides Nature's eye : 
There can no feather flye awry. 

Her belly should that mountaine be, 
That may put downe Parnassus hill : 
Where Pallas might reioyce to see. 
The subiects of her sweetest skill. 
While all her Muses might deuise, 
To judge of Nature's paradise. 

But for that Marke of Modesty, 
That sweares the silence of conceite : 
While that descretion's car^ull eye, 
Is caried but to honor's height. 
A Moone EclipsM should descrie, 
The daunger of a wicked Eye. 

Now for the nexte adioyning Limmes, 
Where strength and straightnes both agree, 
To showe how nature swectely trvnmes, 
All partes wherein her prayses be : 
Should Sampson's pillers figure plaine, 
How all Philistians should be slaine. 

Now for her legges, her knees and feete, 
Which so euen carry euerie parte : 
That beautie, loue, and honor^meete. 
To show the pride of Nature's arte : 
I would but as I saide before, 
But make her picture and no more. 

But painting is too poore a skill, 
Where coloiurs can but shadowe showe 
The Poet's wit too weake for wfll : 
To speake of that he doth not knowe. 
While onely Admiration 
Must make her declaration. 



And how shall I then silly swaine. 
Once looke at such a pure aspect ? 
As but vertues gratious vaine, 
My rudcnes neuer would respect. 
But rather leaue the lonely spring, 
Then stay to heare the Shepheard sing. 

Alas I know not, this is all, 
I hope but from a hill of grace : 
When heauenly fates will fauoocfall, 
A gratious heart, a gathering place. 
Where I some little crum shall finde. 
That may refresh a woeful minde. 

Till when, and then, and euermore, 

I will be but her Shepheard swaine ; 

And for my seruice seeke no mor^ : 

But on Pethari's Mountaine plaine, 

I may one leaue my flocke to keepe, 

And folde my Lambes, and feede my sheepc. 

At Shearing time she shall commaund. 
The finest fleece of all my wooU : 
And if her pleasure but demauncL 
The fattest from the leane to coll. 
She shall be mistresse of my store : 
Let mce alone to worke for more. 

My cloakc shall lie vpon the ground. 
From wet and dust to keepe her feete : 
My pipe with his best measure's sound. 
Shall welcome her with musicke sweete. 
And in my skrippe, some cates at least : 
Shall bid her to a Shepheard's feast 

My staffe shall stay her, in her walke. 

My dog shall at her heeles attend her : 

And I will holde her with such tall^e. 

As I doe hope shall not offend her. 

My Eawes shall bleate, my Lambes shall play. 

To shew her all the sport they may. 

Why I will tell her twentie thinges. 
That I haue heard my mother tell : 
Of plucking of the Buzzard's winges. 
For killing of her Cockerell, 
And hunting Rainard to his denne. 
For frighting of her sitting Hen. 

How shee would say, when shee was young. 
That Louers were ashamde to lie : 
And truth was so on euerie tongue. 
That Loue ment naught but honestic. 
And Sirra (quoth shee) then to me 
Let euer this thy lesson be. 

Looke when thou louest, loue but one. 
And let her worthy be thy loue : 
Then loue her in thy heart alone. 
And let her in thy passions prooue,. 
Aglaia all that in thy minde. 
Within thy heart her loue shall finde. 
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And as shee bod, I haue obeyed, 
I loue in heart but one alone : 
Whose worthines my wits dismaid. 
In finding such a worthy one. 
As in Aglaia all doth prooue, 
AU under heauen my only loue. 

And in that loue to line and die, 
And die, but in that loue to liue : 
And loue that cannot liue to lie. 
Shall for my truth this warrant giue : 
My life or death, to saue or lose. 
Shall in her loue be to dispose. 

Her eyes shall be my Sunne to guide me. 
Her hand shall holde me by the hearte. 
Her censure onely shall decide me : 
What I protest in euerie parte. 
In heart to seme and loue her so. 
As vnder heauen to loue no moe. 

And if all this will not suffice. 
To make her knowe an honest care. 
Then shall shee see before her eyes. 
Of what true forces passions are. 
When silence discontent shall prooue, 
How death shall make an ende of loue. 

And yet before that finall houre, 
Where passions play their latest parte, 
When sweetes are seuer'd, from their sower, 
While onely life is in the heart : 
The last effect of lone to trie, 
I will but make my will and die. 

And I will tell her such fine tales. 
As for the nonce, I will deuise : 
Of Lapwinges and of Nightingales : 
And how the Swallow feedes on flies. 
And of the Hare, the Fox, the Hound, 
The Pastor and the Medow ground. 

And of the springes, and of the wood. 
And of the Forrestes and the Deere, 
And of the riuers and the floods, 
And of the mirth and merrie cheere, 
And of the lookes and of the glaunces, 
Of Maides and young men in their daunces : 

Of clapping handes, and drawing gloues, 
And of the tokens of loue's truth. 
And of the pretty Turtle Doues, 
That teach the billinge trickes of youth. 
And how they kindely ought to wooe, 
Before the tother thing they doe. 

Sonet. 3. 

Foolish loue is onely folly, 
Wanton Loue is too vnholly : 
Greedy loue is couetous. 
Idle loue is friuolous. 



But the gratious loue is it : 

That doth prooue the worth of wiL 

Beautie but deceiues the eye, 
Flatterie leades the eare awrye : 
Welth doth but inchaunt the wit, 
Waat the ouerthrowe of it 
While in wisdome's worthy Grace, 
Vertue sees the sweetest face. 

There hath loue found out his life, 
Peace without all thought of strife : 
Kindenes in discretion's care. 
Truth that dearely doth declare. 
Faith doth in true liancy prooue. 
Lust the excremente of loue. 

Then in faith my fancie see. 
How my loue may construe bee. 
How it growes, and what it seekes. 
How it Hues, and what it likes. 
So in highest grace regarde it. 
Or in lowest scome discarde it. 



Sonet 4. ^ 

Tell mee, tell mee pretty Muse, 
Canst thou neither will nor chuse. 
But be busie vrith my braine, 
Still to put my wits to paine? 
Shall my heart within my brest, 
Neuer haue an hower of Rest? 

Idle humor what doth ayle thee? 
Not a thought that can auayle thee : 
Be thou neere so woe begon thee, 
Beautie will not looke vpon thee. 
Fortune wholy hath forlome thee. 
And for loue, it hath forswome thee. 

But if vertue haue procurd thee. 
And that honour haue coniur'd thee. 
In affection's royalty. 
To discharge loue's loyaltie. 
That the Eye of truth may see. 
Then doe what thou wilt for me. 

Worke my wit vnto thy will, 
Keepe thy hammers working still : 
Vse thine arte in euery thought. 
With such temper to be wrought. 
That Aglaia may aprooue, 
Vertue's skill in framing Loue. 

But if any labour lacke. 
Or if either flawe or cracke 
Make the mettall not so fine. 
That the worke be not deuine, 
And well fit for honour's store, 
Neuer come at me no more. 
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Sonet. 5. 

I care not what I say nor doe, 

My thoughts are spent : 
Since no conceite can bring me to 

My heart's content : 
I cannot speake and if I coulde. 

It were in vaine : 
And yet if that I could. I would 

Reueale my payne. 
But since it is to great to showe, 

And I must bide it 
I leaue it to remorce to knowe. 

How care doth hide it. 
And sue but to those inward eyes 

That see my heart, 
To looke on patience how she dies : 

In passion's smart. 
And say what in themselues they see. 

Where truth excelles : 
I know the heart that honours mee 

And loues none else. 

Sonet. 6. 

Fooles cannot know what fancie is, V 

Where wisdome findes true wit : 
And who can euer ayme at blisse, 
That hath no thought of it. 

A shallow braine can neuer iudge. 
The sweet or sower betweene : 
For Vulcan was but held a drudge, 
While Venus was a Queene. 

A muddle spirite dwells in drosse. 

While pure affection's fire, 

Enflames the heart that feeles no crosse 

To compasse his desire. 

And sweetly doth conseale his griefe : 
Wlio rather dies then begges reliefe. 

Somt. 7. 

PEtkarco, I protest, 
I will proclaime thy pride, 

And what it is. 
By that faire Pkanix nest, 
Thy little hill doth hide, 

In honor's blisse. 
Enuie shall hate the place, 
Where thou beholdest alone, 

Loue's Paradice : 
Vnworthy of the grace. 
To see that worthy one. 

Of Angelles eyes. 
And I will raise againe, 
The Poetes that are dead, 

To raile on thee : 



Because thou doste contriue. 
The spirit that hath bred, 
This death in me. 

MY best fancy, flye a franzye 
Keepe desiring in admiring. 
Beautie's nature in a creature : 

Lx>oue and honor looke ypon her, 
Bid the graces, in their places, 
To her beautie doe their duetie. 

Thinke not vainely, but all plainely : 
Say and sweare it, who shall heare it, 
She is wholy, her selfe soly. 

Nature's lewell, reason's fuell. 
Honor's treasure, Grace's pleasure. 
Passions spelling, thoughts excelling. 

Declaration^ 
Admiration. 

Sonet. 8. 

POets die all : in loue's triall. 
Truth hath found yee, 
Wonders feeding, on exceeding, 

Doth confound yee. 
Weake wittes perish, what can cherrish 

Heart sicke fancy ? 
Wisdome seeing, in loue's being. 

Reason's franzye 
All Intentions, and inuentions 

Of witte's wonder : 
See the creature, in worthe's nature, 

Keepe yee vnder. 
To the Phctnix^ beautie's Radix» 

Would compare her. 
Leaue your writing, no enditing. 

And declare her. 
Muses' silence, to loue's essence. 

Doth resigne her, 
Loue not daring in comparing 

To define her. 

Sonet 9. 

FAire faces are eyes' witches, 
That but inchaunt the mlnde : 
Fond humors reason's itches, 
That but affection blinde. 
While loue is but a mockery, 
To cheate the world with foolerie. 

Youth but a blaze of time, 

Whome Age to ashes bringes : 

Time but a weary chime, 

That death to sorrowe ringes : 

While wealth the weight of care doth prooue. 

The world hath little what to loue. 
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Beautie is sildome wise, 

Nor wit hath fortune friend, 

And loue in Argus eyes 

Findes lealouzie a fiend. 

While truth doth gaine so little grace. 

As makes the world a woelull place. 

And vertue is so poore, 

Shee liues by pittie most : 

While pride doth ope her doore, 

But onely vnto cost. 

And power is growne so daungerous, 

As makes discretion timorous. 

And fancie is so fickle. 
That faith is in mistrust : 
And friendship is so tickle, 
That judgements prooues vniust. 
While natiue's blot in Reason's blame, 
Doth shew the world a wicked frame. 

Woordes are but blastes of breath. 

Thoughts but the witte's illusion : 

Deedes but desartes of death. 

All but the worlde's confusion. 

Where wordes and thoughts, and deedes doe trie, 

The worlde wrapt vp in miserie. 

What then on earth remaineth 

That reason can discouer? 

But that the heart disdaineth. 

Which is the spirit's louer. 

Saue that whicli vrisdome findes in vvit. 

Is in the worlde but none of it. 

For which conceal'd content. 
In honor's carefull chest. 
Wherein the spirit spent. 
Is ondy truely blest. 
I will subscribe to reason's will, 
To liue in purgatory still. 

For such the worlde I findc, 

A place where eyes may see, 

What moste may glad the minde. 

Yet neere the better be, 

Because the world hath smallest parte. 

Of that which moste doth please the hearte. 

Then heauen's protest for me. 

In spight of worldly spight : 

Aglaia all shall be, 

Where loue in honour's light, 

In iudgements of discretion's eyes : 

Doth make the world a Paradice. 

For were it not thrise good. 
In Nature, wit, and grace : 



Where truth hath vnderstood. 
The cleerenes of my Case, 
My loue on earth should neuer dwell. 
But hate the world as halfe a helL 

Then wherein goodnes showes. 
The grace of fancie's blisse : 
Which no Corruption knowes. 
Nor earth come where it is : 
Let me this true conclusion prooue, 
I hate the world, but for thy loue. 

Sonet, lo. 

FAire eye spill me not. 
Be of a better nature : 
Sweet woordes kill me not, 
But comforte a poore creature. 

But if yee needes will spill me. 
Let it bee with loue's blindenesse : 
And if yee needes will kill me. 
Let it bee with loue's kindnesse. 

Then shall your worth be prooudd, 
In prayse's high perfection : 
And in that prayse belouM, 
In fancie's deere affection. 

And looue in honor's residence. 
Shall wnrite but of your excellence. 

Sonet, II. 

PRetty twinckling starry eyes. 
How did Nature first deuise. 
Such a sparkling in your sight. 
As to giue loue such delight. 
As to make him like a flye. 
Play with lookes vntill he die? 

Sure yee were not made at first. 
For such mischiefe to be curst : 
As to kill affection's care. 
That doth onely truth declare. 
Where worthe's wonders neuer wither, 
Loue, and Beautie liue together. 

BlessM eyes then giue your blessing. 
That in passion's best expressing : 
Loue that onely liues to grace yee. 
May not suffer pride deface yee. 
But in gentle thoughte's directions. 
Shew the praise of your perfections. 

FINIS. 
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Epistle-Dedicatory— Page 4, 1. i, • Bonerto ' = 
Breton, with an 'o' over : U. z, a, *Aglaia' 
=s d7Xafa = beauty, splendour : L 5, ' Bay- 
Uafe ' = the poet's ' garland '—a pathetic 
autobiographic allusion to the poverty of 
poets : L 6, • pyening ' = pining : 1. 7, 

* draping' — drooping: 1. 9, * letting of thi- 
bloud in the head vaine ' — not impossibly a 
tacit reference to Rowlands' ' The letting 
of humours blood in the head-vaine ' &c. 
(t6oo). 

Poems: Pages, * Pastor Primus,' co\. i, L 2, ' A/onn- 
taine plaines ' = table-lands : I. zo, 
' toealth '— misprinted ' weath ' in the 
original : L 25, * paragon ' = model : col. 
2, 1. 8. ' grace ' — misprinted ' graces ' in 
the original. 

* Past, 2.' 1. Z2, ' teese'=\ox : so p. 8, 
col. 2, L 22 of Past. 5. 

I'age 6, col. i, 1. 16, ' Pal/as ' — misprinted 
without capital in the original : L 46, 'dare' 
= base, or in full, ' Prison-base,' i.e. prison- 
bars — a rural game. So in Cymbdine 
V. 3. 

' Past. 3/ col. 2, 1. 3, ' da/Ae ' = ridge 
of greensward left by the plough— a bank. 

Page 7, 'A Solemne, &c., Past. 4,' coL i, 1. 3, 

* ouer-tcyle' — misprinted *oucrt-oylc' in 
the original : 1. 26, ' Daunttth ' — mis- 
printed ' Duanteth ' in the original : col. 
2, 1. 2, 'niy's array: L 11. * pit* ^ 
dimple : 11. 15, 16 — some personal peculia- 
rity linked on to Sidney's 'Stella.' 



Poems : Page 8, col. i, 1. 28, ' Pointes ' = tagged laces : 
1. 44, ' start ' = separate ? 1. 58. ' Afoun- 
taine' — misprinted 'Mounnaine' in the 
original. 

,, Page 9, 'Sundry sweet Sonnets,' &c., Sonet, i, 
coL 1, 1. t8, ' r<?ir/ii»ira//' ^misprinted 'con> 
tiuall ' in the original : col. 2, 1. 6, * fortune ' 
— misprinted 'fnrtime' in originaJ : L 22, 
'J/tiy'— without capital ' M ' in the original, 
and in line 20 ' m ' of ' mine ' u(>side down : 
1. 26, ' tofinde ' — misprinted in the original 
' to to finde : ' 1. 36, ' hammers in mywearie 
brain.' See Memorial-Introduction on 
this : ' 1. 39, ' Chuffe ' = miserly fellow. 

Page 10, coL z, 1. 20, ' succors ' = shoots : 1. 25, 
' Brocke ' = badger : 1, 28, ' borough ' = 
burrow : 1. 32, ' painting ' = panting : 
ibid. *hearte' — misprinted 'hearts' in the 
original 

Page zz, Sonet. 2, coL 2, 11. 25-6- a reminis- 
cence of the 'great Queen' (Elizabeth) in 
the well-known anecdote of Raleigh. 

,, Page Z2, col. z, 1. Z5, 'censure' = judgmeni, 
verdict : 1. 36, ' Pastor ' = 5hephe rg : L 37, 
' springes ' = traps : col. 2, Sonet, 4, L 5. 
misprinted ' within in ' in the original. 

Page Z3, Sonet. 8, 1. Z3, 'beautie's'— mis- 
printed * beauiies ' in the original 

., Page Z4. col. z, I. z6, * judgments prooues' — 
a collective plural— on which and else- 
where see our Memorial-Introduction : 
'Sonet, zo,' col. 2,— misprinted '9' in the 
original.— G. 






*»* Another misprint of the original, which was intended to be corrected, has been inadvertently 
retained — let the Reader correct, p. 7, col. 2, line i, ' truth ' by ' tooth.'— G. 



■.(gyyg^^ ^(girv<B)^ ^(girva^ ^»irvg)^ ^g>ifv<a^ ^fg<fv«. >(»vv<». 

'kXJ^<fl!>^ '(!s)4i«^^ 'biJ^<4^ 'k4X<i^^ 'b4J^<^^ 'bii^v 'b^%^ 



7>&^ Soule^s Immortall Crowne. 



1605. 



^<g>vv<B)^ ^g>^v^. ^camrg)^ ^»irvg 

'firij^w 'fexxyi' w*ixV)' 'feix^ 
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NOTE. 

The original and only edition of ' The Soule*s Immortal! Crowne * is a 
very daintily printed book, each page being within a wood-cut ornamental 
border, as shown in our facsimile photo-lithograph. Oddly enough on C 2 
on left side, the figures and ornaments are turned upside down (in some 
copies). Usually the dedication to the King is signed ' Ber N,' and so also 
the Epistle to the Reader. But in the Bodleian (Malone) copy the name 
appears in full ' Nicholas Breton.' Besides this, among the Royal MSS. of 
the British Museum (18 A LVii.) which the Bibliographers Occluding Mr. 
Hazlitt) have gone on describing as a separate ' Poem in the praise of 
Vertue * is a beautifully written MS. of ' The Soule's Inmiortall Crowne ' 
with the Author's autograph to the Epistle-dedicatory, and at the close 
' Gloria in excelsis Deo Nicholas Breton.' (39 folios). Could the ' Ber N ' 
possibly be a tacit naming of himself ScotUl a ' bem ' a bairn or child of 
the Scottish king ? The very rare volume of 1605 extends to pp. 68, 4to. 
On the biographical and other intetrest of the present Poem see our 
Memorial-Introduction. In the Notes and Illustrations at close are 
recorded a few various readings from the MS. — G. 
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THE 



Soules immortall crowne con- 

Jifting of feauen glorious 

graces, 

I. Vertue. 2. Wifedome. 3. Loue. 
4. Conftancie. 5. Patience. 6. Hu- 
militie. 7. Infinitenes. 



DEVIDED INTO SEAVEN 
dayes Workes. 



AND 

Dedicated to the Kings most ex- 
cellent Maiestie. 



,0 AT LONDON 
Printed by H. Lownes, 
and are to be sold by I. C and F. B. 

1605. 



To the High and mightie Prince, Iames by the grace of God, 
King of Great Brittaine, France and Ireland, defendour of 
the faith, etc. 




whom shall I dedicate the praise of Vertue» but to him whO Veitue praiseth, which in your Maiestie 
being made good, to the eies of those vnderstanding spirits, that can iudge of the beauenly notes of 
heroicall natures (I hope) hauing Truth for my warrant, to escape the scandall of £awning Eloquence : 
vouchsafe therefore my gratious Soueraigne, in this plaine Poem, to peruse the labour of my beans 
loue, which with the seruice of true loyaltie, I humbly lay at the feet of your Royall Maiestie, beseeching the 
vertue of all grace, and grace of all vertue. so to blesse you with his infinite blessings, that as vertue vnder heau^ 
putteth her praise vnder your Patronage, so the Patrone of all vertue will so Royallize your praise in the Heauens. 
that to your gratious Crowne on earth, you may receiue a Crowne of Etemall glory. 

Your Maiesties most humble and loyall in all seruice. 

Ber. N. Gent. 
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Co tl^e iSeaoer. 



"l/ou that haue a heart to lift your eies aboue your 
^ head, and haue not buried your soule in the sinke 
of sinne, take a little time to reade ouer this little Tract, 
where if vertue may inuite you, wisedome may woe you, 
loue may draw you. constancie may content you, patience 
may perswade you, or humility may entrcale you, you 
shall not passe without your paiment, and make a 
profit of your expence : the villaine cannot taste it, the 
foole vndersland it, the hatefull not loue it, nor the in- 
constant commend it, the impatient endure it, nor the 
proud regard it : but 1 hope the best will alow it, and 
to the I only leaue it, who can best iudge of it, will 
iudiciously peruse it, and accordingly esteeme it ; there 
is no state taxed in it, no person abused by it, none 



that reade it but may haue good of it, and for the good 
of all men I haue done it. The youthliill may leame. 
and the aged consider what is most necessarie for the 
soules comfort, the rich may finde treasure aboue their 
wealth, and the poore, reliefe in their miserie : in sume, 
to auoid tediousncs, I hope you shall see Vertue truly 
honoured, Wisedome truly praised, Loue truly described, 
Constancie truly commended. Patience truly proued, 
and God in all, truly glorified : to the tuition of whose 
grace, in hearty praier for your happines. that you may 
seeke it only in his goodnes : I leaue you for this time, 
and for eucr till I better know you. 

Your friend as I finde cause 

Ber. N. Gen/. 



The Argument. 

Vertue is Wisedomes light, Wisedome her loue, 
And Constancie her only lifes delight : 
Which Patience in Humility doth proue, 
Humility the eye of Vertues sight : 
That sees the Graces branches of the Tree, 
Which figures God, in whom their Glories be. 




A Poem vpon the praise of vertue. 



(V) 



The first dayes worke. 




|H my deere Must, that neuer oould'st endure 
The wicked courses of a wretched minde : 
Nor euer leam'st by cunning to procure 
The hatefull comforts of a hellish kinde : 
But, euer hast the loue of vertue neere thee, 
Speak in her praise, that all the world may heare thee. 

Goe, tell the greatest Monarch (where thou goest) 

She is a Queene to fit his Maiestie : 

And, tell the wisest Counsellour thou knowest. 

By her, his wit hath greatest dignitie : 

And, tell the fiurest, in her fairest grace, 

Foule is her foire, except she blush her fi&ce. 

Tell the Diuine, she giues a glorious light, 
Vnto the truth of the etemall word : 
Tell Valour, she makes but a bloody fight, 
Except she guide the hand that holds the sword : 
Tell all the Artes, their studies are but idle. 
Except she hold the senoes in a bridle. 

Tell Honour that her Title's but a tittle. 
Except she build the steps of her estate : 
Tell Riches, all her Greatnes is but little, 
Except she hold her Reckonings at a rate : 
Tell Loue, alas, his treasure's but a toy. 
Except she be the substance of the loy. 

Goe, tell the world more then the world can tell. 
All is as nought, where she's not all in all : 
Tell Excellence, she neuer doth exceU, 
But, when her Grace, doth to her Glory fidl : 
Tell Ttuth her selfe, that in her trumpe of Fame, 
Her highest Note is only in her name. 

Oh, were she seene within the sacred fence 
Of her high fauour alwaies with the highest ; 
Where Angels Grace, and Graces exoellenoe, 
Keepe her deere Loue vnto tbemselues the nigfaest ; 
Then would the world all humbly foil before her. 
And, next to God, in harts and toolcs adore her, 



Oh, could a King but note her Queene-like Nature, 

What Maiestie is in an humble minde ; 

How, on the earth she makes a heauenly Creature. 

In being kniing, patient, true and kinde : 

And in her sweetnes, sweetly so perceiue her. 

No Kmg on earth would for his Kingdom leaue her. 

And, could a Queene behold her Glorious Grace, 
How her true Loue doth truly loudy make her : 
And what a Sunne she sets vpon her face. 
That makes the Godly for a Goddesse take her : 
She would so truly and so deerely loue her, 
That, no conceite should from her Court remoue her. 

And did the grauest wisest Counsellour, 
But sound the depth of her diuine conceite. 
Where perfect Truth is Reasons Paramour : 
When Wisedomes care doth cut off all deoeite : 
Whfle sacred ludgement in true lustice sits. 
Her wiU shoukl be the Rule of all their VHts. 

And, could the neatest Courtier once behold 
How comly she is with a little cost : 
How faire she'is from euery pleating fold. 
Where, fond expences axe in folly lost : 
They all would leaue their Antike Loues desire. 
And, take their pattemes from her plaine attire. 

And, did the fairest Nimph, or Noblest Maide 
Behold her Beauty in her glorious Brightnes, 
Pure in it selfe, vnspotted, not beraide : 
Nor, idely caried with a looke of Lightnes ; 
They would so faire her excellence p ref ene, 
As, all would leaue tbemselues to follow her. 

And, did the most experienc't Officer, 

But note her cariage, in her seruice' care : 

Where Consdenoe is the true examiner 

Of all the thoughts, where Honours ooones are : 

While gradous spirits dwdl in earthly Natures : 

The Court would be a plaoe of heauenly Creatures. 
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Did the Diuine see her Diuinitie, 
And what a spouse vnto the soule she is : 
Who, with the world hath no affinitie. 
But, in the heauens hath her etemall blisse. 
He would his life, vnto her loue referre ; 
And, leaue the world, for only Loue of her. 

And, did the Lawyer looke into her lawes ; 
Where Truth and Loue doe trie the case of life ; 
And wicked Craft can neuer make a clause. 
To feed Ambition with the fruite of strife : 
But, euery plea, in pitties conscience proue : 
AU Law ^ould onely liue, but in her loue. 

And, did the Souldiour, in the points of Warre, 
See how she sets the honour of the fight : 
How from ofiences, she doth keepe afieure. 
Yet, in the quarrell, doth maintaine the right : 
And, saues the lyues, that doe to Mercy yeeld : 
She should be high Commaunder of the field. ' 

She is not lockt vp in the Misers Chest, 
Nor, lapt vp in the lines of lewd conoeite : 
Her life is more in liberty fiedre blest, 
Then, on the wiDs of widced wit to waite : 
No, DO, it is too much against her nature. 
To hane to doe with any wicked creature. 

When she alone doth hi her Qoset sit, 
Heauens open her the windowes of thehr light : 
And V^sedomes spirit doth inspire her wit, 
While holy Grace, doth guide her spirit right : 
Saints teaies, her Inke ; her pennes of Angels wings. 
While, to the Glory of her God she sings. 

Her Paper is a pure, vnspotted hart. 
Where thoughts are words, writ in the lines of loue : 
Where Patience points at sorrowes inward smart. 
While ruthfiill passions doe Repentance proue : 
And, Truth records, that Graces eyes may reade. 
How soules are heal'd while sinfiill harts doe Ueede. 

There, all the Angels, in theu* tumes attend ; 
To doe their seruice, in their purest sence ; 
Whfle Wit and Reason, doe their Natures bend ; 
Vnto the life of Loues obedience : 
And gathering so all gracious thoughts together ; 
She weares the Garland, that can neuer wither. 

There, doth she put the Pdets to their pensions. 
Whose Wits are wome with too much worldly study, 
And cannot reach the height of heauens Inuentions, 
But, plod in pooles where plashes are too muddy : 
And takes a Muse for Gracious Pleasures play. 
To set her Musique in a heauenly Key. 

There, doth she sing, how sweet a thing it is, 
To see the heauens all UessM thoughts embrace : 
How Beauty sees the highest of her Blisse, 
But in the feature of an Angels Cue : 
While, Time and Tknth doe hi their trial! prone, 
There is no life but in the etemall Loue. 



The fading pleasures of Afiections play. 
The partiall working of imperfect vrill : 
The feeble state of fickle fancies stay. 
The carelesse compasse of vnkindly skill : 
The cursid humour of Inconstande : 
These hatefiill humours she doth all defie. 

No, where she loues, it ends but with her life. 

And whC she speakes, her ludgements shewes ber wit : 

And, when she writes, her Concords know no strife. 

What choise conceite shall chiefe in honour sit : 

But speake, and write, and looke, and like, and kme. 

All haue their blessings in the heauens aboue. 

She giues the King a high Supremade, 
And, to his Queene, a Gracious Maiestie : 
And, to his Court she giues a Deoende, 
And to his State she giues an Vnitie : 
And, to the Rich a superfluity. 
And, to the poore, a bounteous charity. 

She giues the SchoUer Vnderstanding sence. 
And, to the Souldiour, Resolution : 
And, to the ludge an vprigfat Conscience, 
And the Repentant, Absolution : 
The Trades-man, care, to keepe his family. 
The Labourer, patience, and Humility. 

She leades a King into his Cabinet, 

And, shewes him there the burthen of his Crowne. 

Before his eyes she doth his Kingdom set. 

And to his God his duty doth set downe : 

She shewes him there the &11 of idle pride. 

And, how his person doth in safety bide. 

She shewes him there the honour of her oue. 
The ground of Grace in the etemall good : 
She shewes the blessing of the soules behoue, 
Vpon the breeding of a Royall brood : 
And, that Religion is the Rule of Grace, 
That keepes the kingdome in a happy case. 

She shewes him there, the benefit of peace. 
The hurt of Warre, the hate of Tyrannie : 
The loy of Loue, the happinesse encrease : 
Where AA^sedomes cares are Honours companie : 
And, sound aduise in sacred veritie, 
Maintaines a Monarch in his Maiestie. 

She shewes him there how flattery folly feedes. 

While Reason sees the mine of selfe-will ; 

She shewes the diflierence, twixt the herbs and weedes. 

Wicked iUusion, and discretions skill ; 

She shewes him all, that she thinks fit to show him. 

To strength his State, that nothing ouerthrow hini. 

She shewes him there the sweet contentiue life 

Is not still caried in varieties ; 

Nor fiuthfiill Care doth feare the fiitall knife. 

That is not subiect to Impieties : 

But he ak»e, is all, and onely Blest. 

Who, all in Mercy, hath his spirits Rest. . 
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She makes him see, that he could neuer see. 
But, through her sight, the brightnes of all Seeing ; 
She makes him be, that he ooold neuer be, 
But in the blessing of her blessed Being : 
Thus, all in summe, she makes him see, and be 
That without her, he could not be, nor see. 

She gaints him all his Gieatnes in her Grace, 

His Countries loue, the honour of his Court : 

She keepes him safely in his kingly place, 

And, to the world she doth bis fitme report ; 

And, when fr5 earth Death must his Crowne disseuer. 

She makes him ndgne a King in beauen for eoer. 

She takes a Queene vnto her adfie a-side. 
And, shewes her all the Gk>ry of her Grace : 
How, she alone doth mUce the blessed Bride, 
And, how she keepes her in her highest place : 
She makes the King in glorious Robes attire her. 
And, all the Court, loue, honour, and admire her. 

Then doth she bring her humbly on her knees. 
And, sets before her the faire booke of Blisse, 
Bids her there finde that she can neuer leese. 
The care of life, where euery comfort is : 
When lifting vp her heart irith humble eie. 
She sees a Beautie brighter then the side. 

There she beholds m Merdes Maiestie, 
Her Sauiour sitting on a glorious Throne : 
Where, in the Essence of Etemitie, 
He rules all powers in himselfe, alone : 
When, seeing her thus faiunbly &11 before him. 
He blesseth her that doth so mudi adore him. 

Then, doth she see the Angels exercise. 
Who, with the Saints and Virgins sit and sing : 
While humble spirits make their Sacrifice, 
Vnto the Glory of their Gracious King : 
While, all the Hoast of all the beauen reioyoes. 
To heare the Musique of the heauenly voyoes. 

Then, doth she set the Consort of the Quier, 
Where euery Note doth keepe his Tttne and Time : 
The ditty only speaking of Desire, 
Where, loue doth only vnto Mercy cKme : 
Where euery Close doth in such comfort meete, 
That all the Heauens are rauisht with the sweete. 

She takes the Virgine to her Morning taske. 
And sets her downe a forme of fiEiithfull praier : 
But, couers not her Beauty with a Maske, 
When she hath made her truly heauenly faire : 
But, brings her forth with sudi a Blessed Grace, 
As, makes him happy that may see her fajot. 

She shewes her in a Glasse of Beauties Truth, 
How, Art doth Nature too much iniurie ; 
That feebled Age in foroM tricks of Youth, 
In true Concdte is Reasons Mockerie ; 
The idle thoughts that spoile the inward eies. 
Where Loue should line, but in dishonour dies. 



She shewes her there the Maiden-blush complection. 
Betwixt the cherrie Red, and snowie White : 
And, reades her then the precepts of perfection. 
Within the drde of Dianas si^t. 
She shewes her all the Titles of desart. 
And, that true honour liues but in the hart. 

She neuer taught the Eye to leere nor lowre. 
Tongue, idle talke ; nor minde, vngratious thought : 
She neuer set a countenance sharpe and sowre. 
Nor, fetch't a sigh vpon a thing of nought : 
But, shewes her ludgement of so iust a Measure, 
As, proues her Wisedome worth a worid of Tkmrare. 

She shewes her then, how Fande like a Flea, 
Can skip about a skittish humoured hart : 
And, how that sorrow like the Ocean Sea, 
Can drowne the spirit in a deadly smart : 
While Melancholy doth oppresse the Mhide, 
Where better humours luuie no place to finde. 

Then, doth she take the ConnsaOour alone. 
And, shewes him aU the secrets of his hart. 
Bids him behold the Moumfull Widowes moane, 
The Orpbanes teares, the grieuM Sutors smart : 
Loue, feare, and seme, first God, and then his King. 
And, doe no worke that may his Conscience wring. 

She teUs him then, the heau'nly Consistorie 
Doth only sit vpon the spirits good : 
Where, in the sight of sacred ^^^sedomes eie. 
Cannot a dawse amisse be vnderstood : 
While, Truth it selfe, that pleads the poore mans 
From Merdes lustice hath impartiall Grace. 

Then, doth she take aside the Courtier, 
And, shewes him aU the fruites of idlenes ; 
That, £uide is but follies Treasurer, 
While Wit is thrall vnto vnthriftines : 
While Pride presuming on decduing Hope. 
Griefe doth the Gate but to Repentance ope. 

She tells him there she neuer taught the eye 
To feede the spirit with an idle Gase : 
She neuer taught the tongue to walke awrie. 
Nor, brought the minde into a wilfull Mase : 
She neuer taught the £uhion, nor the cost. 
Where, Wisedome sees time, and expence bat lost. 

She neuer teacheth to play UaX and loose. 
Nor, iuggle with a fidae conceiuM Iqy : 
Nor. let the Foxe be taken by a Goose, 
Nor, euer sold a treasure for a toy : 
She neuer taught him to misspend his time. 
Nor higher state then his desert to dime. 

She neuer taught him how to crouch, nor creepe. 
Nor scome, nor scoffe, nor hang the head aFside : 
Nor sigh, nor sob, nor wipe the eye, and weepe. 
Nor hatefull thoughts in louing lookes to hide : 
No, no, she is of a more heauenly Nature, 
Then, with such by-wit to abuse a Creature. 
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Then, doth she call for euery Officer, 
And bids him strictly looke into his Oath, 
That, Conscience may be true deliuerer 
Of an vnspotted, simple £uth, and troth : 
That seruice loue by duties care disdiazged, 
In Honours eye make due Reward enlarged. 

Then, doth she take account of his accounts. 
How, all the summes doe with the parods gree : 
And, how much cunning Consdenoe surmounts. 
And, what in fine, the finall summe will be : 
And, tells him that a counting day will come. 
When he shall make account for all and some. 

Thus, when she hath the Courtiers all reade oner. 
She calls the Lawyer to a conscience case. 
And, tdls him, Truth is Learnings only Louer. 
Who, neuer puts the poore Man out of place : 
But, holds the hand of lustioe weight so euen, 
As if the Ballance had the Beame in Heauen. 

She neuer takes a Bribe to make a Motion, 
Nor, soothes a client in a fidse Conoeite ; 
She neuer seekes an vndeseru'd promotion. 
Nor sells her Beauty vnto the poore by weight ; 
No, she Is true, and lust, and wise, and kinde. 
And as she thinks, will euer speake her minde. 

Then doth she take the Souldiour in his Tent, 
And shewes him there the hideous sight of blood : 
That, Mercy euer with true valour went. 
To spoile the wicked, but to spare the good : 
That, Conquest neuer is in true perfection. 
But when a Man can Maister his Affection. 

She teacheth not a wicked Stratagem, 

Nor, how for Coine to buy and sell a Towne : 

Nor to vstirpe a princely Diadem, 

Nor raise the vile, nor put the vertuous downe : 

No, when she once begins to leuie Armes, 

The good haue Grace, the only wicked harmes. 

She neuer prai'd vpon the poore Man's purse, 

Nor tyraniz'd vpon the Prisoner : 

She neuer reap't the MoumfiiU Widowes Curse, 

Nor of an Infant was a Murtherer : 

She neuer was by Sea nor Land a Thiefe, 

But had Compassion on the poore Mans griefe. 

Thus hauing shew'd the Souldiour what she knowes, 

Becomes the cariage of a Noble Minde : 

She calls the Merchant, and to him she showes, 

That. Conscience care is of a heauenly kinde : 

While no corruption can the soule infect. 

That to the spirit hath a due respect. 

She shewes him there, there is no ware, nor weight. 
But the aU-Seeing-Eye in secret sees. 
And, that no cunning can excuse deceite. 
Which gaining drosse, cibth better siluer leese : 
She tells him plaine it is ill gotten gaine. 
For fading pleasure gets etemall paine. 



She tells him, that the aduenture on the Sea, 

Is not aU blest to enrich the oouetous : 

Nor to maintaine the Epicure his Ease, 

The proud, the bad, nor the vitious : 

But, to prottide for neede, and to relieae 

The needy hart, whom griping want doth grieue. 

In some, she shewes him that the spirits wealth. 
Is finee from all vnconscionable ill : 
And, howsoeuer. Wit doth worke by stealth. 
There is no Wisedome but the Gratious will : 
Where carefull Loue, where Comfort neoer wasteth, 
Laies vp the Treasure that for euer lasteth. 

Then, doth she call on euery Trade and Art, 
And. still cries out, haue care of Consdenoe : 
Bids euery eye, looke well into the hart. 
And, not be caried with a wicked senoe : 
For, in the day of the etemall Doome, 
Pkunenes in heauen will haue a princdy Roome. 

What, though sometime her habite be but poore. 

Her lodging hard, her diet spare and thinne : 

She stand disgraced at the rich mans doore. 

And last without, while other feast within : 

Yet, is she better with her Crosse contented. 

Then, sport with sinnes, to haue her soule tormented. 

And, though sometime she sit and hold her peaoe. 
While, idle heads doe vse thdr tongues at large : 
And, grieue to see true Learnings worth decrease. 
When that a Dunce doth take a Doctors diarge ; 
Yet, may the world in all her courses know, 
Tis not her will, God knowes, it shall be so. 

And, though sometime she be in fetters tied, 
While wicked spirits walke at liberty. 
And, be enforc'd her foirest thoughts to hide. 
While hatefull thoughts are had in Dignitie : 
Yet hath she patience to endure her crosses. 
While heau'nly gaine doth counteruaile her losses. 

Oh, could the world disceme her worthines, 
In all true honour, in all honours truth : 
How she doth only giue a happines 
Vnto the grauest Age, and greenest Youth : 
Euen from the King, vnto the poorest Creature, 
She would be honour'd in a heau'nly Nature. 

But. let the world esteeme her as it will. 
She shall be worth more then the world is worth : 
And. when the world shall blush to see her iU, 
Then shall she bring her heauenly Beauty forth : 
And make them all confesse vnto then* faces. 
Her Glory puts them all vnto disgraces. 

She neuer speakes but Truth, nor doth but well. 
Her thoughts all pure, and grounded on perfection : 
She doth among the holy Muses dwell. 
And guides the Graces, all by her direction : 
She is the Bodies Grace, the spirits Queene, 
In whom all Graces haue their Glory scene. 
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Oh, that I ooold describe her in her height. 
As God and her good Grace might giue me leaue : 
How all the Saints, and all the Angels waite, 
But on her will, and from the same receiue 
The highest substance of their heau'nly Blisse, 
In whom alone all heau'nly Blessing is. 

Then should the world be all asham'd to see. 
How basely they her glorious Grace rq^arded : 
And grieue in soules to thinke that euer she 
Should for her seruice be so ill rewarded : 
That few or none, wise, fond, nor rich, nor poore. 
But ready are to thrust her out of dooce. 

Then should the Courts of Princes flock vnto her, 
And Lords and Ladies sue to her for Grace : 
And happy soules that best can seruice doe her, 
And seeke their life but in her lonely face : 
And then her Grace, such should a glory beare, 
That there should be no world but where she were. 

But since her worth is to the world vnknowne. 
And only Heauen doth her deere Loue embrace : 
Her worth is more then can in words be sbowne. 
While Grace it selfe can only shew her Gfaoe : 
Let me but leaue her in all Admiration, 
To Virgins, Saints, and Angels Adoration. 

And let me say but what in soule I finde : 

She is the essence of all Excellence : 

The Eie, the Heart, the Body, and the Minde, 

Where holy Rules haue all their Residence : 

Of all good Motions the first only Mouer, 

The proofe of loue, and of Loue's proofe the Louer. 

The strength of Thith, th' assurance of all Trust, 
The Concordance of all contentiue care : 
The ludgement of the Wisedome of the lust, 
The sacred shop of the Cdestiall ware : 
The letnme for which no price can be too great. 
Th' EtemaU Manna for the spiriu Meate. 

The Eie of light, where Loue hath all his life. 
The tong of Truth, where Wisedom hath her words : 
The heart of peace, where patience knowes no strife, 
The hand of Bounty that all Grace affords : 
The &ce of Beauty where all Brightnes shineth. 
The soule of wonder that all words defineth. 

The aoOe wherein all sweetnes euer groweth. 
The Fountaine where aU Wisedome euer springeth : 
The winde that neoer but aU blessmg bloweth. 
The Aire that aU comfort euer bringeth : 



The fire that euer life with Loue enflameth. 
The figure that aH true perfection frameth. 

The study of the soules Intelligence, 
The Art of Wisedomes high Inuention : 
The Rule of Reasons best Experience, 
The worke of Mercies Glorious Mention : 
The ground of Honour, and discretions Grace, 
Place's perfection, and perfection's place. 

All thb, and more then I can speak or write, 
In Vertue Hues, and to her loue belongs : 
And, though the world doe bane her of her right, 
Yet heauen will one day right her of her wrong. 
And make the world to know her gratious Nature, 
And, how she only makes the Glorious Creature. 

And, since that day will one day come vnwares. 
When she will call a Court of all her Teanures, 
And, see the fruite of all her seruants wares. 
And, take an order for all Misdemeanures : 
Let all the world be fearefuU to offend her. 
And thinke them happy that can best attend her. 

Let euery Creature seeke and sue to seme her, 
And euery King, and Lord, and Lady loue her : 
And euery heart endeuour to deserue her. 
And euery Minde for some good Motion moue her 
And euery tongue in true perfection praise her. 
And euery soule to endlesse Glory raise.her. 

And let me aske a pardon of heau'ns Grace, 
For my poore spirits mounting vp so high : 
Who, for my sinnes doth bid me hide my &ce, 
And not to heau'n to dare to lilt mine eie : 
And say no more, but end as I began, 
She is a Queene of Queenes, and I haue done. 

And since that Vertue neuer can be seene. 
But by the Eie of Wisedomes sacred sence : 
Where she beholds her as the Blessed Queene, 
That weares the Crowne of Reasons exceUenoe : 
Let me beseech the Heauens my soule to Raise, 
To speake of Wisedome in her worthy praise. 

And, though I know, and cannot but confesse 

My thoughts vnable to aspire so high. 

And euery way but all vnworthinesse 

In me. to write of such a Misterie : 

Yet let my heart a little tell my Minde, 

What wonder worth, in Wisedomes works I finde. 



Gloria in excelsis Dto, 
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^^/^ /A^ praife of Wife- 

dome. 



The second dates worke. 

(V) 




rom the Yaine humoiin of vnsemson'd Wit, 
Whose heedlesse wa breeds nothing ds but 

woe : 
Among the leau where tacred spirits sit. 
The holy pleasures of the heauens to know : 
My humble Muse leame what perfection saies. 
In Glorious Wisedomes neuer ending praise. 

She is the spirit of the highest power. 
The Essence of all purenes' Excellence : 
The compasse of the euerlasting hower. 
The Vertue of all purenes' Quintessence : 
The knowledge that all knowledge only giueth, 
And only life, in which, life only liueth. 
She sits in counsaile with the Trinitie. 
And is th' Almighties secret Secretarie : 
She keepes the Graces in an Vnitie 
And doUi the charge of all their sendee carie : 
Before Creation she did make Election, 
And for the Action she did giue direction. 

She calls the Angels each one by their names, 
And sets the Saints and Martirs in their places : 
Their Himnes and Songs vnto their Lord she frames, 
And to their Musique giues especiall Graces : 
The Seraphins she makes to clap their wings. 
While all the heauens their Haleluiah sings. 
Amid the skie she set the Sunne and Moone, 
And made diuision iwixt the day and night : 
She made the morning and the after noone, 
And set each planet in his place aright : 
She prickt the Starres vpon the Firmament, 
And gaue a life to euery Element. 

She made the times and seasons of the yeare. 
The change of Natures, and the notes of choise : 
She made perfection euery way appeare, 
And in her labours made her Loue reioyce : 
So by desert the highest did her call 
High Officer, and workcMistris of all. 

She made the Earth in compasse like a Ball. 
Betwixt the water and the skie dep)ending : 
Yet hangs so fast, that it can neuer fall, 
Vntill all earthly things must haue an ending : 
And hauing fram'd it as she thought it meete 
Made it a footstoole for her Master's feete. 



She made the Seas, the Brooks, the Fonntaiae qpriqgs 
The Trees, the Fmites, the Herbs, and encry Floirar : 
The Fish, the Beast, and euery Bird that si^gs : 
The Yeere, the Month, the Wed^ the day. the hgivcr : 
The outward shape, and euery inward senoe, 
And euery Starre a sundry influence. 

She framM Man, the last of euery Creatmv. 
But yet the best, and to her loue the neerest : 
She gaue his hart a kind of heau'nly nature. 
And held his life vnto her loue the deerest : 
She made him all things by their names to call. 
And vnder God. Lord Gouemour of all. 

She taught him only how to know the good. 
But neuer taught him how to know the euiU : 
She fed his spirit with a wholesome food. 
Till Pride did bring him po3rson fixHU the Deuill : 
She made him then his folly to confesse. 
And then his fiedth in Mercy finde redresse. 

She gaue his soule a Minde aboue his Hart. 
His Hart, a feeling of his spirits Nature : 
His Nature, Reason ; and his Reason, Art ; 
His Art. a knowledge of his earthly Creature : 
His Knowledge, Honour, and his Honour, Grace, 
His Grace a fauour, in a Glorious place. 

She read him all the Rules of Learnings Loue. 
The Nalurall, the Morall, and Diuine : 
She show'd the Blessing of the soules behoue. 
That doth not wholy to the earth decline : 
She shewes the way vnto etemall Blisse, 
And, for the world, how base a thing it is. 

Yet when she made the world for her best Grace, 
She sets a Course, and Rule for euery thing : 
For Nature, Reason, Action, Time, and Place, 
How best proportion might perfection bring : 
And, how in all might all things so agree. 
That in their Concords, might no discord be. 

In scale and feather, haire, and skinne, and hue, 
In substance, sence, in coloiu", shape, and feature : 
How they were first begot, and how they grew, 
And how each one should differ in their Nature : 
Yet, differing so, they might together liue. 
That none might other hurt or hinderance giue. 



THE SECOND DATES WORKE. 
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Bat vnto Man, she only gaue a minde. 

Tolooke into the life of euery Nature : 

And giue them names, and rse them in their kinde, 

And take oommandement of each kind of Creature : 

And by her will to walke among them so, 

That euery one should him their semioe owe. 

She made each haire, each Artir, and each vaine, 
The flesh, the bones, the sinnowes, and the sUnne : 
The heart, the lytes, the liuer, and the braine ; 
The outward Beauty, and the strength within : 
And to his soule did giue that heau*nly Nature, 
That made in all the admirable Creature. 

She gaue him wings to mount aboue the winde, 
And inward Eies to see aboue the Sunne : 
And by her Rules did make his Reason finde, 
How Sun, and Moone, and Starres their oourses runne 
How Sea-men by the pole their courses guide. 
And by the Moone the tume of euery Ude. 

She makes him finde the Heauens operations, 
Vpon the Bodies of the earth below : 
She makes him by his spirits contemplatioos 
Vpon the earth, things aboue Earth to know : 
And to his knowledge doth that Vertue giue. 
As leames him only to his God to liue. 

She makes a difference in the Mindes of Men, 
She crownes the Prince, and entituleth Honor : 
She writes their Stories with a perfect Pen, 
And doth aduaunce them that doe tend vpon her : 
She makes them Blest that doe in patience proue her. 
And liue for euer that doe truly loue her. 

She doth instruct the King in all his care. 
Where Mercies lustioe beares a blessM sword : 
She shewes the Peeres when they in counsaile are, 
What fauour heau'ns the £uth(ull hearts afoord : 
She shewes the people the due loyaltie, 
That Subiects owe mto their Soueraigntie. 

She makes the Courtier not misspend bis time. 
She bids the Souldiour spare the Innocent ; 
And the Diuine beware the Conscience crime, 
And makes the Lawyer a good Studient : 
She makes the Merchant honest with his wealth. 
And. labour keepe the labouring Man in health. 

She teacheth euery Science, and each Art, 
And shewes the Truth of euery Argument : 
And makes distinctions vpon euery part. 
And is of all the only Ormunent : 
She shewes the Studient in Diuinitie, 
Heauen with the world hath no Afiinitie. 

She feedes no fande with an kUa ftishion, 
Yet fashions all things in a comly frame : 
She neuer knew Repentance wo^ passion. 
Nor euer fear'd the blot of wicked blame : 
But euen and true whateuer she inteQ<led, 
Wrought ail to wtU, that none oookl be amended. 



She neuer whirles about an idle Wit, 

Nor taketh pleasure in a wanton Eie : 

Nor in the seate of pride did euer sit. 

Nor from the poore did tume her hand awrie : 

Nor maintain'd wealth with wretched Miserie. 

Nor sought for honour by Indignitie. 

No, no, that Man that would his Mistris make her. 
That Woman that doeth choose her for her Louer : 
That Man or Woman that doth only take her 
For their best Loue, and in their hearts doe loue her : 
In rauisht sweetnes of her Beauties Blisses, 
Will dwell vpon her lips in louely Kisses. 

She neuer yet did harme to any liuing. 

Nor was there any good but that she doeth : 

To euery soule she is her Comfort gluing ; 

And with her sweetnes so Affection woeth. 

That they who could in Loues perfection pfoua her. 

Would bate them sdues, and if they did not loue her. 

She laies the lines of life in Vertues loue, 
Imploies the Minde in holy Meditations : 
The hart in study of the soules bdiouve, 
The spirit, in Loues Contemplations : 
The tongue, in speaking truth on euery part. 
The soule, in prayer, for a falthfiill hart. 

She neuer was acquainted with Corruption, 
Nor came within the Aire of all Infection : 
Her purpose neuer had an Interruption, 
Nor euer was she crest in her direction : 
But sound and sure she carries so her skUI. 
That in all good, there can be found no ilL 

She is the fairest of all Beauties Fame. 
She is the sweetest of all Reasons sence : 
She is the Noblest of all Honours name. 
She is the strongest of all Loues defence : 
She is the ridiest of all earthly Treasure, 
And purest substance of the Spirits pleaiare. 

Oh what can there be more? that she should be ? 
Or, how should she be more than that she is ? 
That all may see, and more then all may see. 
The Blessed Bemg of all Being Blisse : 
All Infinite, in all perfections waies. 
And Infinite, in all perfections praise. 

And, being then in goodnes all so Good ; 

As, being best, a better cannot be : 

Which, in her selfe is only vnderstood, 

And in her selfe, her selfe can only see : 

What life of Grace? but would in loue admire her, 

Or Gratioos loue could line, and iK>t desire her? 

But since that loue is the true life indeede. 
Of which she is, by which she only liueth : 
From which she hath her only happy spide. 
To which she oweth all the good she giueth ; 
Let me the purest of my passion prone. 
To see her Gkiry in the Qcaoe of kMt. 




^^ 



THE PRAISE OF 

Loue. 



The third dates worke. 




Looe that liuest in that only light, 
Which glues all ledng to all giatious Eies : 
Bat keepest thy sence frO that vngodly 
sight. 

That in the darknes of illusion dies : 
Lighten my soule that it may deerely see. 
How thou in Wisedome, Wisedome liues in thee. 

The Angels can in their Attonements teU, 
How kindly thou do'st make them line together : 
And where the SainU and holy Martirs dwell. 
The holy Muses bring their Musique thither : 
And while the Hoast of all the Heauens rdoyce. 
Thou tun'st the heart strings of the highest voice. 

Looe is the Essence of Etemitie, 

That workes the course of Wisedomes cariage : 

Where the high oounsaile of the Ddtie, 

Twizt Heauen and Earth doe make a Manage : 

While in the life of Holines alone. 

The Lord of Heauen, and his true Church are one. 

It layes the plot, and drawes the lines of pleasure, 

Vnthin the ground of Graces Paradise : 

It works the Thitb, that is the spirits Treasure. 

And builds the height of Honours Dignities : 

It bends the Eies of Graces Royaltie, 

And kniu the hearU of Vertues Loyaltie. 

It is no Obiect for an earthly Eie, 

Nor any Muse for any worldly minde : 

Although the world in true effects may trie. 

It is a spirit of a powerfiiU kinde ; 

And such a power, as all powers doe submit, 

To the Inuindble power of it. 

It maketh Will doe only what it list, 
While Wisedome guides the Axill Tree of wit : 
And neuer feares the hurt of had I wist. 
That sees a Crosse, and is content with it : 
While patience findes the only £Edre perfection. 
Of Fancies fidth, in fauours true Affection. 

It is a substance that admits no figure 
For in it selfe it breedes but of exceedings 



While in the Notes of pleasures truest Nature, 
The firuites of Faith are Fancies only feedings 
While in conceite those high Contentments 
That happy soules are rauisht with the sweete. 

To comprehend, it passeth Compcehension« 
And to define, 'tis vndefinable : 
And to describe, it doth ezoeede Inuentioo. 
And to concdue, 'tis vnconcetuable : 
Yet by the Vertue that our sence it giues. 
Our Reason findes that in our soules it liues. 

It is a fire that kindleth in the Eie, 

It is an Aire that cooleth Furies heate : 

It is a water that is neuer drie, 

A Paradise, where growes the spiriu meate ; 

Thus it partakes of euery Element, 

Yet liues aboue the highest Firmament. 

It is a thought begotten by a sight, 

And 'tis a sight that liueth in the thought ; 

It is a life that breedeth in delight. 

And a delight that life hath only wrought ; 

It is a word that by true spirits spoken. 

Doth knit a knot that neuer can be broken. 

Oh how it doth a blessed Nature nourish, 
And how it doth a humble spirit cherish : 
And how it makes a fiuthfull heart to flourish. 
And suffers not a Gratious soule to perish : 
Witnes those hearts whose perfect spirits proue. 
How loue in Wisedome, Wisedome liues in kme. 

Fortune can neuer haue a force to foile it. 
Nor feare to fright, nor enuie to anoy it ; 
Nor passion to hurt, impatience to spoile it. 
Nor Death to kill, nor Deuill to destroy it : 
But where all pleasures spring and perish neuer. 
Heere, or in Heau'n it hath a life for euer. 

Ftom the faire Brightnes of a Beautious Eie. 
It carries honour to an humble hart : 
And from the heart of Truthes Humilitie, 
It gaines the comfort of a kinde desart : 
And in true kindnes that content alone. 
That of two Bodies make the Minde but one. 
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It brought downe Heaun to Earth, brings Earth to 

Heau'n, 
It walks about the drde of the Sunne : 
It makes the Planets keepe their orders eu'n. 
And Nature kindly all her courses runne : 
It sits vpon the holy seate of Grace. 
And with the highest, hath the highest place. 

It keepes all Order, Measure, Rule, and Right, 
In Nature. Reason, Wisedome. Wit, and Sence : 
In word and deede, and thought, by dky and night. 
In time and place, in Case, and Moode. and Tense : 
Where all proportions are in sudi perfection, 
As shewes the depth of the diuine direction. 

It makes the husband kinde vnto his wife. 
The spouse obedient to her faithfull pheere : 
And in that kindnes that oontenthie life. 
That only doth but in that life appeare : 
The Children gratious. and the ParenU kinde, 
And each in other what they wished to fi&de. 

Brethren and sisters line in Vnitie, 

And Neighbours liue in friendly Neighbourhood : 

And friends continue in true Amitie, 

And strangers vnto strangers to doe good : 

Princes in Peace, and Subiects liue in Grace 

And so the earth to proue a heau'nly place. 

Oh. how it fights against infamous thought. 
And kills the Nature of an ill coniecture : 
How true it hath the life of Vertue taught. 
And builds the height of Honours Architecture : 
How little it regards all earthly toyes. 
And surely leades the soule to endlesse iqyes. 

How sweetly on the Nurses lips it lies. 

While she is bussing of her little Baby : 

And how it twinckles in the Infants des. 

In learning of his Christes Crosse, and his A. B : 

How cherry-red it dies a snowie white. 

Where Maiden blushes make a blessed sight. 



Loue makes the Triumphes of the truest ioyes 
And sounds the trumpet of the sweetest sound : 
Loue speakes in hearts, and makes no idle noise. 
But is in some of eueiy Grace the ground : 
It is a Riddle aboue Reasons sence. 
And of exceeding all the excellence. 

It makes the thought, the word and deede all one. 

It bindes the eye. the hand, and heart together : 

It is in truth the only Tree alone. 

Which keeps his greene where not a leafe can wither 

It is the Bird that only sings in May. 

And makes the holy spirits holy day. 

It takes away the tediousnes from time. 
The paine from patience, in desire delaies : 
The feare from care, the hearts content to clime. 
The sloath from labour in his hardest waies : 
The frailty from the Nature of Affection, 
And folly from the passion of perfection. 

It is a Vertue of that sacred sence, 

In working wonders in the spirits power : 

As in the height of Reasons Excellence, 

Vpon the top of Truths etemall Tower : 

Doth stand with such a Grace of heau'nly Glory, 

As may be call'd the state of Wisedomes story. 

And since it is so infinite in worth, 
As doth exceede the penne of Reasons praise : 
Who from the soule of Wisedome issues forth. 
As from the Sunne his brightest shining Raies : 
Let me heere cease, and all in Admiration, 
Set it to ^^Hsedomes only declaration. 

And since it doth in nothing more appeare. 
Then in the Nature of true Constancie : 
Which is a Vertue to the soule so deere. 
As keepes the soule from Errors Extasie ; 
Let me a little speake of that sweet Nature. 
Of Constancie that makes the blessed Creature. 





THE PRAISE O F 

Constancie. 

•3^ ^ 



The fourth dates worke. 



I Constancie, thou only kingly thought. 
That keepes the sphit in her purest kinde : 
And hast againsi aU idle frailty fought. 
And like a Monntaine setlest Cut the Minde : 
Let me ooooeiue some part of thy content. 
Where pleasuet S|iirit it most sweetly spent. 

20 




And though I cannot reach that Royall height. 
Wherein thy sacred Maiestie doth sit : 
Yet as a Seruant let me humbly waite. 
To see thine honour, and to speake of it ; 
And so to speake, that all the world may see 
Wisedome, Loue, Honor only lines in thee. 

IJ 2 



14 



THE FOURTH DAIES WORKE. 



The constant Eie hath neuo' wandring sight, 
The constant Eare hath no vnldndHy hearing : 
The constant Tongue doth euer speake aright, 
The constant Heart hath euer happy chearing : 
The constant Minde the fidrest thoughts mfold thee, 
The constant Soule on earth and heauen bdiold thee. 
It neuer hath a thought of iealousie, 
Nor stands vpon Opinions Panulox : 
Nor runnes a fury into frensie. 
Nor feares the Wolfe, nor ioyneth with the Fox : 
But like the Phoenix in a sunnie fire, 
FIndes lifes delight in ashes of desire. 

It loues no change, and breedes the ioy of choise. 
It feares no fortune, nor it semes no folly : 
It keepes the rule where Reason doth reioioe. 
And is the substance of contentment wfaoly : 
It is a stay that strengtheneth the Minde, 
And knits the sences in a sacred Kinde. 

It is the true foundation of all strength 
WUdi while it holds, the frame can neuer Call : 
It is the line that drawes the longest length. 
And euer is, that sees the end of all : 
It keeps the Rules of heau'ns reuolntion. 
And doth confirme all Reasons resolution. 

It is the locke vpon the heart of loue, 
A Chest that keeper the treasure of the Minde : 
Within the soule a Rocke that cannot moue 
A Band, that doth the thoughts together binde. 
A light where Wisedome Vertites honour seeth 
And life where only Grace with loue agreeth. 

It keepes the Sunne in his continuall brightnes. 
The ayre in coolenes, and the earth in drynesse : 
Water in moisture, and the winde in ligfatnesse 
The fire in hotnes, and the flame in highnesse : 
The good in goodnes, and the kinde in kindnes, 
The minde from madnes, and the eye from blindnes : 

It was the mouer first of mariage. 
And made the first continuance of content : 
It set the course of Wisedomes cariage, 
And neuer further then affection went : 



It is the state of all perfections stay. 
And Times all euerlasting holy day. 

It is the Crowne of Patience kingly care, 

The seate where Mercy sits in Maiestie : 

The Law wherein all blessed precepts are. 

The fiune of Loue and League of Amitie : 

The learning of the wisest wits instruction. 

And sence of the most sweetest thoughts oonstructioa. 

Aboue the Heauens it liueth with the highest. 
And in the Heauens it dwelleth with the purest : 
And to the Nature of the best the nighest. 
And in the sence of all conceits the surest : 
And in the Action of all Art the strongest. 
And in the length of Time, and Thith the longest. 

It keepes the center of the earth firom mouing 
The swelling Sea from passing of his Bounds : 
The Rules of true perfection from Reprouing. 
The health of Wisedome firom all follies Wounds ; 
The drde of the World in such a frame. 
That Admiration may commend the same. 

Oh, how it writes the worthinesse of those 
That stroue for honour to the stroke of death : 
And how without comparison it showes. 
The mouth of Wisedome blessed in her breath : 
And how it makes the £une of them to flourish 
That with their Bounty vertuous spirits nourish. 

It is the Mirror of all Martirdome, 
And in the fidthfull makes a dorioos fight : 
And in the day of the Etemall doome. 
It will be Gratious m all Glorious sight : 
Where hopes continuance in all kindnes care, 
Brings humble faith to endlesse happy fare. 

And since it is so infinite a Grace, 
As may deserue as infinite a praise : 
And is the fulnesse of the frdrest place, 
In all the walke of Wit, and Reasons waies : 
Where patience proues the best experience. 
Let me a little sing of Platience. 








THE PRAISE OF 

Patience. 



The fifth dales worke. 



I Weete Patience thou soueraigne of perfection, 
Of Gratious thoughts the only Gouemesse : 
Who by the Rules of thy diuine direction, 
Do'st bring the heart to highest Happinesse : 

My humble soule with thy sweete loue enflame, 

T hat I may sing in honour of thy name. 




The purest thoughts that euer heart possessed 

The clearest Obiect of the carefull'st Eie, 

The present Medicine of the Minde distressed, 

The only ease in euery Miserie : 

In all the proofe of Wits Experience 

In heart, and minde, and sorule, is patience. 



THE FIFTH DAIES WORKE. 
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It pats off feare of Fortunes forwardnes. 
And only rests on Resolution : 
It wrestles with the worlds vntowardnes, 
And holds the state of Reasons Constitution : 
It conquers Will, and so doth carrie Wit, 
That both are happy only but in it. 

It breedes no wroth, nor moueth Enuies ill, 
It breakes no concord, nor discention sturres : 
It leames the spirit an espedall skill. 
Where Reasons care Repentance not incurres : 
And if Repentance, folly doe enforce 
It is a meane vnto a sweete remoroe. 

It beareth want as if it were no woe, 
And suffers wrong as if it had no sence : 
It swallowes sorrow as it were not so. 
And taketh Death for lifes Ingredience : 
It neither feedes of fortune, feare nor fiate, 
But alwaies is all one in enery state. 

In time it keepes the oompasse of the hower. 
In action, order, measure, point, and place : 
In thought, the temper of the spirits power. 
In Wit and Reason all the Rules of Grace : 
In Grace the ground of that perfections story. 
That goeth neere the heigth of Vertues Glory. 

It makes the entrance into euery Action, 
Continues the proceedings, makes the end : 
It kils the Nature of vnquiet Faction, 
And of a foe someUme doth make a friend : 
It doth conceale the hearts calamitie. 
And makes a Vertue of Necessitie. 

By Patience we doe our souks possesse, 
And tread the path to our soules Puradice : 
While the impatient in their soules distresse. 
Headlong fiall into their soules Miseries ; 
It is a salue that healeth the soules griefe, 
SoTTOwes rankt poison, and the soules reliefe. 

Patience doth try the Truth of euery thing 
Distills the spirits of the purest Natures : 
Teacfaeth the Muse her Musique Notes to sing. 
And findes the difference of all kindes of Creatures 
Giues bodies health, and makes the spirits diet. 
And brings the loule vnto Etemall quiet. 



She keepes the Husband chaste vntill he marrie. 
The Wife obedient to her Band of loue : 
It makes the Mother for her Childe to tarrie. 
And Seruants waite for their Rewards behouve : 
It makes the Sea-man tarie for a winde. 
And poore men waite till richer men haue dinde. 

It makes the wounded Man endure his dressing. 
The sicke Man see the loosing of his blood : 
The poore Man beare the paine of his oppressing. 
The good Man against euill to doe good : 
The wise Man study for the state of Blisse, 
The holy Man finde where all blessing is. 

It keepes the King from thoughts of Crueltie, 

The Noble Peere from Prides Ambition : 

The Counsailour from all Impietie, 

The Courtier from all ill condition : 

The Church-man from the error of selfe-will. 

The Lay man from the exercise of ill. 

By patience Dauid had a princely fiune. 
And lob his patience hath a worthy praise : 
But Christ his patience hath the Glorious name. 
That euer lines to neuer ending dales : 
Since then m God and Man it is so glorious. 
Let it be held a Vertue all victorious. 

In God it doth a worke of Mercy show. 
In Mercy Comfort, and in Comfort Grace : 
In Grace that loue from which that life doth flow. 
That vhewes where Patience hath a happy place : 
Oh blessed Patience that in Man doth proue, 
Gods Mercies comfort in his Gratious loue. 

It brings the heart to Loues Humilitie, 

Humility to Truthes simplidtie : 

And simple Truth to Cares Thmquilitie. 

And quiet Care to £uth's felicitie : 

And happy Faith vnto that Dairest Blisse. 

In which the fairest of all Blessing is. 

And since that in Humility I finde 

True Patience hath her purest Residence : 

And brings the heart, the spirit, and the minde 

Vnto the height of Reasons Excellence : 

Let me a little shew what Vertue saies. 

In setting down Humilities due praise. 



THE PRAISE OF 

Humilitie. 



The sixih dales worke. 




IH the tvrBetjeaoeofloiies Humilitie, 

Whidi feares displeasnre in a dearest friend : 

The only note of true Nobilitie, 

Whoee worthy Grace is graoM without end : 

While faithfiin loue in humble Truth approued* 

Doth euer liue of God and Man beloued. 

Her Grace is Gratioas in the sight of God» 
Makes men as Saints, and women Angels seeme : 
Makes sinne forgotten, Mercy yse no Rod, 
And constant Faith to grow to great esteeme : 
And is in some a Blessing of the Highest, 
And to the Nature of himsdfe the Nighest 

It maketh Beauty like the Sonne to shine. 
As if on earth there vrere a heau'nly light : 
It maketh Wit in Wisedome so dii^ie. 
As if the Eie had a CdestiaU sight : 
It is a Guide vnto that Hauen of Rest, 
Where Blessed soules doe .liue for euer blest. 

In Christ it is a Grace of wc»thy Glory, 
In Man from God, a gift of spedall Grace : 
While in the state of Vertues honours story, 
Wisedome doth finde it in perfections place : 
And plac't so high in the ^mighties loue, 
As nothing more can Mercies comfort proue. 

It makes the eye looke downe into the heart 
The heart obedient vnto ¥rit and sence : 
And euery limbe to play a Seruants part, 
Vnto the will of Wits preheminence : 
It brings the Minde vnto the Body so. 
That one the other cannot ouergoe. 

It is the death of pride and patience loue, 
Passions Phisitian, Reasons Counsailour : 
Religions Darling, Labours Turtle Done, 
Learnings Instructer, Graces Register : 
Times best Attendant, and Truthes best Explainer, 
Vertues best Louer. and Loues truest Gainer. 

It is the Princes Grace, the Subiects duty. 
The Scfaolkrs lesson, and the Souldiours line : 
The Courtiers credite, and the Ladies Beauty. 
The Lawyers vertue, and the loue diuine : 
That makes all sences Gratious in his sight. 
Where all true Gxaces haue their Glorious light. 



It makes the heart 6t for all good Impression, 

It doth prepare the spirit for perfection : 

It brings the soule vnto her sinnes confession. 

It helpes to deare the body from infection : 

It is the meane to bring the minde to rest. 

Where heart, soule, body, minde, and all are blest. 

It made the Mother of the Sonne of God, 
Gratknis in him who made her frill of Grace : 
And on her Sonne it blessedly abode. 
In bearing all the filthy worlds debce : 
And in his Seruants for their Malsters loue 
Did Faiths affections in their passions prone. 

It sauM Akrakamt Sonne from Sacrifice, 

When Isaaks death was quitted by the Ramme ; 

It sauM Noah and his Progenies, 

Where on the earth destructions Deluge, came ; 

It sauM Lot from hurt 6iSodoma fire. 

And Iiratl from cruell Pharaohs ire. 

It wrought in Dauid Gratious penitence. 

In NiniuU a sweet submission : 

In M a frunous blessed iMtienoe, 

In PauU assurance of his sinnes Remission, 

In John the habite of a holy loue. 

In Christ the Grace that did all Gloiy pioue. 

It euer holds the hand of fruthfrilnes. 
And euer keepes the Minde of Godlines. 
And euer brings the heart to quietnes, 
And euer leades the soule to happines : 
And is a Vertue of that Blessednes, 
That merits praise in highest worthines. 

Oh how it gaines the Childe the Parenu kioe. 
The wife her husband, and the seruants maisters : 
Where humble £uth in happy hopes bdioaue, 
Findes patience care, discondbrts healing plaisters : 
And truest course of cares Tranquillity, 
Only to rest but in Humility. 

And since that in the life of humble loue, 
I see the way vnto the well of Bhsse : 
Where Patience doth in all perfection prooe. 
Where the high Blessing of all Blessings is : 
Let my soule pray that I may humbly sing. 
The heau'nly praises of my holy King. 



Of the infinite praise to the 

infinite glory of the infinite good- 

nes of the infinite God. 



The seuenth dates worke. 




Glorious God, and God of only Glory* 
Essence and substance of all excellence : 
The ground, the grace, the state, and al the 
story. 

Of Vertues, Wisedoms, Graces Residence : 
Inspire my soule with those pure thoughts perfection. 
That shew some sparkle of thy loues affection. 

And let me not presume a looke too high, 
Least thou abridge the Blessing of thy loue : 
Nor yet so low, let me embrace mine eyes, 
As thy faire praises may vnfitly proue : 
But so thy goodnes euery where to know, 
lliat euery where I may thy Glory show. 

As though my soule poUuted all with sinne, 
Vnworthy be of the least thought of Grace : 
Yet let thy Grace a Glorious worke begin, 
Thy holy spirit in my heart to place : 
That to the date of neuer ending dales. 
My soule may sing thine euerlasting praise. 

Before there was a light, there was a light, 
Which saw the world, the world could neuer see : 
From which, the world reoeiues her brightest sight. 
And brightnes more then in the world may be : 
Oh heauenly light aboue all earthly seeing. 
Where only Vertue hath her only being. 

From the (aire Brightnes of this Beauteous light. 
Hath Wisedomes eye an only power to see : 
The line of life that leades her spirit right, 
Vnto the place where all perfections be : 
Which in the worke of wonder doe approue. 
The Gratious labour of a Glorious loue. 

There Vertue doth in all her brightnes. line, 
Spredding abroad the braunches of her Blisse : 
As doth the Sonne his beames of brightnes giue, 
While in himselfe the only brightnes is : 
O blessed light where such a life remaineth. 
As gmes all light, and yet all light containeth. 



There doth she sit, and sweetly looke about her. 
Beholding in the eye of Vertues light : 
Purenes within, pofection all ¥rithout her. 
While in a brightnes iJEmre aboue her sight ; 
There lines a power her spirits loue inspiring, 
To frame a worke for wit and sence admiring. 

There from a Chaos or Confusions Map, 

She takes the matter of her curious frame : 

While in the limits of fidre Vertues lap. 

She drawes the course and compasse of the same : 

Where hauing laid the groundworke of her Grace. 

She made the world vp in a little space. 

Six only dayes was for her worke ordained, 
The seuenth to rest, the labour of her loue : 
Her time she kept, and in her care retained. 
Such forme and measure as did truly proue ; 
Her Maister taught her euery rule so right, 
That all was good and plea^ng in his sight. 

Her first dales worke was in the Heauens on high, 
When she deuided darknes from the light : 
Wherein all pleasing the all seeing Eie, 
The light she callM day, the darknes night : 
When hauing heauen and earth of nothing framed. 
The Mome and Euening she the first day named. 

The second day vpon the waters, she 

Did fiedl to worke, and made a Firmament : 

By which, the waters should deuided be, 

Tliat were in this confiisM continent : 

Where euery one within their bounds should stay, 

So, Euen and Mome she made her second day. 

Then from the earth the waters she deuided. 
And gath'red all together, call'd then Seas : 
And by her skill so carefully prouided. 
That in her worke she did her Maister please 
Then made the earth, and callM it dry land. 
Thus did the labour of her third dales hand. 
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THE SEVENTH DAIES WORKE. 



In wfaicfa she made the earth to fructifie. 

In leafie, and fruit. Tree, bud and hearbe, and seede 

In which she did her Maister glorifie, 

Who, seeing all, said all was good in deede : 

So in her worke thus worthily commended. 

In morne and euening was her third day ended. 

Thus in the heau'ns the shining lighu she fimmed. 
That should diuide betwixt the day and night : 
The greater lights, the Sonne and Moone she named. 
Which should giue Rules to times and seasons right :. 
The lesser starres to whom she gaue a light. 
To twinkle like the Candels of the Night. 

And in this worke she kept her course so well, 
And stQl the state of Grace so vnderstood : 
As ha in whom all Graces only dwell. 
In sight of goodnes saw that all was good : 
So wliere no praise her worth diminishM, 
The Euen and Mome her fourth day finishM. 

Then to the waters she her worke applies, 
And made each mouing and each creeping thing : 
And in the Heauen each feathered fowle that flies. 
And enery Creature that doth carie wing : 
When all seem'd good in her great Maisters eie, 
Who bad them all encreaae and multiplie. 

Thus hauing wrought with infinite conoeite. 
The sundry forme and shape of euery Creature : 
With such inuention as ezceedes the height 
Of Wit and Reasons praises highest Nature. 
While high perfection each proportion framed, 
The Euen and Morning was ha filt day named. 

Thus when that her weekes worke was almost done, 
She hath her choisest worke to take in hand : 
For which before the Modell be begim. 
She must vpon her Maisters counsaile stand : 
How she may shape his loue, his liuely picture. 
To haue his patience pleasM in his Creature. 

When hauing fouour in his high perfection, 
With humble care a lump of clay she takes : 
Of which, by Rules of his Diuine direction 
Vnto his Image perfect man she makes : 
Who so in loue did to his liking fall, 
That vnder Heau'n he made him Lord of all. 

Thus hauing made vp all her workmanship, 
Within the limits of her fairest loue : 
Where constant Truth could neuer take a trip. 
While carefull Patience did perfection proue : 
When all was good, in goodnes all enstalled. 
The Euen and Morning she the sixt day called. 

And seeking now her sacred thoughts to rest, 
Vpon the Grace of the Etemall good : 
She findes the Sabaoth by her Maister blest. 
Who giues her spirits that espedall food : 
That after all the labour of her daies, 
Doth make her sing his eucrlasting praise. 



Whidi, as I finde. in her fidre Musique sonildliif , 

Although it be a Note aboue my reach : 

Yet on the Grace of Vertue only grounding. 

As her sweet spirits doth my spirit teadi : 

My humble soiile shall straine my heart to Sing. 

The Orations praises of my Glorious King. 

O holy Essence of all hoUnes, 
Grace of all Glory, Glory of all Grace : 
Perfections Vertue, Vertues perfectnes. 
Place of all Beauty, Beauty of all place : 
Thiths only Triall, Times Etemitie, 
Incomprehensible in thy Ddtie. 

WIsedomes deuiser, Father of her loue. 
Constancies proofe, and life of patience : 
Humilities Essence, Faiths true Turtle Dooa, 
Mercies Almighty Glorious Residence : 
Sweet lesus Christ, mine humble soule enflame. 
T6 sing the glory of thy holy Name. 

Before what was, but that which euer is. 
The Godhead all Incomprehensible : 
Sweet lesus Christ, the Essence of all Blisse» 
But in his Manhood only sensible : 
My Sauiour was, and in himselfe alone. 
Containing all things, but contained in none. 

The Nature of all Vertues in his Nature 
Had all their Essence of their only Being : 
When in Creation of each kinde of Creature, 
Wisedome in him had only all her seeing : 
Whose loue in him such constant patience found. 
That of her Grace and Glory was the ground. 

His spotlesse Vertue all his lif^ did proue. 
In doing good to all, and ill to none : 
His Wisedome did the Doctors wonder moue. 
His loue the Touchstone of all Truth alone : 
His Constancie euen to his dying hower. 
Did shew his patience, had a heau'nly power. 

And for the Note of his Humility, 

His crosse bare witnes in his life and death : 

Who bare all basenes Induility, 

Yet neuer breath'd the smallest angry breath : 

O Glorious King that came fh>m Heauen on high. 

Vpon the earth for Beggers so to die. 

His vertue in his will, his word doth show 
His Wisedome in Election and Creation : 
His loue, his Louers by his death doe know. 
His Constancie, his patience confirmation : 
His patience his humility did proue. 
And all in some his Glory from aboue. 

Whose Vertue such, as his that could not sinne ? 
Whose Wisedome such, as worketh Vertues will ? 
Whose loue is such, as Wisedome liueth in? 
Whose Constancie doth shew such Kindnes still ? 
Whose patience such, as did his passion show ? 
Or who so high, and euer brought so low? 
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What Vertue doth, his Wisedome doth esqiresse, 
What Wisedome doth, his loue doth manifest : 
What loue doth, doth his constande confesse, 
What Constande doth, in his patience blest : 
What Patience doth. Humility doth tdl. 
In him alone they all and only dwell. 

Then let the vertuous for all vertue loue him, 
And let the wise in Wisedomes loue admire him : 
And let the constant in all kindnes proue him. 
And let the patient patiently desire him : 
And let the humble humbly foil before him. 
And all together all in all adore him. 

Oh that the world could see his vertues Beauty, 
Or wit of man his Wisedomes Maiestie : 
Or Loue could kx^ into his Constande, 
Or patience into his humility : 
Thai vice, nor folly, frailty, rage, nor pride. 
Should in the mindes of men so much abide. 

His Vertue made the first perfections Nature, 
His Wisedome made the forme of all perfection : 
His loue did giue the life to eoery Creature, 
His Constande the cares of Loues direction : 
His patience Medicine for all Miseries, 
His humblenes the way to Paradice. 

Woold'st thou be perfect ? in his vertue know it, 
Would'st thou be vertuous ? in his wisedome leame it 
Wonki'st thou be wise ? in his loue only shew it, 
Would'st thou be louing? in his life disceme it : 
Woold'st thou be constant? in his care oonoeiue it, 
Woold'st thou be patient ? in his death peroeioe it 



Would'st thou be humble? in his lowlines 
Leame to submit thy selfe to higher powers : 
Would'st thou be blessM in his Blessednes ? 
Leame to bestow the labour of thine bowers : 
Would'st thou be holy, and line happy euer? 
Line in his loue, and thou shalt liue for euer. 

The infinite good thoughts his vertue giueth, 
The infinite good works his will perfecteth : 
The infinite good life in his loue liueth. 
The infinite loue his constande effecteth' : 
Th' infinite constande his patience proueth. 
Doe humbly shew what infinitenes loueth. 

Since Vertues (then) good thoughts are infinite, 
And infinite is Vertue in good thought ; 
And infinite is ^^sedome in good wit, 
And infinite is loue by Wisedome wrought ; 
And infinite is constande in loue. 
Which infinitely patience doth proue. 

In infinite Humility of hart, 

Vnto the hdght of all Infinitie : 

In infinite perfection of each part, 

That makes the infinite Diuinitie : 

The Father, Sonne, and Holy Ghost all three. 

In one, one God, all infinite Glory bee. 

And since no hart is able to attaine, 
Vnto his holy and etemall praise : 
To whom doth duly appertaine. 
The date of Glories neuer ending dajres : 
When Angels in their Halduiah dwell. 
Let me but sing Amen, and I am weU. 

Ghria in txalsis Deo. 





TO ALL LEAR 

ned aftd Vertuous Schollers, 

andgratious StudientSy honour 
and happiness. 

r^ Entlemen. I feare, this my mistermed piece of Poetiy, in yoor trae iudgements, will be subiect to the reproofe 
^^ of errour ; what is amisse, I humbly leaue to yoor correction, and what is otherwise, to yoor fouourable 
acceptation : and so, loath to be tedious in ceremonies, I rest affectionatdy to all good learning, 

A friend auowed 

Ber. N. Gent. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Pft 5, cot. I, 1. 33, 'ftrr' = trifle; coL >, L 19, 
'mtatttt' !■ bat cbcned: L 90. •pUaHmg' -^jfuitixt- 
L aa. 'ybwf ' >c fooUih : 1. 34, 'antlke' = yDuthfuL 
So Sunoel NldiolioD in Actlaittu 



Sn my edo. (1876. 410.) p. ii. : L aS, 'ttraitU' — be- 
mjred. So in our Engiiih Bible, St. Uuthew mi 73, 
aod Iniah xt\. 3. 

P. 6, coL a, L 7, '«if>'— mlqiriiited 'tendi,' tbe 't" 
oufht 6«a) ' iu' 

P. 7, coL I. L 31 , ' l€tt€ ' = loM. so p. 8, ctd. I, L a 
from bottom: L 38, ' TWim amf TViu'— miiptinted 
'Time knd Ttine;' ice I. 40, where perfaapi 'clfDie' 
oofhi to be 'diime:' Eol. a, L 34, 'ttriag' s tanm : 
I. ifi. ' tlimt ' s claim (by ttreu of rbjrme). 

P. 8, col. 1, L B, •lummti . . .paretb' m tbe tnm- 
total with the particulan : it. 'grtf' = agm: L la, 
'alluid lemt' = tbe whole and adi : L 36, 'Mt tmfy 
witM' = the wicked alone; 1. 53. 'leese;' leeonp. 7, 
eoL 1, 1. ai ; EOL a, 1. 7. ' /* mnu' = Id turn. 



P. 9, col. I, L II, •fimd- = (o 



= aiteiy ; L 9- ' d'Ctt' a 



P. II. coL t. L 7. ' 
lim|i : so Satiei xisi : L 13, ' 
ocd. a, L 18, 'and if,' etc.,— 
tloa ; L 51, 'ipUt' = tped 

P. 13, coL I, L 14, 'fJU*ri'~hiiJatai: L 3a, 'ttixt- 
img= Uuing: coL 9, L 3ft * Set '—mlspdnled 'Let,' 
canght fran line before : Caa^ameit, coL a, L 6, ' Wiae- 
dwne, Loue, Honor, '-Hmqwinted 'VTiidomes Louea 



'cndNue' ■•CMtdowne? 
Thnmgbont ' then ' ii e tlian. 

In the MS. (lee Note, p. a) the Ei^Mle-dedicataaj is 
ilcnDd ' Your Matenia moH Loyall SnUect Nkdiobi 
Breton.' The addios ' To tbe Roder' la not in tbe 
MS. Pi^ 7. 0^ I. L 7, in MS. reads '([tnea' for 
'gaiae*:' p. B, col. a, L 7, '•omme'isqielled 'suituDe;' 
at end ' Gloria in eiceUii Deo' ii not in iIm MS. Otho- 
Tariations are mcnlr orlhognphical, (./-., ad dale ' jret ' 
il 'yitt'and the like. The Ms. is a VE17 beautUbl one; 
and li tbe lame with tbe other Breton MS, la the Royal 
Colleclion.— G. 
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NOTE. 

The only copy of the * True Description ' that has been found is that among the Tanner books 
in the Bodleian. 8 leaves 4". The few Notes and Illttstrations follow : — 



P. 4, EPISTLB-DBDICATORY— MiSTRXS MART GATE. 

This was the eldest daughter of Sir Henry Gate of 
Seamer, co. York, and she appears to have died un- 
married. Sir Henry was brother of Sir John Gate, 
ChanoeUor of the Duchy of Lancaster. He married 
first, Lucy, d. of Charles Knevet, Esq., and secondly, 
Catherine Watkin of Bradwarden. His children were 
all by his first wife. He purchased the manor of KiU 
bum, in Hampstead, co. Middlesex, and described 
himself in his will as of Kilburn. He died 7th April 
1589. 



IHd,, The Poem— ooL z. 1. 10, 'had 1 wisU,' 
GkMMuial Index, j; tr. 

P. 5, col. X. 11. X9-flo. Cf. iHd, U. 49-50,— ft myth 
found in old Natural History books: ooL a, U. 13 
onward — the old classical legend of Androchis and the 
lion, as related by Aulus Gellhis (v. 14) : L 53, * tam- 
ntsstf' sic, the q)elling of 'tameness:' 1. 54, ' As' \& 
misprinted 'And.* 



P. 6, col. I, L 8, ' Whereas' = 'whatiBLl, i.e. 
where : coL a, L 24, ' tromp ' = trump-card. — G. 
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TijfORE worth them vtrtue can mc ertaturt huw, 
^ '^ A Pkmnix in the world thirt is hit om : 
Rart is the Bird, and though there be no mo, 
Yet you mayfinde hir when you are alone. 



G r^RBAT is the Gnue theti in iho^trit liueth, 

A ^^ And such a life is worthy hemors heu : 

T The perfect good that heau'nfy wurcie giueik, 

E Elected Virgins in the heau'ns ahoue. 



To the Right Worfliip 

full^ Vertuous, and Noble minded 

Gentlewoman, Mistris Mary Gate, Daughter to 

that true worthie Knight of Honorable remem* 

bratince, Sir Henry Gate of Semer, N, B, 

wisheth all happinesae on Earth 

and Heauen heere- 

after. 

Vertuous minde can not bee withotit hfr 
honor, nor, an vngratefull spirit without a 
burthen of Conscience : the first in your 
selfe is nuule manifest to many, the second, 
in my selfe, I wish not to liue to bee touched with, but yet, 
not able to requite those your Honourable fauours that 
I haue reoeiued yet vndeserued, giue mee leaue in this 
little fruit of my Labour, to present you with this token 
of my thanckfrilnesse, wherein treating onely of the 
vile Nature of Ingratitude, I hope not to bee found 
guihie in that offence. And so, wishing you your 




desert of Honour, of the best mindes, and the vngrate- 
fiill, the plague of an vnquiet Conscience, or amendement 
of their euill conditions, in oontinuall prayer for jrour 
harts euer Contentment, I rest, 

Yemr% boundm to emnwumd 

Nicholas Brdon. 



%^ tfie HeaHer^ 

HEE that is vnthanklull for a good tume, sheweth 
the venime of a vile Nature, and hee that is 
kindly gratefull, is worthie to bee bedoued : if you bee 
of the last condition, I conunend yon, if of the first, 
Ood amend you : What you are I know not, but I hope 
the best, the worst I desbe not to heare off. And 
therefore, in briefe, the Treatise being short, I will not 
trouble you to long, but as I finde your kindnesse, will 
rest in thankf ulnesse. 



Your friend 



NicHOx«AS Breton. 
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INGRATIS SERUIRE NEFAS. 




|F all the sinnes that euer raign'd. 
Since wickednesse hir world b^an : 
That Nature beautie most hath stain 'd, 
Within the wretched hart of Man : 

And neerest doth to hell allude. 

Is that of fowle Ingratitude. 

It kits the Eie of Reasons sight, 
With fowle obliuions foggy mists : 
And make the spirit to delight, 
But in the harmes of had I wists : 
And mires the soule in sinn^ fowle flud, 
While lack of grace, can see no good. 

It studies onely to destroie, 
A gentle spirit with despight : 
And knowes no part of Heauenly icy, 
That pleads so in the Diuels right : 
It is a hagge, that heauens doe hate, 
And dwels, but with the Reprobate. 



It bringeth foorth such shamefiill Euill, 
Out of the shamelesse wicked minde : 
As by suggestion of the Diuell, 
Makes Nature goe against hir kinde : 
When Men that should bee Vertues friends. 
Become but Machauilian fiends. 

There is no thought can bee so vile, 
Nor word can sound so ill a worth : 
Nor cursM state, so ill a stile, 
As can Ingratitude set foorth : 
Which was the curse of Adams seede. 
And neuer since did better deede. 

Where it doth once infect the hart, 
The Sonne doth wish the Fathers death : 
The Wife doth seeke the Husbands smart. 
The Brother stops the Sisters breath : 
The Neighbour, and the neerest firiend. 
Will plot each others speedy end. 
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It makes the Seniant to forget. 
His duty to hb Maisters loue : 
The subiect all his wiu to set, 
Rebellion to his Prinoe to prooue : 
The Villaine for a Comfort lent. 
For to beetraie the Innocent. 

It maketh Man foiget his God. 

In whom alone hee hath his beeing : 

His Comfort and his Mercies Rod, 

Whereof his Soule can haue no seeing : 

Vntill to late in bell he findes. 

How God doth hate yngratelull mindei. 

Oh what it doth, or doth it not ? 
That may agrieue an honest minde : 
To see the power that SInne hath got 
Vpon the curse of humane kinde : 
While Comfort, Kindnesse, Care, and Cost 
Vpon vnthankfolnesse are lost. 

Oh Hellish Worme, that eates the wombe. 
Wherein it lay, to looke abroade : 
And plots the Meane to make his Tombe, 
Whose house had beene his chiefe aboade : 
While £uthlesse friends make hellish fiends, 
God send all ludasses such ends. 

A King that on a time ordain'd, 
A punishment for euery vice : 
Was askM, why hee did refraine 
On this to set down his denice : 
It is quod hee, beyond my wit, 
I leaue to God to punish it. 

As who should say, the some were mcfa. 
As did all other so esoeede : 
That were the torment nere so nnich. 
It were no more then it did neede : 
That all the world might warning winne, 
To file the thought of such a sinne. 

Oh, how mudi worw then any Beast, 
It makes the shape of Man to proue ? 
For shape is most and Man is least. 
That so doth swarue from Natures loue : 
And in the hate of honours Nature, 
Becomes the worst of any creature. 

Fie, fie, vpon Ingratitude, 

The Sinne of Sinnes that euer was : 

That doth the soule to much delude. 

And brings the world to such a passe : 

That lack of loues Gratuitie, 

Hath almost wome out Chaiitie. 

Of Wormes, the Viper is the worst. 
That eates the Bowells that did breed him 
Of Birds, the Cuckoe most accurst 
That kils the Sparrow that did feed him : 
And is not man more halfe a Diuell ? 
That so requiteth good with Euill ? 



A poore Man going to a wood. 
Within the Snow an Adder found : 
When, wishing how to doe it good. 
Did take it vp, from off the ground : 
And fearing of no future harme. 
Did in his bosome keepe it warme. 

But comming home vnto the fire. 
No sooner hee had loosde his Coate : 
But, to requite his kinde desire. 
The Adder bit him by the throate : 
Now whereto doth this tale alude ? 
But onely to Ingratitude. 

There was a Lyon as I reade. 
Who had a Thome got in his foote : 
Which in his tnuaile sore did Ueede, 
While to his hart the pajme did shoote : 
With which, vnto his Doone hee came 
And fell to lickii^ of the same. 

When, as he stoode hee spied a Man, 
Who had beene thether fled for feare : 
And in his hart, ¥rith griefe beegan, 
To moume his haplesse beeing there : 
Vet, seeing how the Lyon stoode, 
Aduentur6d to doe him good. 

And feeling softly where it stucke. 
So cunningly did beate about : 
As with his mouth first fell to sucke 
Then, with his Teeth, did get it out : 
And after did such help apply, 
That hee was easM by and by. 

And when the Lyon felt such ease, 
Hee reacht him out a Princely Plawe ; 
As who should say to such as please, 
I carry comfort in my Clawe : 
And to requite his kindnesse then 
Hee led him foorth out of his Den. 

And brought him through a wHdemesse, 
Into a high way, neere a towne : 
When in a Princely gentlenesse. 
Before his fiwe, hee sat him downe : 
And with his Pawe as Poets tell. 
Did giue a Kingly kinde £eireweU. 

Now shortly after it befell. 
This Lyon was by hunters caught : 
And as the story seemes to tell, 
Vnto an Emperour was brought : 
And with great loy and lolitic 
Presented to his Maiestie. 

Which Lyon kept, as others are. 

That so are caught, and so are brought : 

To feede vpon sudi hungry fore. 

As, tamnesse had his stomacke taught : 

Did liue such Trayterous harts to teare : 

As to such death oondempnM weerr. 
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Where Long this Ljon had not beene. 
But that the Man that heal'd his wound : 
Whose Eie had neuer Treason seene. 
Nor Spirit sudi a thought had found : 
Tniuriously was apprdiended, 
And vnto such a death condempnid. 

Who beeing brought vnto the Den, 
Whereas the Lyon fiercely stood : 
To teare in peeces, those ill men, 
That fed him with their poisoned bk>od : 
Before his foce did kinddie stand. 
And pawde and lickt him on the hand. 

The lookers on amas'd to see. 
The Lyon thus the Man entreate : 
Did w<mder what the cause shouki bee, 
His loue to him should bee so great : 
And to the Emperour did tell. 
What all before their Eies beefelL 

Who comming thether to behold. 
The truth of that hee thus had heard : 
And seeing still the prisoner hold. 
His place with him : a great reward 
Did promise him, the cause to show, 
That made the Lyon vse him so. 

When, of the Lyon, taking leaue. 
With kissing of his Kingly foote : 
To make his Maiestie conceiue. 
The truth of all euen from the roote : 
Hee ript vp all that hee had done, 
Wherdsy this Lyons lone beegunne. 

The Elmperour well pleas'd to heare, 
How euery point and part did grow : 
Before his presence made appeere, 
The wretches that had wrong'd him so : 
And threw them in his wrathfull power, 
Vnto the Lyon to dcuower. 

Who sparM none but slew them all ; 
The Man was Royally rewarded : 
The Note to this effect did fall. 
That thanckfulnesse was much regarded : 
The Lyon still remained his friend, 
And so the story made an end. 

Oh Lord that euer Man should Hue 
In hate of loues forgetfulnesse, 
And that a Lions loue should giue. 
Such notes of Noble thanckfulnesse : 
Which all in one doe but conclude, 
The Princely grace of Gratitude. 

Then shew no Vipers vemun vile, 

To gnaw the bowells, that did breed thee : 

Nor Cucko like, doe loue beguile, 

To kill the Sparrow that did feede thee : 

But Lionlike doe thanckfuU proue. 

To him that hath deseru'd thy loue. 



Remember what thou hast Reoeu'd, 

Of whom, why. how, and what, and where : 

And, let it bee, as well peroeu'd. 

Thou doste retoume thy ktaidenesse there : 

That perfect thanckluhiesse may proue, 

The Nature of the Lkms loue. 

If that thou finde, thy Miitresse kinde. 

Dishcmor not hir qualitie : 

If that a noble friad thou finde, 

Skoflfe not his libenOitie : 

If meane men buie thy oompanie, 

Requit them not with villanie. 

If that thy Father doe commend thee. 
Be thou not bad to shew his hlindnesse : 
And if thy friend a taddeU lend thee, 
Steale not his Horse to quite his irf«Hty>^|^ : 
But chiefely doe not seeke his blood. 
Whose loue hath lau'd to doe thee good. 

Forget not God, that gaue thee life, 
Defiune not him that is thy friend : 
Bee not vn&ithfull to thy wife. 
And hold on honest to the end : 
For when the Knaues bee all discarded, 
A poore small tromp may be rpganM. 

Doe not with Connies vndermfaie^ 
The Castle where thy Caplaine liiKt : 
Nor Counterfet with a Dhtiae, 
To cheate the Charitie hee giues : - 
Least when the world doth see thy shame. 
Both God and Man doe hate thy name. 

Leaue not a Man to seeke a beast, 
A Monster is nor flesh, nor fish, 
And where thou hast receu'd a feast, 
Retume not home a poisoned dish : 
Lest they that find thy hellish Nature, 
Doe hold thee for a hatefull Creature. 

In summe, for all let this suffice, 

To wame thee froxa. Ingratitude : 

Beehold it with your inward Eies, 

And let it not your soule delude : 

For Truth doth write that Time may reade. 

It is a graft of Gracelesse seede. 

Which growes but in a ¥ricked ground, 
And beares no fruit but Infamie : 
And many times is blasted round. 
With hellish breath of Blasphemie : 
Yet with ill humours moystned so. 
As makes it wickedlie to grow. 

But from this ¥ricked Hellish thing, 
That so infects the minde of Man : 
And with a most infemall sting. 
The wofull state of Life beegan : 
And doth abuse good Creatures thus, 
Good X/>rd of such deliuer vs. 

FINIS. 



The Honovr of Valovr. 



1605. 



^r.t:•y^x•^r.c^r.c^r.t:•:yr.r:•^^.t:•^.-t:•^nc^r.c:rr.c^r.c^.--:t:•:rr.t: 



41 



NOTE. 

I AM indebted to Henry Huth, Esq., London, for the use of his unique 
exemplar of *The Honovr of Valovr* — 8 leaves, am. 4to. In the centre 
of the title-page is a weeping eye, and sword-like beams all round, 
like contemporary woodcuts of the sun : for legend, ' Honi. Soit. Qvi. 
Mai. Y. Pense.' No other copy of this booklet besides Mr. Huth's 
is known or recorded. A former owner's autog^ph, * William Neile,* is 
on the title-page, and another, * Jo. Ne,' cut through. — G. 



THE HONOVR OF 
VALOVR. 

By Nicholas Breton Gent : 




L'ftehio mti nfira vtdt Alomlo. 



At London, 

Printed for Christopher Pvbset, and are to bee 

solde at the Mary Ma^iaUns head in Holbome, 

neere Staple Inne. 1605. 



To 



the Right Honorable, Charles, Earle 

OF Devon, Lord Mountioy, Lievtenant 

Generally and Gouemour of Ireland, Master of his 

Maiesties Ordinance of England^ Captaine of Portsmouth, 
one of his Maiesties most Honorable priuie Counsel!, 
and Knight of the most Noble order of the Garter : 
Nicholas Breton wisheth a long and health- 
full life, with increase of Honour on 
esrth, and the loyes of Heanen, 
in Heaaen. 

HBLE EEarle, to present your Honour with a Pamphlet, may giue suspition either of too little wit, or too 
great presumption ; the first with sorrow I confesse, for the second I humbly craue pardon ; and yet since 
a Larke is worth a Kite, if your Honour can away with small birds. I hope you will not distaste this little 
Titte : but least my figure may seeme better then my substance, leaning the labour of my lone, to tbe 
honour of your good fauor, I take my leaue in all humbleuesse. 

Your Honours denoted to be commaunded 

Nicholas Breton. 
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?V To THE Reader. 

LL yee that loue Armes. aiid haue hearts to maintaine Armes, and vse not onely your feete. to nm away 
with Armes, Reade what I haue written in the Honour of Armes : If you haue no spleene, I knowe not 
what to say to you, but if you vnderstand English, you may spell and put together, I meane Valour and 
Honour, for one cannot bee spared from the other : for a Title without desert, is like a tittle without sence : 
What shall I say? If you be wise, you will like that may please you ; but if you will be out of order, you are not for 
my rancke. In briefe, Valour with Wisedome is worthy Honour, and furie without reason, is the next neighbour to 
folly : but a figure without substance may stand for a Cipher : and therefore reade this little tract, and as your heart 
will giue you leaue, put it in proofe. I meane to deseme Honour by Valour ; or els if yoiu: stomack will not serue 
you, fall to such dyet as will fit you : but I feare I am too tedeous, and therefore I thus conclude : wishing Honour to 
Valour, and aduancement to all true Honour : I rest. 

Your friend as I finde cause, 

Nicholas Breton. 
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IGH flying mindes, cannot embase their eyes, 
Vpon the obiects of vnworthy sence, 
The stately Eagle gapes not after flies. 
Ambition reedes no rules of Patience ; 
While onely Honour aymes at Excellence : 

And Valour senodesse of the thought of feare. 
Lookes at the Sunne, & loues no lower Spheare. 

Kings loue no equals, Phctbus shines alone, 
The Ocean sea disdaines the little brooke, 
All gems are glasse vnto the Diamond stone, 
A Kingdome. to the world, is but a nooke, 
Bloud is the Inke that writes the warlike booke. 
Where truth deliuers to the trompe of Fame, 
The temis'd Honour of a worthy name. 

Tlie trampling Steede treads out the way of terror, 

While Thundring Canon shootes no tennis Bals, 

And truth disdaineth to subscribe to error, 

To bring the spirit to the fleshes cals ; 

No, the true Souldier scales the Castle wals, 

Entreth the Fortes, and makes the Forces yeeld, 
Ruines the Campe, and ouerruns the field. 

No, no, it is a high Astronomy 
That findes the starlight of a minde of State, 
Who in his strength will rather striue to die, 
Then hold his recknings at a lower rate. 
Then that high loue that hath the world in hate ; 
Where dauntlesse valour duely doth aduance 
Deseming spirits, in despite of channce. 

The Lyons eyes doe sparkle all like Fire, 

The Phoenix dies and lines but in the Sunne, 

Aspiring spirits cannot but aspire. 

And when they die, then all their world is done : 

Yet after death a better life begunne : 
Where loftie fame to longest memory. 
Doth sound the Honour that can neuer die. 

The mole-like mindes that digge but vnder drosse. 
Haue cursM eyes that cannot see the light ; 
And Soules that worship but the golden Crosse, 
In mortal warre make but a Coward fight : 
The face of man was made to looke vp right 

Strong harted mindes had rather burst then bend. 
Blest be the life brings honour in the end. 



When fire and smoke do all bedimme the ayre. 
And bloudied earth is with deade bodies paued. 
And valiant courage sits in conquests chaire. 
To heare the cries of mercy humbly craued, 
And harmlesae people by true pitie saued ; 

Then feels the heart the height of pleasures power. 
To haue the hap to liue to such an houre. 

To take a Cock-boat in a Riuer Crooke. 

Or breake a Bulrush on a coate of Steele ; ' 

To fish for honour with a siluer hooke. 

Or kill a Coward running, in the heele, 

Or worke for threed but with a spinning wheele ; 

These haps may hit, but when that all is done. 

They are but all as Moates in honours Su&ne. 

The chamber musique that inchaunts the eare, 
Giues sodaine silence to the Trumpets sound ; 
And crying, Cupid doth but willow weare, 
While worthy Mars is with the Lawrell cround ; 
The man of warre the Merchant runs aground. 
And Resolution cannot quench his fire. 
Till he haue either death or his desire. 

Ease hath no part in Passions happinesse, 
Nor, safety luls the watchfiill eye a sleepe. 
And working spirits loues no idlenesse. 
Which haue the Key of Honours care to keepe, 
The noble minde can neuer leame to creepe ; 
No, Princely Honour is the royall Priie, 
For which, true valour either liues or dies. 

The slimy Snailes that slide along the ground. 
And hide their heads with feare to shew their horns ; 
The heauenly thought of honour neuer found, 
But are, indeed, the Noble Spirits scomes : 
No, Vertue so the valiant minde adomes. 

And on his countenance sets so fair* a grace. 

As makes the world reiojrce to see his Caoe. 

Oh when a valiant heart holds vp the hand. 
And chargeth on the vangard of a troope ; 
Sets both the foote and horsemen at a stand, 
Mazeth the Gallant, makes his feather stonpe. 
And puts his spirits vp into a Coope ; 

Then what a ioy the victor doth recdue. 

Base mindes nor doe, nor will, nor can oonodue. 
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When Drum, and Fife, and the report of shot, 

Makes Musique for the eares of noble hearts, 

The thought of feare is vtterly forgot. 

When mortal wounds doe shew but flea-bite smarts. 

While Death keepes racket vpon either parts : 
Then see how Valour fights in Honoiu^ field. 
Spirits leaue bodies, ere true hearts can yeeld. 

He that can bai^gaine for a bag of golde, 
Or shuffle cards to shift a cunning tricke, 
Or plaie the Wolfe within a Sheepeheards foold. 
Or catch an Oyster and deuour him quick. 
Or hit a pinne vpon a twelue-score prick ; 

These may be men of shape, but for the minde, 
Where Honour goes, they euer stale behinde. 

He that dare fight and see his finger Ueede, 
And can outsoolde a begger in her bcmwie, 
He that can sooure the Country for a neede. 
And put perhaps the weake vnto the wall ; 
Aad dyming Crowes neasts, venter for a fiedl : 

These may. perhaps, be men and handsome men ; 

But neuer written, with a noble Pen. 

Hee that can sooth a lye, or tell a tale. 

And sweetely fall into the sinke of sinne ; 

He that can rob the Psurke and breake the Pftle, 

Or tickle a great fish vnder the finne, 

And like a huswife leame to card and spinne : 

These may perhaps, haue prety apish graces ; 

But Honour truely neuer saw their faces. 

Hee that can whistle at a Plowe and Cart, 
And catdi a Weesle in a Cony hole ; 
Hee that can eate vp a whole aple tarte. 
And ouerleape a blinde mare and her fole, 
Or strike a football strongly through a goale ; 
These' may be too, a Idnd of men, and so, 
But no such men as euer honour knowe. 

No, the base mindes of begger thoughts are bard 
From the conceipt of Honours kingly blisse ; 
A Coward motion neuer can be heard, 
Where Resolution knowes what Honour is : 
Fortune and Feare can neuer kindly kisse. 

Forward and firme and faithfuU to the death, 
Proues Honours loue, vnto the latest breath. 

The hate of wronge and the defence of right. 

The sparing dyet, the true patience, 

The burning lampe of Honours blessM light, 

The pleasing toyle of hopes experience. 

The royall seate of Honours residence ; 

These are the lines that lead the loftie minde. 
To looke at heauen and leaue the world behinde. 

The puffing fat that shewes the Pesants feede, 
Proues lack a Lent was neuer Gentleman ; 
The noble Spirit hath no power to reede. 
The raking Precepts of the Dripping pan ; 
A Hoppy horse best fits maid Marian, 
And Chantedeere if it be rightly bred, 
With one true blowe will strike the dunghil dead. 



The Copy-wit doth no true wisdome holde, 
Babes will be frighted with a buadng Flie, 
Thie Honours title is not bought and sould. 
None sees the Sim but with an Eagles eye. 
Base is his life that is afi:aid to die ; 

While conscience deare of villanotts conceipt. 
Holds Honours hopes at a most glorious height. 

The silly hearts of simple witted heads, 
That spend their spirits in a poore deuotlon 
Who lye and read old ballads in their beds, 
Where plainnesse makes the way vnto promotion. 
While Folly poysons Reason with a potion : 

These two may seem a kinde of humane creatures 
But haue no name in notes of Honours natures. 

The straining wits that stretdi their braines so hie. 

As if their spirits spake by inspiratkui. 

Or with the wings of PkatUm will fly. 

To see the state of PMmbus ConsteUaticm, 

And ondy worke for words of admiration ; 

These may be men, and in their humours rare. 
But trudy. Honour knowes not what they are. 

Arte is but idle in a worke of ease, 
Time but mispent in middle humord thought ; 
Reason abus'd, that bardy seekes to please, 
T«eaming but lost, in wit inclinde to nought. 
Wit but a Foole, that is so deardy bought ; 
Nature a Spirit, vnto nothing spent. 
Till Valour compasse Honours continent. 

That royall fonde that is voide of feare. 
That Princdy spirit, that doth Fortune spigfat. 
That heauenly eye that seeth eueiy where, 
That happie soule, that hath so sweete a sight, 
Proue in the Lamp of the etemall light. 

How Valours truth in Vertues quarrdl proued. 
Doth make a minde, of God and man bdoued. 

Yea, the true bloud that tickles at the heart. 
Strengthens the stomack, nourisheth the braine, 
Reuiues the spirit, runnes through euery part, 
Feedes euery muscle, swds in euery vaine, 
Findes death a medecine rather than a paine; 

Wil make the minde where Honour lines indeed 
Leaue worics of worth, for all the world to reede. 

Oh the poore hearts of pitifull complaining, 
That ondy line, and eate, and drinke, and die : 
Honour, hath beene a Grace of Vertue gaining. 
When fooles knewe nothing of the mysterie. 
How Valour first began a Monarchic ; 

But, Wisdom knowes, whose Laurel cannot wither, 
Valour, and Honour, euer Uue together. 

The golden God, giues but an outward grace. 

Where bodies are but babies in attire ; 

But Spirits line in a more glorious place, 

Whose substance is of a cdestial fire. 

The light of Angels in a heauenly Quire : 

Where Pkmbus shewes, the vertue is diuine. 
Where Valors actions do in Honour shine. 
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Ob thai bright ihininc eu«r blenU SuDue. 

Which in big Circle cannot bide a moate. 

But in ihe oourse which he bath euer ninne. 

0«iie Man hii Acts, to Mtrcary to note, 

Where Hoooun bme might neuer be forgot, 

Blest be that light that shews where Vertae liues. 
Honour true Valor, Valor Honour glues. 

And by the beames of that (aire tonnj tight. 
Oh would (be vorid did Bnde out hoootn way. 
That foggj mfsls might not oRend the ligbl 
Of those deoe Kj» wbcR valonn eomitarts stay ; 
Bui ^ue the nl^t the night, the da; tbe da; ; 
The Eagle wlngl lo mourn the toftle skje. 
And on the Dunghill let the Bnuard die. 

Then thould not honour bll vpon a word. 
Few be b; buor, none b; Fortune graced, 
Willie lmr«n Honom' groweth bj the sword. 
Where trew dishonour iuatl; is defaced. 
While Vertue is so high b; Vftlour placed. 



But let it not be In vgorping mindes : 

For treason hath no place io honours truth, 

Ambition oft so much affection blindl. 

As briogeth rason tut to rains ru'th ; 

Repentance euer rashnes so ensnth 

Thai Talour must but Ggfat in bonori right. 
Or but recdue dishonor in the Gghl. 

Let Vertne then a valiant spirit leade 

Against th; Gods, th; Kingo, and Contr;es foea : 

Thai Loue in life, and Fame when thou art dead. 

Ma; lonnd tlie noatei, that Noble Vstue knowo. 

In Honors tnith that time can neuer lose : 
So line, so die, so die, and eoer line. 
While Venue, Grace, Valour doth Honor giuK 



Hnii. 



NICHOI.AB Brrton. 



Page 4, Epistlg-dedtcatokv : see Hemorial-Intre- 
dudion on ibis nobleman : remarkable In himsdf, he 
;et is now mainly rememtiered as the husband of Sir 
Philip Sldne;'s 'Stella:' L 4, ' 7><ft ' => dlUDg, Lt. 
hedge-ipaiMw : a small thin(. 



Page6,coL I, I. 13, • Or kit a finiu: ax. : see Olos- 

sarial Index under ' prick : ' L 3 (from txittom), ' Htffy' 
= capering : last line, ' liimgii/l,' i.t. Ihe common 
cock as opposed 10 the 'game ' one. —G. 
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NOTE. 

It is our privilege to print the ' Hate of Treason ' from the Author's own holograph MS. 
(17, c. xxxiv.) among the Royal MSS. in the British Museum. Of the printed edition (i6i6)» 
entitled ' The Hate of Treason, with a Touch of the Late Treason ' (pp. 22), I have not been so 
fortunate as to see a copy. In the Memorial-Introduction I hope to be able to give an account 
of it, as an exemplar is believed to exist. Prefixed to the MS. is the following Epistle-dedicatory : — 

' To the highe, and moste Noble Lorde : 
the Duke of Lineux : helthe, honor, and etemall 

Happines :' 

Right Honorable, 

The faithefull Love to his Ma^ w^ yo' iuste hatred to all his enemies, 
hathe made me out of my bounden Duty to yo' Grace, to present the same, w*'^ these fewe Invective 
lines, againste the vile name of Treason, and Traitors : wherein, naminge no person offendinge, and, 
wishing there had never been suche offence, leavinge the Tract to the perusinge of yo' discreete 
patience, w*** my better service to yo' Gratious Emploiment, I humbly reste : 

Yo' Graces divoted to be 
Comaunded 

Nich: Breton. 

A facsimile of this letter, showing Breton's handwriting, accompanies our reproduction. — G. 
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H what a wicked, wretched worlde is this ? 
so little fiayth in Sowles, or love in Hartes ; 
so many Mindes, minde nothing but amiss? 
thus, on the Earth, can DeviDs playe theyr 
partes? 
to poyson Sowles, w^ such Infemall Dartes ? 
can nothing flow, but wealth and wickednes?. 
to drown the World in all vngodlines? 

What Mischiefe walkes among y« minds of Men ? 
will nothing serve theyr discontented Wills? 
must they needs runne into y« Devills denne? 
are theese y* Scopes of Madiivilian skills ? 
that all y« Worlde, with his Infection fills? 
Oh God, what Devill. could in ill goe further? 
then Pride, in malice, practise hellish Murther? 

To kill at all, is an vnkinde desire : 
to kill a Foe, is but a bloudie liEict : 
to kill a Friend, a heate of hellish fire : 
to kill a Neighbour, an vngratlous act : 
to kill a Brother, Horrors fowle Abstract : 
to kill a Father, too vnnaturall : 
to kill a King, y« wicked'st deede of all. 

For, Father, Brother, Neighbour, Friend or Foe, 

in each of theese, but fewe to Ruine runne ; 

but, in a King, or Princes overthrowe, 

how many thowsand Thowsands are vndonne? 

woe woorth y« hand, y^ such ill threed hath spunne : 

as, by y« woork of Sathans wickednes 

a Worlde of Christians should endure Distress. 

But, alltogither. King, Queene, Prince, and Peere ; 

the Byshoppe, Judge, y* Lorde, the Magistrate ; 

when they should all in Parliament appeere : 

for the establishing of a blessed State : 

even then to shew the horror of theyr hate : 

by force of Fire, devisM for the nonce ; 

to teare y« howse, and blow them vp at once. 

What Eare can heere, whose spiritt doth not tremble ? 

to thinck vpon the horror of this Act ? 

if an y« Devills did in HeU assemble ; 

among themselves, to make a fowle Compact : 

how could they finish, a more heynous foict ? 

then so to seeke the Ruine of a State : 

and leave so fairt a Land so desolate. 



But, God on High, that from his Seate behokieth. 
Heaven, Earth, Sea, Hell, & what each one con- 

tayneth ; 
and, every thought, of every harte vnfoldeth ; 
and, for his service, all and som retayneth : 
hating y« pride, his powrefiill hand disdayneth ; 
hath broke y* Force of all thejrr wicked frame ; 
and made thejrr woorke, vnto y* world a shame. 

But this good God, that gave vs our good King : 
and made the sorrowes of our harts to ceasse, 
reveales all Tractes, y^ doe of Treason spring ; 
blesseth our Land, preserves itt in his peace, 
and doth our sowles, from sinnefull feares release : 
how can his name, inough be prays'd of us ? 
that shew's his care, his love, and mercy thus : 

But, oh y« griefe of griefs, in gratious thought, 
to see a ViUayne, on a vertuous King, 
by secrett nudice, to have Murther sought : 
Murther on him, and of his alter-spring, 
wrtat Eare hath heard of a more Hellish thing ? 
then, for a little gayne of Prides Content, 
to practice Murther on the Innocent. 

Our gratious King, on whome y* King of Grace, 
hath rasm'd a shewre of his setemall graces ; 
and over vs, hathe given the Kingly place, 
of high Cofikiund, CoAaund, y* King of places ; 
ordeyn'd for him, and for his Royall Races ; 
this godly King, that God himself hathe sent vs, 
What doe wee ayle? that hee cannott content vs ? 

To whome is hee a foe ? but to our foes ? 
A Neighboiu* borne, and ever found a friend ; 
in love a brother, and his care who knowes, 
might as a soonne, a Fathers Love comend : 
and for a King, lett itt be wisely ween'd, 
and Reasons Eies, will see that Royalty, 
that will coniure a Christians Loyalty. 

Whose proov^d love, hathe he left vnrogarded ? 
whome, but y^ wicked, hathe he ever hated? 
whose vertuous Acts, hathe he left vnrewarded ? 
whose power, but Prides, hathe ever he abated ? 
whose humble Suits, hathe he left disalated? 
whose true affect, but hee in favour Grraoeth ? 
whose Vertuous lyfe ? but, hee in love embraceth ? 
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Whote vifffaf, hatbe, bit wantoo love ddknriid? 
wtiofe worthy honour, hathe his ikorne disgraoM ? 
wbofe weahh hathe he with Ararice devourM ? 
whofe love despisM ? or whose fame delaoM? 
or verttsoos person, from his place displaoM ? 
what provM grace, but in his grace a pp roved ? 
of giadous harts, to make his Grace bdovM : 

I^^eamings adrauncer, and Religions lore ; 

Wisedoms AfTecter, Reasons Stndient ; 

Valours MaynUjmer, Vertues Turtle Dove ; 

Orao^ (Companion, Honors Continent ; 

of Maiestie Earth's Royal! president ; 

Heavens gratious blessing, ft worlds worthy wonder 

live our king James, to bring Earths Ungdome vnder. 

Amen good God, and, Devin lett him bee, 
who, to this Prayer, will nott say Amen : 
blinde be his Eies, and, lett him neuer see ; 
that hydet himself, in vtter Darcknes Denne ; 
and, pinnes his thoughts, vp in Impatience penne : 
Where, by y Traynes, of Treasons fowle Illusion, 
hee brings both Sowle, and body, to Confusion. 

When God in Mercy, sends a Gratious King ; 

a King, in Gmce gives token of his love ; 

a loving King, is such a heav'niy thing ; 

as, only, Grace, doth give from God above : 

to such a king, who doth a Traytour prove, 

to God, and Man, doth fall out so vngratefull ; 

as, both to God, and Man, must needs be hatefull : 

Fie on y« worlde, that ever wickednes, 
should roote it self so, in the hart of Man : 
while graceles thoughts, in all vngodlines ; 
doe only tincke, vpon y« goulden panne ; 
and, make theyr bread, of an vnkindly Branne ; 
which seeming Wheate, is but a Hellish weede. 
sown by the I>evill, in a wicked seede. 

The buisie braynes, that in theyr high Conceipts : 
b^nne to build str&nge Castles in the Ayer ; 
will ftnde theyr humours fall out but deoeipts : 
where lacke of witt, doth prove butt Follies heire : 
while Patience passion, sitts in sorrowes chayre. 
to see Repentance probe the best event ; 
that can fall out of Rashnes discontent. 

I'rowd Lucifer, an Angcll was of light, 

till hee presumed, to mount a steppe to high ; 

but see what grew, of this vngratious fight ; 

from Heaven to Hell, he gatt his fall therby ; 

a lust rewordc, of wicked Treacherie : 

where losse of Grace, and gayne of endless griefe, 

pajres home y* prowd. y* Tray tor, and the Thiefe. 

For Pride first layes the wicked plott of Treason ; 
Treason steales in, to the Ambitious breast : 
Ambition robl)s. both witt and sence of Reason, 
the hart, of truthe, the spiritte of his rest ; 
and makes it cursM. that might cUs be blest ; 
Oh hellish l>ride, the Essence of all Euill ; 
and only Hue, to leade Man to the DevilL 



Why. Pride, doth UtBde j« Qe, IbIbcu J* Minde. 
vemnms y* harte, and gives the Sowle a stmc ; 
and in all vOeness, of so vile a kinde ; 
none can describe itt, 'tis so vile a thing : 
itt doth in humours, to such Issue bring; 
that pittie 'twere, but such a plague approvM. 
from Christian harts, should ever be removM. 

O the sweete senoe of Loves Humilitie, 
whidi feares displeasure, in a deercst friend ; 
the only note of truth's NobOitie, 
whose woorthy grace, is graoM without end, 
for who wants Fayth, wants little of a Friend ; 
while Faythfull love, in humble truth approovM, 
doth ever live, of God, and Man bek>vM. 

Aktf , y« little time of Natures leave, 

to mnne the Course of her alotted Care ; 

where idle shadowes, doe y« Eie deceive. 

that only hunteth, after Fortunes Share 

and, had, must leave itt e're it be aware ; 

looke, looke att Heaven, and lett y« world goe by. 

better to die to live, then live to die. 

Oh 'tis a Woe, to thinck vpon the thought, 
that entreth into a defilM harte, 
and, with what speede, y« witt is overwrought, 
that once is led, to leame the Devills Arte, 
who will have all, if once he gett a parte, 
while, still, one sinne, he heapes vpon another, 
till he the Sowle, in vtter darckness smother. 

Hee makes a King, esteem'd belowe his state ; 

Murther, a Plott, where PolUcie may plodde ; 

Pride, a brave humor. Wealth, a Magistrate ; 

Content, a Kingdome, and a King, a God ; 

butt, in these humors, Heaven an[d] Hell are odde 

For good mistaken, prove's in fine so evill, 

as farre from God, doth make him prove a Devill ; 

What can be thought, to be y« fruict of Treason ? 
feare in the thoughts, before it be effected ; 
a lacke of Grace, and. an abuse of Reason : 
where heedless witt, is all by will directed, 
till bothe, by wisedome, ruin'd and reiected : 
while hope of honor, runnes on Fortunes wbeeles. 
find's Death, and Hell, to followe att the3rr heeles. 

Who can have pittie on so vile a sowle ? 

as Murther seekes, on such a gratious King ? 

his name is surely in the Devills Rowie ; 

whose hart hath thought, of such a Hellish thin^ : 

for, butt from Hell, doe all such horrors spring : 

Where, lett vs see, how wicked witts doe woorcke. 

and, how y* Devill, in theyr wills doth lurcke. 

When Craft hath gotten Wealth, and Riches 
and Ease, bredd Pride ; and Pride, Ambition ; 
Ambition seekes, but itt owne self to pl< 
and lade of pleasure breedes Sedition ; 
there, if a wicked Sowles condition ; 
b^nne to build the Tower of BabOon. 
who would not laugh att his Confusion ? 
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Who hathe enough, and yett will seeke for more. 

lett him remember Midas choaking gould ; 

and such a Steward for y« Devills store, 

only, in Hell doth his high Office hold ; 

who hathe for Coyne, his Sowle and Conscience solde ; 

A Traytor proves in such a high degree, 

as meritts hanging on y* highest Tree. 

Oh, when a Crue of idle headded witts, 

yt thinck they have a world within theyr braynes, 

to Counsaile fiill in theyr fantastick fitts, 

by lacke of Grace, to all vngratious Traynes ; 

see. how they make thejrr profitt of theyr pajmes : 

Sorrow, and shame, Despaire. Death, ft Damnation. 

the story writes, of Judas Consternation. 

Oh glorious God, since Nfan was first created. 

vras ever hard so great a Villanie? 

or ever Men deserv'd so to be hated ? 

as this accursM hellish Company ? 

that, in theyr Sowles could hyde such TYeacfaerie? 

lett all y« World, through all the Worlde goe sedce, 

what Age hathe seene, or Bare hathe hard y* like. 

Butt our good God, y' with his glorious Eie, 
beholds his Children in his chary love ; 
and. in y* greatnes of his Maiestie, 
y" seelly weakenes of our Sowles doth prooue ; 
from his great Mercy, in the Heavens above ; 
Even when wee most, his Mercy have offended, 
still, from destruction, hath our state defended. 

Oh blessM Bryttayne, more then greatly blessed, 
in God. thy King, •his Counsaile, and thy state : 
how can his glory, be enough expressed ? 
which to y* worlde, thy wonder may relate, 
where, nott by force of Fortune, nor of Fate, 
butt, by his Grace, thy King and CounsaHes Care, 
this thy deliverftnce. iustly may declare. 

Oh heathen, hatefull, and most hellish sowles, 

voyde of all thought of God, or of his Grace ; 

y< so could make, j^ throates, such blouddle bowlles, 

and such a poyson, in theyr spiritts place, 

y* roote of Honor, from y« land to race : 

oh y< such beasts, as such a shame doe beaie, 

could be forgott, as if they never weare. 

Surely in Hell, this plott, had first a breeding. 
fit>m thence, in lowe places talk't vpon ; 
low in a Sellar, had itt then proceeding ; 
to seeke a Kingdomes whole Confusion, 
by a most horrible destruction ; 
thus, low in hell, ft Earth, by wicked fiends, 
wicked beginnings, make as wicked eends. 

But, truly, lowly, had those spiritu bene, 

they had nott sett, theyr haughty minds so high ; 

nor, had theyr Eies, w^ shame and sorrowe seene, 

the hatefull fruictes of Hellish Treachery : 

butt Pryde. the plotter of all Villany. 

in cursM thoughts, where all confusions dwell. 

wrought low on Earth, to bring them down to Hell. 



For, Gallowes mindes, not gallant mindes indeede, 

that make Rebellion, but a Rule of witt, 

doe seeldome better with the3rr Treason speede ; 

then iustly is, for such Offences fitt ; 

for, God himself, that ever hateth itt, 

howe're y« Devill blinde thejrr damnM eies, 

will plague them, with a world of Miseries. 

Fooles, more then madd w^ strafige Imaginations, 

aspiring higher, then the hope of Grace, 

doe headlong runne theyr sowles into damnation, 

careles to note, the nature of the3rr race, 

while Beggars seeke, both lorde and King to place ; 

and, woorke such wonders, as were never knowne, 

till all theyr wicked thoughts be overthrowne. 

For, when King, Prince, ft lord, ft knight were gone, 

then B^gars would b^[inne a government : 

and Lords, and Princes, should be every one, 

within y Compasse of the Continent, 

of this rdi)ellious beastly Rablement ; 

but of this Dreame, see what awake doth fell, 

the Hangman cuAs, and makes an end of alL 

For, was there ever such an idle Dreame ? 
to overthrowe a Kingdome with a Blast ? 
did ever witt so worice against y* Strcame ? 
all care of Conscience, from j* Sowle to cast ? 
and with theyr Sowles, to runne to hell so fiut ? 
itt can nott be, but thatt y* Men were madd, 
that in theyr braynes, such wicked humours hadd. 

Doe wee not see itt every hower effected ? 
Treason still hatefull, both to God and Man? 
and trajrtrous harts, from heavenly truth reiected ; 
and. Hell y* place, where first y« Plott began ; 
when first the Devill sought y* spoyle of Man ; 
where Evahs pryde, and Judas avarice, 
doe shew y* substafice of theyr deep device. 

Oh Pride, betrayer of vntempered thought, 

and avarice the enimie of Grace ; 

w<^ brings the happs of all theyr hopes to nought ; 

that in the3rr sowles doe suffer them a place ; 

most filthy sinnes, that doe all fame deface ; 

God bless all Brittaynes and all Brittany, 

from an the vennum of such Villany. 

And, sweete Lords, y* you doe playnely see, 
how God doth plague this heUish sinne*bf pride ; 
and what y* ends of all such Traytours bee, 
that in theyr harts doe such a vennum hide ; 
Oh, lett itt never, neere your harts abide, 
but, thinck, the note of truthes NobOitie, 
all in the vertue of Humilitie. 

Which grace is gratious in the sight of God, 
makes Men, as Saincts, and Women AngeUs leerae ; 
makes sinne forgotten ; Mercy vse no rodd, 
and constant fi^yth, to growe in greate esteeme : 
where Wisedomes care, can never truthe misdeeme 
and is, in summe, a blessing of y* Highest, 
and to y* Nature of himself the nighest 
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NOTE. 

The only copy known apparently of ' I would and /would not ' is in 
The Bodleian. In the original title-page there is a curious printer's device 
of a Bee as large as nature. 4to. pp. 24. On this and the reversal of 
the Author's name B. N. for N. B. see the Memorial- Introduction. — G. 
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TO THE READER. 

\0u that reade^ what you would be^ limcw not; what you would not be^ you know your 
selfe: But what you should be^ God knowes: But for my ulfe^ I hauifoundi what 
is best to be, and so wishe other, except they neither knowe what they should be; nor 
well what they would, or would not be : Scome it not^ becemse it is in verse, or rime, for 
if you will reade it, you maze perhaps finde more pleasure and profit in it, then a worse piece 
of prose : not to perswade you to any thing, further then your liking; I leaue the censure of it, 
to your discretion, and my better Labours as they fall out, to your further content. And so, loath 
to make you beleeue more, then perhaps you shall finde, hoping, that no man will be angry with 
his owne shadowe, nor sale {meaning me) when hee comes to a foole point : But take the best 
and leaue the worsts and break none of the pale; as kinde hearts doe in the Countrey : I rest, 
as you may see in my Discourse^ what I wouldy and would not bee : and without would not, 
would be as / should be. 

Your friend and well-willcr, 
B. N. 
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Would I had. as much as might be had, 
Of wealthy wishes, to the worldes con- 
tent : 
That I might Uue. all like a histy Ladde, 
And scorne the world, and care not how it went : 
But eate, and drinke, and sleepe, and sing, and play, 
And so in pleasures, passe my time away. 

3 

And yet I would not : for too wealthy then, 
I should be troubled with a world of toyes : 

Kinred, Companions, Troups of Seruing-men ; 
Fashion-Deuiscrs, Fooles, and Guirles, and Boyes : 

Fidlers, and testers. Monkeys, Apes, Babounes, 
Drunckards, and Swaggerers, and such trouUe-townes. 

3 
Besides I should forget to finde the way. 

That leades the Soule to her Eteraall blisse ; 
And then my state were at a woluU suy, 

No, I would wish, a better world then this. 
And in AflUctioiis, here on Earth to dwell. 

Rather then seeke my Hean'n on earth, and run to 
bdL 

4 
I would I were a man of socfa deepe wit. 

As might disceme the depth of eiiery cause : 
That wheresoere I did in ludgement sit, 

I might be held a Note-booke, in the Lawes. 
My braine miglit seeme a Unde of mirade ; 

And enery word I spake, an Oracle. 

s 

And yet I would not : for then, woe were me, 
I should be troubled with a worid of Cases : 

Both rich and poore, would then my Clients be, 
Some, with their pleasiqg, some with piteous frees : 

And when the Rich had left their briberie, 
I should not rest for Fmrnafaa^trU. 



I would I were a man of greatest power, 
That swaies a Scepter, on this worlds great Masse. 

That I might sit on Toppe of pleasures Tower, 
And make my will, my way, where ere I passe. 

That Lawe might haue her being from my breath. 
My smile might be a life, my frowne a death. 



And yet I would not : for then, doe I feare, 
Enuy or Malice would betray my trust : 

And some vile spirit, though against the haire. 
Would seeke to lay mine honor in the dust. 

Treason, or Murther, would beset me so~: 
I should not knowe, who were my friend, or foe. 

8 

No, I do rather wish the Lowe estate. 
And be an honest Man, of meane degree : 

Be lou'd for good, and giue no cause of hate. 
And clime no higher, then a Haw-thome tree ; 

Play euery man his owne, giue Reason, right : 
And worke all day, and take my rest at night 



For sure in Courtes, are worlds of costly Cares, 
That comber Reason, in his coarse of rest : 

Let me but leame, how thrift both spends and spares. 
And make enough as good as any feast. 

And Cut, and pray, my daies may haue good end. 
And welcome all, that pleaseth God to send. 

lo 

I woukl I were the frurest sweetest Creature, 
That oottld be painted with the purest Art : 

That Arte might wonder at the worke of Nature, 
How so perfection made Tp euery part. 

That euery Eye that saw mee, might admire mee. 
And euery heart, heard of me, might desire me. 
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II 

And yet I would not : for then, out alasse, 
I should be troubled with a world of fooles : 

When many a simple Idle headed Asse, 
Would put his wits vnto some Poets sdiooles, 

To leame to make a verse to flatter mee : 
As there were no such louing foole as hee. 

12 

No, I doe rather wish the louely Browne, 
Where vertues Beauty makes the Inward foire : 

Then be the gallant gazer of the towne. 
And make mine honor, but a Barbers Chaire : 

When none that had, with losse of treasure tride me, 
Once finding my foule Inside would abide me. 

I would I were an Innocent, a foole. 
That can do nothing else but laugh or crie : 

And eate fat-meate and neuer go to schoole ; 
And be in loue, but v^ith an Apple-pie : 

Weare a pide-Coate, a Cockes-Combe, and a Bell, 
And thlnke it did become me passing well. 

And yet I would not : for then should I not 
Disceme the difference, twixt the good and bod : 

Nor how the gaine of all the world is got, 
Nor who are sober, wise, nor who are mad. 

Nor in the Truth of follies sence to see : 
Who's the foole now? ther's no such fode as hee ? 

15 
I would I were a Fidler, and could play, 

A thousand quauers in a minutes space : 
And at a Bridale, brauely leade the way. 

Before the Bride, and giue the Groome, a Grace, 
I'hat I might shake the head, and stare, and gape. 

And make a thoiisand faces like an Ape. 

16 
And yet I would not : for ten to one 

My fiddle or my fingers should not rest : 
But euery lacke a Lute would call vpon. 

Such Moris daunces as doe like him best : 
And euery wagtaile with a wanton Eye, 

Would hang vpon me for a Heidegy. 

17 
I would I were a Cuckolde Wittall Asse, 

And car'de not who did mount my Hackney Saddle, 
Yet thinke I haue as true a louing Lasse 

As ere lay in Swadling Clouts or Cradle : 
And manerly goe to the Church before her, 

And would not heare, how many did bewhorc her. 

18 
And yet I would not : for then doe I feare, 
My homes would be so hard, I could not bide them 



And when their weight were more then I could beare 
Alas I know not what to doe to hide them. 

But euery one would say in bitter scomes, 
I..ooke yonder goes a gallant paire of homes. 

19 
I would I were the arranst Cuckolde maker. 

That euer answerde for his Apeme sport : 
There should not scape a wench, but I would take her 

And set her to her worke in such a sort 
That all the world should know, while I had health 

I would not see an Idle Conunon-wealth. 

20 

And yet I would not : for then doe I doubt, 
Bride-wtU and I, should wrestle for the Whippe : 

And once got in, I hardly should get out. 
Till I had soundly pay'd for Thilly-Trippc : — 

When all the B^^gers in the streets would whoo me. 
And do me all the shame, that they could do me. 

21 

I wooki I were a most notorious Thiefe 
That might affright all true men, where I goe : 

And when I made demaund, they might be briefer 
That in their Budgets doe my busines knowe. 

And such as trauaile, with oonoeal6d treasure. 
Should be but Stewards, to maintain my pleasiiie. 

22 

And yet I would not : for then out of doubt. 
Some dogge, or dinel, would for C^ynt betray me : 

Some priuy search, would surely finde me ont. 
Or Watch, or Warrant, some way, would way4ay me. 

And being caught with Bills, and Clubbes, and staues. 
Bee guarded, with a crue of beastly Slaues. 

23 
Then to the lustice, brought with such a Joy, 

As if some Campe or Castle were surprisde : 
Who knowing how such Stragglers doe destroy, 

A world of wealth, hath i»iesently deulsde, 
Vnto the laylers keeping to commend me : 

Where I must stay, vntill the gallowes end me. 

25 
No, 1 had rather leade a quiet life. 

And feare to looke no true man in the &ce : 
Keepe a poore house, maintaine an honest wife, 

Trauell no further then the Market-place. 
On Sundayes goe to Church, and home againe. 

And with my neighbors drinke a pot, or twaine. 

26 

I would I were a luggler, and could play 
A thousand prankes vpon a Pepper-come : 

And draw the wittes of Wyiardes, so away. 
They all might wonder at a Bulkx:kes-horae. 

And with their purses runne and follow mee. 
To make them think they see they doe not see. 
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27 
And yet I would not : for then well I know, 

Some Eye, or other, would my sleights descrye : 
And to the world reoeale my cunning so, 

I could not answere for my Knauery. 
But some Curst-queane, would either cracke my crown, 

Or Constable, would course me out of town. 

28 

I would I were a AiylUr, and oould grinde 
A hundred thousand bushells in an houre : 

And ere my Master and my Dame had dinde. 
Be closely filtching of a bagge of Floure. 

And send it to my Sweet-hart, for to make, 
A Puddii^-pie, a Pastey or a Cake. 

29 

And yet I would not : least my Thumbes should be 
Held all too great vpon my towling-dish : 

And such as did my secret cunning see. 
Might curse, and wish mee many a bitter wish : 

And say, when they before the Mill-dore-stand, 
The Millers-thumb's as broade as halfe a hand. 

30 

No, I had rather £urely buye my bread. 

And spend it as I get it honestly : 
Then scarcely sleepe in quiet in my Bed, 

When I but thinke vpon my subtilty ; 
To lay the wench along vpon the Sacke, 

And steale her meale, ere she had tum'd her bade 

I would I were a Taylor, and could cut, 
A thousand ]rardes of Veluet out in shreads : 

And in my purse the money closely put. 
While simple hearts were beating of their heads. 

With labours toyle to keepe a poore estate, 
Like honest Cmtbtrd and his bony-Aoi^. 

32 
And 3ret I would not : least by falshoods trade, 

I should be call'd a stealer, that's a thiefe : 
No, in no wise, by such meanes to be made 

A Master-workman, were too great a griefe. 
No, Let me rather be an honest youth, 

That neuer stoole a yarde of stuffe in truth. 

33 
I would I were a Keeper of a Parke, 

To walke with my bent Crosse-bow, and my hound. 
To know my Game, and ck>sely in the darke. 

To lay a barren-Doe vpon the ground. 
And by my Venixom^ more then by my Fees^ 

To feede on better meate then bread and cheese. 

34 
And yet I would not : least if I be spide, 
I might be tumid quite out of my wa&e ; 



And afteniards more punishment abide, 

Then longs vnto a little angry talke. 
And cause more mischiefe after all, come to me. 

Then all the good the Does did euer doe me. 

35 
No, I would rather bee an honest Keeper, 

To walke my Parke, and looke vnto my Pales ; 
And not to play the sluggard and the sleeper. 

And holde my Land-lord vp with idle tales. 
Take but my Fees, be merry with my Dame. 

And so to gaine, and keepe an honest name. 

36 

I would I were a CoUyer, might sell Coles, 
And fill my sackes a quarter full of dust : 

And hauing emptied them in some darke holes, 
Sweare out my measure to be full, and iust. 

Then laugh to thinke when I were gotten home, 
How I had couzen'd a kinde-hearted Mome, 

37 
And yet I would not : least by my black face, 

I might be held a Diuell then in deed : 
And so to doe my fellowes all disgrace 

When many a one the worse for me should speed. 
No, God forbid, let me be true and iust, 

While other hide, the Diuell in the dust. 

38 

I would I were a Gardiner, and had skill. 

To digge and rake, and plant, and sowe, and slippe : 
The CaterpilUr, and the AfowU to kill. 

To proyne my Trees, and all my stalks to strippe. 
And when to plucke my fruite, and sowe my seeds. 

And how to keep my Gardein deane from weeds. 

39 
And yet I would not : for then should I feare. 
The Tk$e/e» the MawU, the Worm, and blasting 
windcs : 
I should not looke about me any where. 

But I should finde some crosses in their kindes. 
My Plants would wither, or my seedes would rot. 
Or loose in one yeare, more then ere I got. 

40 

No, I would rather take the Markets happe. 
And pay my Cojrne, and keepe my minde in quiet : 

And what I bought, to bring home in my lappe. 
And when I come home, dresse it for my Dyet. 

Then in my garden watch a Afowie or Mouse, 
And haue another planting in my house. 

41 
I wx>uld I were a painter of such Art, 

As like AppelUs, might abuse the Eye : 
And to the life so set out euery port. 

That straunge conodts might bee deceiu'd thereby. 
And I might vse my pensill in such sort 

As all the world should neuer make report. 
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42 

And yet I would not : for then doe I feare, 

My heart might tiSi vpon Idolatry : 
For while my hand were drawhig of a hake, 

I might be rapt into a thought too high. 
When thinking to behold an Angels iaoe. 

Forget the diuell in another place. 

43 
No, I had rather onely leame to knowe. 

The difierenoe of my Colours in their kindes : 
And haue a care, to set my shadowes so. 

That may not be a hurt to blessM mindes. 
And vse my pensill, on my cloath, and boord. 

And for what price I might my paines affoofd. 

44 
I would I were a Merchant of all wares. 

That I might furnish all both Rich and poore : 
And what should &I1 vnto the Beggars shares, 

I might haue plenty, alwaies at my doore. 
My shoppe might be a Market of such state. 

As all the world may stand and wonder at. 

45 
And yet I would not : for then doe I feare, 

I should finde many a Begger in my booke : 
And when I could my mony not forbeare 

I might goe hang my credit on a hooke. 
When if both Towne, and Country came mto roe. 

In one, or both, some debters would mdo me. 

46 

No. I would rather be of meane esute, 
Haue mony alwaies ready in my chest : 

Be sure to buy my wares at the best rate. 
And sell good stuffe. and seme my friends the best, 

And cosen no man, with false weight nor measure. 
But with true dealing make a poore mans treasure. 

47 
I would I were a practiser in Phisicke, 

To know my Simples, Compounds, and my waters. 
To heale the Rume. the Tooth-ach and the Tisickt, 

The Coughe. olde Aches, and such other matters, 
That I might by my skill in generaU, 

Be held the Maister of the VrinalL 

48 

And yet I would not : for then day nor night, 
I should haue quiet scarcely in my bed : 

And in my Conscience haue ftiU many a fright. 
To heare my Patient suddenly were dead : 

When by a Vomit, I had burst his heart 
Or pur'gde his guttes out through the nether part 

49 
No, I had rather bee an Herbalist, 
To know the Vertue both of Hearbs and Rootes. 
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Then be the bold and despente Alcfaymist 

That ofte his weight and measni 
And so, by either want of Care or aldll. 

In tleede of Cmrimg, gine a kinn^-PiU. 

$0 

I would I were a high Asirmomtr, 
That I might make ray waDce amoiv the 

And by my instght might fore see a 
What were to come, and taike of 

Of lines and deaths, and wonders to 
Altbougfa pofaap^ but fiewe doe fidl out true. 

51 

And yet I wovild not : for then doe f doabc 
With too-much study, I should grow ctailt mul : 

When one Conceit would put another <Mit, 
While giddy braines beyond themaelnes would gad. 

And seekiqg for the man withfai the Mooiie^ 
Mistake a raondag, for an afker-noone. 

$2 

No, I would rather learne no noie to knoire ; 

Then of the times and seasons of the yenre : 
What dayes the Fayres are kept, and how to goe 

FhMn towne to towne, and euery Sheer, to Sheere. 
That Ttarwurs may not their dayHKito-books skMk, 

And so to make an honest AJmammcii. 

S3 

I would I were a rare and sound CimilUam, 
And had the Lawes of honest fooe by heart : 

Would not oonnpt my conscience for a miOkm, 
Nor euer pleade, but on the honest part. 

Examine strictly, and consider duely. 
And so giue sentence to the matter truly. 

54 
And 3ret I would not : for then might I heare. 

How Truth gets hatred, for her honest minde : 
And simple-Fees, doe make but sory cheare. 

While true Plain-dealing hath but barely dinde. 
When such as know the world, and how to vse it. 

Seeing a Fee come (aire, will not refuse it. 

55 

I would I were a Scriuener, and could pen. 
All kinde of writings, write all Idnde of hands ; 

Be well acquainted with great Monyed-men, 
And closdy deale for all their goods and Lands. 

And being ftunisht fiiUy, to my pleasure. 
Play them a trick, to make them loose their Trwasmrt. 

56 

And yet I would not : for then I am sure. 
My Conscience would reodue a MartaU-wommd : 

And such a wound as neuer Arli could Cure, 
By all the feates that euer Scriuttur found. 

When if I scap't mine eares for Forgny, 
My soule should goe to heU for Vsury. 
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S7 
No, I had rather in a Copy booke 

Write a good sentence for a SchoUers reading : 
Whereon the parents may be glad to looke, 

And say, God send thcdr hands a happy speeding. 
And take my mony on the Saterday 

For all the weeke, then bid my Boyes goe play. 

58 
I would I were a Trades man, and could sell 

My wares by weight, and measure as I list : 
And had such trickes to make my maricet well, 

That I might send home fooles with Had-I-wist. 
That while poore soules did sit with losses crying, 

I might growe Rich, with swearing, and with lying. 

59 
And yet I would not : for my Consdenoe then, 

Wold make me feele the smart of £eUshoods woe : 
When I beheld the ends of fiedthles men. 

With what a horror to their Hell they goe. 
While true plaine-dealing hearts in quiet die. 

And fidthfull loue doth Ime Eternally. 

60 

I would I were a Broker, and for Coyne 
Tooke any Fawnes, and care not what I tooke 

For interest, nor how I did pourloyne, 
So I might get it with the Siluer hooke : 

Who were the Thiefe, so I might buye the wares. 
Nor who did shift, so I did get the shazea. 

61 

And yet I would not : for then doe I doubt. 
Some priuate Eyes, would dosdy prie into me : 

And some odde Ladde or Landresse finde me out, 
And for receiuing stolne goods would vndo me. 

When with the losse of all my goods, scarce hope. 
To be so happy, as to scape the Rope. 

No, I had rather trie a better trade. 
Whereby to make some honest kinde of gaine : 

Whereby some better reckoning may be made. 
Then buy Repentance with so great a paine. 

Now fie vpon them Brokers, Bawdes, and Theeues, 
Make poore men weare their lerkins without sleeues. 

63 

I would I were a close promoting Mate, 
To picke a hole in each offenders Coat : 

And make a shew of seruice to the State, 
When I would purse vp many a priuy groat : 

But in great Summes follow my InformUioo, 
Till I were well paide for a ReformatioiL 

H 

And yet I would not : for then euery knaue 
Would liogle me out, for a secret friend : 

25 



And teach me how to play the cunning slaue. 
To bring my busines to a wretched ende. 

While hellish Craft with Cloke of heresie, 
Might hide a world of foule iniquitie. 

No, I would rather leame my selfe t'amend 
What is amisse, and so my friends aduise ; 

Then when I see an other man offend, 
In secret seeke his mine to deuise. 

And making shew to seeke the good of all. 
Set vp my seUe, with many thousands frJl. 

66 

I would I were a Tapster, fill my pot 

Halfe Tp with froth, and make my gaine of driake : 
And make no care, how I my mony got. 

So I might heare my gold and siluer chinke. 
Make more of Drunkardes then of better men. 

By putting off* bad liconr now and then. 

67 

And yet I would not : for then should I be. 
At Call and Checke of euery lacke and Gill: "^ 

And many a Lobcocke ¥rould looke into me. 
What drinke I drew, how I my pot did fill : 

And sometime trust 10 fitfre vpon the score, 
I scarce should put my head out of the doore. 

68 

No, I had rather runne another Race, 
Though for lesse profit, yet for more content : 

That both with God and man, might be in Grace, 
Wherein my time might be more happily spent. 

And rather pay, my penny for my pot. 
Then coaen twenty people for a groaL 

69 

I would I were as tall, and stout a man. 

As euer drewe a sword out of a sheath : 
That I might see, who durst come neere my Canne, 

Or speake a word, where I but seeme to breath. 
Or fortune durst, but crosse me with her whedes. 

For feare to see, her braines about her bedes. 

And yet I would not : for then where should I 
Bestowe my sdfe ? why euery man woukl flie me : 

I should be sure to haue no company, 
Where none that kme themsehies, that will come nigh 



And fortune would be sure to fit me 10, 
That she wold some way seeke mine oneithrow. 

71 
I woukl I were a ThtueHor, to passe 

The Roughest Seas, and card'e for winde and wwther : 
And might arriue, where neuer Creature was. 

But BeasU, and Birds, that liue and feede together : 
And tdl at home what I abroad haue aeene. 

Where neuer man yet but my idfe had beene. 
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72 

And yet I would not : for I feare that fiewe 
Would trust my stories, were they nere so true : 

Words ire but winde, and winde is but a Dewe, 
Farre TYaudkrs may say the bladce is Blewe. 

Although pertiaps some simple soules may say. 
Surely this man hath trauailde a great «aj ; 

73 
No, I will rather txye my Fortunes heere, 

And to my best aduantage Tse my wittes : 
Then runne abroad, and buye Rtpemiamc* deere, 

Knowing how ofte, vnhappily Fortune hittes. 
When Weather-beaten Sailes, with winde, and nUne, 

SoaiCQ make a Sauiag-f<V|KV« home agaiae. 

74 
I would I were a Player, and could act 

As many partes as came vpon a Stage : 
And in my faraine, could make a lull Compact, 

Of all that passeth betwixt Youth and Age ; 
That I might haue fiue-afaaras in euery Play 

And let them huigli, that bears the BeU-mfmy. 

75 
And yet I would not : For theo doe I feare. 

If I should gall some GooKappi with my speech : 
That he would freat and fume, and chafe, and sweare, 

As if some Flea had bit him by the Breech. 
And in some passion, or strange AgonU 

Disturfoe both mee» and all the Companie. 

I would I were a Poef^ and could write. 
The passages of this Paltry world in rime : 

And talke of Warres, and many a valiant fight, 
And how the Captauus did to Honor dime. 

Of Wise, and Faire, of Gkatious, Vertuous, kinde, 
And of the bounty of a noble minde. 

n 

But speake but little of the life of Ume^ 
Because it is a thing so harde to finde : 

And touch but little at the Turtle-Doue, 
Seeing there are but fewe ^rdes of that kinde. 

And LibeU against leawde and wicked harts. 
That on the earth, doe play the DiucUs-parts. 

78 

And yet I would not : for then would my braines. 

Be with a world of tojpes Intoxicate : 
And I should fall vpon a thousand vaines. 

Of this and that, and well I know not what. 
When some would say, that saw my Frantick fhtes. 

Surdy the Poet is beside his wittes. 

79 
I would I were an honest Countrey^ Wench, 
That only could make Curtsey, smoile. and bhish. 



And sit me downe vpon a good-Ale benc^ 
And answere wanton Tomkim, with a Tush. 

And well. Go-too, and How-now ? Fsry-ftway, 
And for a Tamsey, goe to StooU-BaU-iAa.y, 

80 

And yet I would not : For then doe I feare. 
My louers would be out of loue with mee : 

If I would not belieue them when they sweare. 
That I am shee, and I am ondy shee. 

Of all the Maydes, before the Church-house 
That hath their harts ; and what can I hane 

81 

No, I had rather be an honest wife. 

And loue my husband, and looke to my house : 
And with my Neighbours leade a quiet life. 

And keepe a Cat, to driue away the Mouses 
Hatch vp my Chiddns, pen vp my docke-Henne, 

And haue nothing to doe with naufl^itie men. 

82 

I would I were the gallanst Couitisan, 
That euer put a foure-Ear'de Asse to sdioole : 

That I might deane put downe Maide Marian. 
And neuer be without my dainty foole. 

And make my mony Baggs come tumblings to me. 
And gtad to see what seruioe they can doe me. 

83 

And yet I wouhl not : for then doe I doobc. 

Some Cuntidble, or Beadle of Bridewell : 
By some olde Bawde, would surdy find me out. 

When for his silence, I should pay fuU welL 
Or Cart it to the place of youthes Correc t io n , 

Where chopping Chalke, would quite spoile my Com- 
plexion. 

84 

No, I had rather be an honest Maide, 
That neuer knewe any [of] loues delight : 

And of a man, almost to be afraide. 
Then seeme to set my Maidenhead so light. 

.\s for a wicked dioise, to chaunge my name. 
To fit me ondy, with a fie for shame. 

85 

I would I were a Bnier, and could make 

My water pay the diarges of my Mah : 
And for small Beere, the price of strong beere take. 

And helpe a musty Barrell with bay salt. 
Keepe leaking vessdis, stoppe them vp with Clay : 

The drinke may runne out, when the Earth's away. 

86 

And yet I would not : for then I should thinke. 
If I should take good mony for ill Beere : 

My Customers would curse me for my drinke. 
And say I solde both that was naught, and deere. 

And one so driue an otfier daily fro me, 
That in the ende they would quite ouerthrow me. 
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87 
No. I had rather tnily pay my penny 

For my full pot of either Ale or D eere : 
Then seeke the hurt or spoiling of a many. 

Or to vndoe the poore in a deere yeere. 
Or make them say, whose trust I doe abuse, 

wicked Bruer, looke what drinke he brues. 

88 

I would I were an exceUent Diuine, 
That had the Bible at my fingers ends : 

The world might heare out of this mouth of mine. 
How God did make his enemies his friends. 

I were so follow'de, as if none but I, 
Could plainely speake of true Diuinity. 

89 

And yet I would not : for then ten to one, 

1 should be call'd but a Precizian : 

Or Formalist, and might goe preach alone, 

Vnto my holy brother Puritan. 
And so be flouted for my zealous loue 

In taking paines for other mens befaoue. 

No, I had rather reade, and vnderstand 
The Rules of Grace, that haue the leamid led : 

To know the power of the Almighty hand. 
And with what foode, the blessid flocke are fed. 

Rather then with a thnndring and long praier. 
To leade into preiumption, or dispaire. 

91 
I would I were a man of warlike might, 

And had the Title of a Generall : 
To point the Captaines euery one their fight, 

Where should the Vangard, and the Rereward fall 
Who should be leaden of the foriome hope, 

And who the Entranoe to the Army op& 

92 

And yet I would not : for then I might see. 
How discontent might cause a Mutinie : 

Whereby the Army might in danger be, 
To be surprizid by the Enemy. 

Or by the losse of men, for honors gafaie. 
To wound my Conscienoe with a bloody paine. 

93 

No, I had rather praise the Cotirae of piaoe, 
And study how to helpe to bolde the nme : 

And how soone quarreUs ill begun may cease. 
And bow to keepe accord in quiet frame. 

That olde and young may Ii«e coatented so. 
That to their gmwa, aU may in quiet goe. 

94 
I would I wwe the Misvmbleit wretdl 
That ener Cmmbde Tp mony In Us Chsit : 



That I might leame, but like a dogge to fetch 
Lambes fitun the Folde, and Duckelings firom the nest. 

And when I tooke the paines to plucke and pull. 
Know how to gaine, by Feathers, and by wooll. 

95 
And yet I would not : least while I did liue, 

I should scarce trust my selfe with that I haue : 
I should not heare the word of Lend, nor giue, 

But only studie, how to get and saue. 
And when I die, haue written on my doore, 

The Dogge is Dambn'de, that preyde vpon the poore. 

96 

I would I were the strangest ProdigalU 
That euer strew'de his mony in the street : 

That I might make the Beggers merry all. 
When they but sawe the shadowe of my fieet. 

And Churles might chafe, to see me so to throw 
Away the wealth, that they did scrape for so. 

97 
And yet I would not : least when all were gone, 

My Stocke, my goods, my Leases, and my Lands : 
It sure would breake my heart to looke vpon, 

My whole estate to be in others hands. 
And then to hide me in some secret place. 

Or grieue to death, to thinke of my disgrace. 

98 

I would I were so neate and Spnise a Noddy, 
As all in print, might speake, and looke, and waike : 

And so become for euery idle body, 
A kinde of Table, or a Stable-talke. 

And say to see me, tripping on the Toe, 
The Fool's so prowd, he Icnows not how to goe. 

99 
And yet I would not : least some Wood-cock-asse, 

To equall me in my CiuilUU: 
Might paint, and princke himselfe vp in a glasse, 

And studie counterfeit GtntiliHt, 
And so perhaps put mee into some passion, 

To see my fashion, growe so out of fiishion. 

100 

No, I will rather wisely looke about me. 
And weare both what and how might fit my state : 

And haue a care within, what were without me, 
I might not be an Owle, to wonder at. 

But I might passe through all the Pide-coat-throng. 
And bee no Tabtr for an idle-toong. 

tot 

I would I were a Beastly-^^'rtrrv, 

That car'de for nothing but to eate and drinke : 
And talke of nought but A^a/«f«f-Nouriture, 

And filling vp my Flagons to the brinke. 
Of lusty swalk>wes, and of pleaifng taste. 

And make no care Jiow trnioh got meat I waste. 
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102 

And yet I woold not : least the world ihoold say. 

Looke, yoodcr goes a barrdl foil of Beere : 
Who guDs in more good victoaUs in one day. 

Then might sofBse an honest man a yeere. 
And eve he dye, it will (no doobt) be Icnrnd, 

The Beast did borst, and stonck abone the groond. 

103 

No, I had rather keepe a better Dyet, 
And Uoe with Bread and water all my life : 

Then in my Gmtia to keepe so great a Ryot, 
And in my Stomacke haoe so sore a strife. 

That I should puffe, and blow, and swdl, and sweat. 
And be hal£^dead, ere I disgest my meat. 

104 
I would I were a man of all mens mindes. 

My IVii were drawne into all kinde of passions : 
And my Conoeyts were all of sundry Idndes, 

My Cloatbes made after all-Countrey-feshions. 
I knew the secret of all Nahurs-xoct, 

And so of Earth, and all her EKoeHenoe. 

105 

And yet I would not : for then sure should I, 

Be all too gas'd at wheresoere I goe : 
And like the poore bare-feather'd jEsops-^yt, 

When euery Byrd did her owne-feather knowe. 
Be foDowM with many a flowting-lacke. 

Or Rauens feathers all pull'd from my backe. 

106 

No, 1 had rather weare but home-spun-thread, 
And haue my Cloatbes close vpon my Breech : 

And by my Labours-toyle to get my bread. 
And vse no other but my Countrey-speech. 

And rather haue a Foole thinke mee a foole. 
Then craftie work-men know me by my Toole. 

107 

I would I were the truest-hearted woman, 
That euer spake with a most pleasing Toung : 

And neuer meane to giue oflfence to no man. 
Nor neuer thrust into an idle throng. 

But so haue care of all my Cariage, 
It may be helpe vnto my Mariage. 

108 

And yet I would not : for then euery Maide, 

Within our towne, would stand and laugh at me : 
And call me Foole, and say I were afraide. 

To know what in an honest man might be. 
For shee that will not looke ere shee did leape. 
Might curse the Trada-man, though his Ware were 
cfaeape. 

109 

No, I had rather be a reasonable. 
True, Honest, Witty, mary-Bonx-Kate, 



That wonki not feare the Constable, 
To see Um kx)ke in at oar winckyv-Omte. 

As many IfVuK^kr will be now and then. 
That bane bene medUng with too-maBj 

1 10 



I wookl I were the laiest 

That eoer ptotte d fa r [ Fw h ff ' W w KT : 
And of the Doggedst dis p od t km. 

That ener was in Natures raklenoe. 
And car'de not how the woride to Rniae 

So I might ondy purchase my Comitmi, 

III 

And yet I woold not : For then doe I ficare. 
Some sodden-flash from Hean'n woold Call Tpon 

And all the world rek>yoe to see and heme. 
In hdples griefe, how I am woe b^gon me. 

When I of force shoukl bkl the world F'arm^meli, 
And Dtaik were sent to summon mee to Heli. 

112 

No, I had rather keepe the plaine H|gh-way, 
That leades the soole to her Etemall rest : 

Then by lUusUm^ seeke out a wry-way. 
To hatche my Egges vp, in the Piutttf fficst. 

And with the WorkU, when I had made 
To finde in Hean'n an 



"3 
I would I were, and yet I would not too. 

Because I know not, that's I know not what : 
And when I would doe, then I cannot doe. 

When that would put out this, this pot oat that. 
And such strange Fancies would my spirit feede. 

That in the ende, I should grow mad indeede. 

114 

Then let me see if I at least can see. 

What may be seene, that worthie to l>e seene : 
Wherein might be, and onely there might l>ee. 

That alwayes hath bene, and hath ondy beene. 
In true Conceit, in state of Comforts store. 

Where I would be, and say, would not no more. 

IIS 
Yea, that were such a thing indeed to finde. 

As one might seeke vntill his Ejres were out : 
With all the strength both of his heart and minde. 

And trauell oner all the Earth about. 
And noting Natmrts wotkes, and worth in all, 

Finde all as nothing, or to nothing fall. 

116 

Yet there is something wheresoere it is. 

And it is some-where, and no-where, bat there : 
Where all is wdl, and nothing is amisse. 

But yonder, here and there, and euery-wfaeie. 
Where the bright-Eyes of BUsstdS^mles may see. 

Where all the /eyes of Ifearts and S^uies may tiee. 



/ WOULD, AND YET I WOULD NOT. 
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"7 
But wher is this snme, where ? that wold be knovnip 

And where is this same knowledge to be found ? 
And where is such a seede of Science sowne ? 

And where is such a blessM piece of ground ? 
And where is such a BUssimg to be sought, 

That for that worth, sets all the world at nought. 

Il8 

Where all the pride of Beawtie is put downe, 
Wliile Natures Reason must subscribe to Grace : 

And Wit and Will, may wander vp and downe, 
And Vertue onely keepes a Glorious place. 

Where shee alone vnto her Seruants showes, 
Where all the comfort of the spfait goes. 

119 

Yea, there alone the heart and soule may finde, 
The sacred Summe of their Biermaii-Sweete : 

Which gladdes the soule, the spirit, and the minde. 
Where all the Graces do together meete. 

And altogether, doe agree in one. 
To sing in Glorie to their GOD alone. 

120 

What? neither great, nor wise, nor Rich, nor fidre ? 

What would I be then ? might I as I would : 
I would not be a Moate amidst the Ayre, 

Nor yet a Mawle, to digge within the ground. 
Nor Bjrrd, nor Beast, that can but eate, and sleepe. 

Nor like a Baby, can but laugh and weepe. 

121 

Nor like a Bowby, without wit or sence. 
Nor like a Baboune, for a Bearardes whippe : 

Nor like a Lowse, in Beggars Residence. 
Nor nice a Flea, that can but leepe and skippe. 

Nor like a worme. but to be troden on. 
Nor like a Gue-Gaw, to be gas'de vpon. 

122 

Nor would I be a Byrd within a Cage, 
Nor Dogge in Kennell, nor a Bore in Stye : 

Nor Crab-Tree-stafie, to leane vpon for Age, 
Nor wicked Line, to leade a Youth awrye. 

Nor like a Flooke, that floatet bat with the Fhidde, 
Nor like an Eele, that Ihies bat in the modde. 

123 

Nor would I hane the Orane pkke oat mine Byes. 

Nor Pyes, nor Fnats, teach me how to prate : 
Nor fill my Pawnche too-full of Wood-cock-pyes. 

Nor haue Ma4g§-Hcwtit make me watch to»4ate. 
Nor let the Cmekooe leame me how to sfaig. 

Nor with a Bmuarde, make too Lowe a wing. 

124 
Nor woald I be a OtUt, to hunt a Mtmu, 
Nor yet a Ftmi, to goa hoot a Cm^: 



Nor yet an Ape, to stand and looke a Lowse, 
Nor yet a Sheepes-kead to be solde for mony. 

Nor yet a Hawke, to seize vpon a Ducke, 
Nor yet a Nuru, to giue a Baby sucke. 

125 

Nor would I write vpon the death of Dogges, 
And say here lyes a good olde-stinking Curie : 

Cut histy faces out of rotten Logges, 
Nor of an Owles-skinne, make an Ape a Furre. 

Nor teach a Byrde to whistle in a Cage, 
Nor be a Ministrell at a Marriage. 

126 

Nor teach a Cat, to hunt a Mowse drye-foote. 
Nor a 3roung Squyrrell how to dime a Reede : 

A Skarre-crow in a Garden how to shoote. 
Nor a blinde-Harper, how a Song to reade. 

Nor how a Flea may scape the Fingers endes, 
Nor how a Lowse may line among her Friends. 

127 

Nor would I be a golden Alchjmist, 
To studie the PhyUsaphers fiure stone : 

And feede a sight of Fooles, with Had-I-wist, 
To weepe for Siluer, when theyr Golde'is gone. 

Poope noddy, neuer was there such an other. 
To make a Couzen of a simple Brother. 

128 

Nor would I bee a Foole when all is done, 
To weaze Pyed Coato, Turn-spit, and eat fat-meat : 

Follow my master, dandle his young Sonne, 
And tell my Mistris, who the Foole did beat. 

That she might chide her Wenches euery one, 
For medling with her Foole, when she was gone. 

129 

Nor sing new Ballads, nor make Coontrey-games, 
Nor set vp sights, were neuer scene before : 

Nor walke among my crue of Cursed-Dames, 
And bee a Pander to a Paiiry-'Whort : 

No, Pandarisme is so poore a Ttade, 
That none but Beggars, bargaine for a lade. 

130 

No, I would not bee any one of these. 
Nor any of this wretched worlds delight : 

I would not so my spirits comforts leese. 
To haue mine Eyes bewitcht from heanenly light. 

No, I would haue an other World then this. 
Where I would sedce for my EtenuU-Blisse. 

And till I come vnto that Glorious place. 
Where all Coutemts doe oueroome the heart : 

And looe doth llue in Euerlimng-Grace, 
While Greatest loy doth feele no smallest smart. 

But GOD U aU in all, to hU bdooM. 
The SvHttofsouUs, that sweetest sooles haue prouM. 



u 
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132 
To tell you tniely, what I wish to bee. 

And neuer would be other, if I could : 
But in comfort of the Heau'ns Decree, 

In soule and bodie, that I euer should. 
Though in the world, not to the world to liue, 

But to my GOD, my seruice wholly giue. 

This would t be. and would none other be, 

But a Religious seruant of my God : 
And knowe there is none other God but he. 

And willingly to suffer mercies Rod. 
loy in his Grace, and liue but in his Loue, 

And seeke my bUsae but in the heauen aboue. 

134 
And I would frame a kinde of faithfiill praier. 

For all esutes within the sute of Grace : 
That carefull loue might neuer know despaire, 

No[r] seruile feare might faithfull loue deface. 
And this would I both day and night deuise, 

To make my humble Spirits Exercise. 

135 
And I would reade the rules of sacred Life, 

Perswade the troubled soule to patience : 
The husband, Care, and Comfort to the wife. 

To Childe and seruant, due obedience. 
Faith to the friend, and to the Neighbour peace. 

That kme might liue, and quarrels all may cease. 

136 

Pray for the health of all that are deceased, 
Confession vnto all that are Conuicted : 

And patience vnto all, that are displeased, 
And comfort vnto all, that are afflicted. 

And mercy vnto all, that haue offended. 
And Grace to all, that all may he amended. 

137 
Pray for the King, the Queene, and Countries health, 

Their Royall issue, and Peeres of Estate : 
The Counsaile, Cleargy, and the Common-wealth. 

That no misfortune may their blisse abate. 
But that, th' Almighty so his Church will cherish, 

That not a member of his Loue may perish. 

138 

Wish [euery] King, to haue King Dauids heart. 

And euery Queene. the Queene of SMaes wit : 
And euery Councell Salomons best part. 

Of vnderstanding. for a Kingdome fit. 
And euery Lady, faire Rebtccaa face, 

And euery Virgin, the vrise Virgins Grace. 

139 
And euery Souldiour. losmahs true spirit, 
And euery Scholler, Aarons eloquence : 



And euery Miser, wicked Diuts merits. 

And euery poore man, Ms true patience. 
And euery Lawyer, Marits heau'nly niinde. 

And euery Merchant, of Zacktus kinde. 

140 
Doe not with Bsaw, hunt for venixon. 

And sell thy birthright for a messe of potta^^ : 
Lest lacot steale away thy benison. 

When Is€uuh falls vpon the yeeres of dotage. 
But be a /oa;^ in the time of neede. 

To good olde Jacob, and his blessid aeede. 

141 
Be Abraham in obedient sacrifice. 

And follow Lot in his kmes holines : 
Like Salomon, be in thy lodgement, wise. 

And Jonathan in friendships Daithlulnes, 
Like Henoch make thy loy of beauenlj loae 

And with BUah liue in Heau'n aboue. 

142 
And diet not with Hokftnus drinke. 

But follow ludith, in her ioyfull strength : 
Let Dalila, not make stout Sampson winke ; 

Lest the Philistines frill on thee at leng^. 
Nor Salmon be led with Pharaohs Childe, 

Lest by the flesh, the spirit be bcguflde. 

143 
Be both a Priest, a Prophet, and a tCin|r. 

A Priest to make thy selfe a Sacrifice : 
A Prophet, to declare the way to bring 

The blessed Spirit, vnto Paradise. 
A King to rule thy selfe, with such direction. 

Thy Soule may keepe thy body in subiection. 

144 

Know what, and how, and where, and when to apeake. 

Be fearefull, how thou doest thy God offend : 
A vertuous vow, take heed thou doest not breake. 

And mercies pleasure willingly attend. 
Holde backe thy Hand from all vnlawfuU Action 

And weane thy Spirit, from vngodly Fiution. 

145 
Flatter not folly, with an idle frOth. 

Nor let earth stand vpon her owne desart : 
But shew what wisedome in the Scripture saith. 

The fruitfull hand, doth shew the faithfull hart. 
Beleeue the word, and thereto bend thy will, 

And teach obedience fbr a b lea s e d skilL 

146 

Chide sinners, as the father doth his ohilde. 
And keepe them in the Awe of louiag ftare : 

Make sinne most hatefuU, but in words be mllde : 
That humble patience ifiay the better heare : 

And wounded cottsdefroe may teeeitM rtiMit, 
When true repntanoe pleadet thb Mbbh^ frtefe. 
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147 

Yet flatter not the foule delight of sinne, 
But make it loathsome in the Eie of Loue : 

.Ajid seeke the hart with holy thoughts to winne. 
Vnto the best way to the soules beboue. 

So teach, so liue, that both in word and deede. 
The world may loy thy heau'nly rules to reade. 

148 

Heak: the infect of sinne, with oile of Grace, 
And wash the Soule, with true ContritioDS teares : 

.\nd when Confession shewes her beauy Case, 
Deliuer faith from all Infemall feares. 

That when high lustioe threatens sinne with death, 
Mercy againe may giue Repentance breath. 

149 

Sit not with Sathan, on the Horse of pride. 

But see sweet lesus sitting on an Asse : 
Better on foote, then fowly so to ride, 

As with the Diuell into hell to passe. 
There is no meane, but either heau'n or hell. 

For on this Earth must no man euer dwelt. 

150 

Time hath a course, which nature cannot stay, 
For youth must die, or come to doting Age : 

What is our life on Earth ? but as a play, 
Where many a part doth come vpon Uie Stage. 

Rich, poore, wise, fond, feure, fowle, and great and smal 
And olde, and young, death makes an ende of al. 



151 
Where he that makes his life a Comedy, 

To laugh, and sing, and talke away the time : 
May finde it in the ende a Thigedy, 

When moumefull Bells doe make no merry chime. 
When sad despaire shall feare Infemall euill, 

While Sinne and death, are Agents for the dinel. 

152 
But doe not Raue, nor Raile, nor stampe, nor stare. 

As if thy care would goe to cuffes with sinne : 
But shew how mercy doth Repentance spare. 

While working fiedth, doth heau'nly fauour winne. 
And loues obedience to the law doth prouc, 

The chosen Soule, that God doth chiefly loue. 

Thus would I spend in scruice of my God, 
The lingring howres of these fewe dales of mine, 

To shew how sinne and death are ouertrod, 
But by the vertue of the power diuine. 

Our thoughts but vaine, our substance slime and dust. 
And onely Christ, for our EtemaU trust. 

This would I be, and say, would not, no more, 

But onely not, be otherwise then this : 
All in effect, but as I said before, 

llie life in that life's kingdomes loue of his. 
My glorious God, whose grace all comfort giues. 

Then be on Earth, the greatest man that lines. 

FINIS. 
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To THE Reader.— See Memorial-Intxodiictkm on 
this thoroughly Bretonese 'Epistle' and his revened 
initials: L 6, ' r^mirfv '= judgment : 1. 9» misprimed 
in original, ' nor sale (meaning me) when hee comes tQ 
a foole point : ' 1. 10, '/o/r ' = enclosure. 

Stanta x, 1. 2, *worlda:' misprinted 'woldes.' 

St. a, 1. 4, ' GuirUs' (sic), but probably the ' 1" was a 
correction and ' u ' inadvertently left in the lis. 

St. 3, L 3, *sfay' = stop. 

St. 9, 1. 3, ' comber' = cumber or encumber. 

St. 13, L 5, *pid4'Coate* =■ parti-coloured : ' Cockes- 
Combt* = the Fool's symbol. See Glossarial-Index on 
'cox-comb.' 

St. x6, L 4, ' Moris^aumces ' = Moorish. 

St. 16, L 6, ' Htidigy: See Glossarial Index, s.v. 

St. 17, 1. 1, • WUtaW = Wittol. 



St 19, 1. 3» *Aptnu.' See Glossarial Index, s.v. 

St. ao, 1. 4, ' Trulfy-Trippe' —irom 'trull:' 1. 5. 
•i0i*0#' = hollo alter. 

St 96, L 6, ' they see they ' = they see [that which \ 
they. 

St. a8, 1. 4, 'filtching ' = filching. 

St 39, 1. 3, * towling-dish.' See Glossarial- Index, 
I.V., and under ' Thumbes.' 

St 3a, L 6, ' stooU ' = stole. 

St. 34, 1. 4, ' lomgs ' = belongs. 

St. 35, 1. a, ' PaUs ' = palings, enclosure-fences. 

St. 36, 1. 6, ' MoM€ ' = Momus or simpleton. 

St. 38, 1. 2. • sii^ ' = gruff. 

St 38, 1. 4, 'proyne ' = prune. 

St. 41, 1. a, • abust' = deceive — as in the old myth of 
birds pecking at (painted) cherries, etc. 
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St. 49, 1. 3, 'Iki:' mlaprlnted 'too.' 

St. 5a, L 4, ' Ttarmtn ' e fceepcn oT ' terms.' See 
doMtrial Indei, s.v. 

St. 55, L 6, •ioQu' = 1ok; roiiprinted 'look.' 

St. 58, L 4, • Had-I-viil'-^ ftTOniile phnw in 
Braton. See Glouuial Index, i.v. 

St. 6>, L 6, •wntn.- misprinted ' were' Cf. h. 100, 
La. 

SL 67, L 3, •Letttxkt.' See Glouarial ladei,— a 
comnwo wwd In Bntiat. 

St. 70, L a, 'w^.-' niispilnted 'by.' 

Si. 74, L 5, 'Jiat liam.' See Uenx)ilal-lDln>dao- 
tlou oa tMi ; aliooD next itanu uid tbe •Goai-c^fi,' 
and H. 77, L 3, on tbe ' Turtle-DcNM.' 

St. 79, L 6, ' Tauatf, got le StooU-BaU: See Oloi- 



St.8t. Ttie catch-word li '81. I'l 
li coDtlnaoiu, C, O, etc, jet 1* tbe Mi 
K. 80 ■""*—' lOi, and the ■"'t°'" soei on to the 
doia. Tbe eontext ibewi that it ii a mere lutdvenence. 

St Bi, L 5, ' clotkt-Htmu ' ■■ docking-ben [Stoiia), 
i.1. a ban brooding on Ita eg^i or with jooiv oael in 
Iti can, — an equivoque pertiapa. 

St. 83. 1. 6, •dufping CkaOt' = ^'o\ work. See 
Gtouaiial Index, i.v. 



St. 85. L 4, 'tayialt:' ne CSoamia] Index. i.«. 

St. 98, L 1, ■ Naddy = noofWn nnother commoa 
word In Efeetoo. See Glomrial Index, t.v. 

St. 99, L I, ■ Waaitock '— ttlll aiujther Bmoo w«nL 
See Glouaital Index, t.v., and alio undo- ' printkt' 
(1-3)- 

St. toi, 1. 6, 'gel' = obtained : but quay miipriol 

St. loa, L 3, 'guib' — gunlei? 

St. lai, L a, 'Btrarda' ~ bear-ward or keeper. 

St. laj, n. 1.4. See Hemarial-Introdiictiao on these 



■4:1s. 



St 13B, L I. 'n«f7'SIIedln, and L 3. ■ SJk€t<ut' na^ 



St. 14a, L s, ' . 

to hit forelinanc 

St. 148, I. a, 

St. 150-1. See UcBMrial-IntiodiKtiaD on these 
itanna. Alio for the biofT^ihical intenai of at. 153. 
' Then ' li thronghont s than. — Q. 



St- 197, 1. 3, 'Umd-l^imt.-' n 

' Peeft mod^Ji ; ' lee on it. gB, L 

St. 137, L a, a 'II 
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NOTE. 

The following are the title-pages of the two extremely rare Collections from which the Poems 
of this portion have been drawn : — 

{a) PhcenixNest: 1593, 

THE 

PHOENIX 

NEST. 

Built vp with the irioft rare and refined workes of 

Noble men, woorthy Knights, gallant 

Gentiemen, Mafters of Arts, and 
brave Schdllers. 

full Of barfetfe, txttlltnt fnuentfoi^ atin 

Nether before this time published. 

Set foorth by R. S. 
of the Inner Temple Gentleman. 

' Imprinted at London by 

lohn lackson 

1593- [4to] {Bodlei€m.) 

{ffS England's Helicon : 1600. 

ENGLANDS 

H E Lie O N. 

Casta placent superis, 

pura cum veste venite, 
Et manibus puns 

sumite fontis aquam. 

[ Wood-cut device : Mottos — Nosce U ipsutn : Nt quid nimis : Lave and Lyife.} 

' AT London 

Printed by I. R. for John Flasket, and are 
to be sold in Paules Church-yard, at the signe 
{British Mtiseum) oftheBeare. 1600. [4to.] 

; See Introductory Note to Part II. for account of a MS. of Poems by Breton in possession of 

F. W. Cosens, Esq., London, — whence Part II. is derived.— G. 



I. — From ^The Phoenix Nest :^ iS93- 



The Preamble to N. B: His Giurdeii 

Plot 

Sweete feUow whom I sware, sitdi gore affiBded loot, 
As ndtber weale, nor woe, nor want, can from my minde 

remouc 
To thee, my feUow sweete, this wofull tale I tdl. 
To let thee see the darlce distresse, wherdn my minde 

doth dwel. 

On loathM bed I lay, my histlesse Urns to rest. 

Where still I tmnUe to and fro, to seeke whidisideWere 

best: 
At last I catch a place, where long I cannot lie. 
But strange conceits from quiet sleepes, do keep awake 

mineeie. 

The time of yeere me seemes, doth bid me (slouen) rise, 
And not from shew of sweete delist, tp shut my sleepie 

eies: 
But sorrow by and by. doth bid me, slaue, lie still. 
And slug amonst the wretdiM souls, whom care doth 
tokiL 



For sorow ismy spring, which brings forth bitter teaies. 
The fruits of friendship all |brlan)e» as feeble fuicie 



(D 3, p. ax.) 

A Strange Description of a Rare Garden 
Plot Written by N. B. Gent 

My garden ground of gritfe ; where selliswils seeds are 

sowne. 
Whereof comes vp the ireiedes of wo, that loies hane 

ouergrown : 
With patience palM round, lo ke^ In sepret spriftht ; 
And quickset round about with care, to keepe out all 

delight. 

Foure qtarters sqnarM out, I finde in sundrie sort ; 
Whereof aocofdiQg to their kindes, I meane to make 

report: 
The fint, the knot of lone, drawne euen bj desier. 
Like as it were two bans in onc^ and yet both wonid be 

nier. 

The herbe is calde Uop, the iidoe of sudi a taste. 
As with the sowre^ ■«kcrsw«eteooiiodts toflie away too 
£ut: 



The borders round about, are set with priuie sweete. 
Where nueer bird but nightingale, pn»umde to set hb 
fieete. 

From this I stept aside, vnto the knot of care, 

Which so was crost with strange oOceits, as tong can- 
not declare : . . 

The herbe was caliM Time, which set out all that knot. 

And like a Mase me thought itwas^ when in theckookes 
I got. 

The borders round about, are Sanerie vBsw«ete : 

An herbe not much, in myooocdt, fbr sodi a knot 

vnmeete: : 
From this to friendships knot, I stept and todke the view, 
How it was drawne, and then agidne, in order bow k 

grew. 

The course was not vnlike, akinde of hand in hand : 
But many fingers were away, that there should seeme to 

stand: 
The herbe that set the knot, was Ptennie Riall round : 
And as me seem'd, it grew full dose, and nere vnto the 

ground. 

And parchM heere and there, so that it seemMnot 
Full as it should haue been in deed, a perfect friendship 

knot: 
Heefat I pawsd awhile, and tooke a little view 
Of an od quarter drawne in beds, vrhere herbs and 

flowers grew. 

The flowres were buttons fine, for batdieton to beaie, 
And by those flowres ther grew an hert), was callM 
maiden hear. 



Amid this garden ground, a Condit strange I found, 
Whidi water fetcfat from sorows spring, to wate 

the ground: 
To this my heaifle house, the dungeon of distresse. 
Where fidnting hart lies panting still, despairing of 



al ^\ 



Where from this window loe, this sad p rospect I haue, 
A piece of ground whereon to gaze, would bring one to 

hisgraue: 
Lo thus the wekxmie spring, that others landes ddigfat, 
Doth make me die, to thinke I lie, thus drownid in 

despight. 



DAFFODILS AND PRIMROSES. 



TIntvpI 
My Mow 
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(D »4* PP* «-$.) 

An Eicdiait Draune of Ladiei and 
thdr Riddles : BjrN.&Gent 

uONMNifRMMi^ whflrailQn of ftult 

Mo thomht a Sotal «M wolkiiV an 
or OMriB tno, dM ooHid to tite hlr fiiv. 

■miD IDBOBCIt wM piWWfi DQI 01 0B8 • 
KWm irUU I|PUUI IRO^ OOCB IIBB BJ 101 IMR * 

Dwoaq^amnBit ihb hi cdk i^pn loiCa 

Amb Bub i^podi I) dioll fcthi dhM^ indi • 
uoBodo ds fiyrat God (nut It proontosfootX 

Bot tite food iMedab looft oil to loto It 
utbonon^ iBoh osiwijlBfMt jfooF blood 

Vomteb aad taMi^ boiloQlBB yov kDo» tfK 

Pbmo^ foolo (raoHi Ao* and lo awaUd biml 

What was Urii pooDdi whmia Urii dam dU 
And vliat vai 4w^ thai rmbM to aad fto? 

And what moot I, to vie audi khule oftaloi? 
And what bmqi ah^ to dMcko oad wtSb ni ao? 

Botwhatmeaael? alaa, Iwaiaileepat 

Awake I iweare, I will mora dienoe koflpa. 

Wdl thos I wakte and Ml aakepe afrina : 
And dien I Mltatoanothwi^ne* 

Ofoat wan me thooght grew late by ■liaatm mkkk 
Daifae had atolne OQt of DiaaaeatiaiDeb 

Her darliag daara^ and laid on Venu lapb 
WhOi G^ild swaraihoald neoflr backe afriDBi 

Ere he would so looee all his harts deligfat, 
He vow'd to die, wherewith began a fight. 



shot, and Cupid shot againe : 

Fame sounded out hir tnunpe with heanenly diean : 
Hope was ill hurt, despite was onely slaine : 

Diana forst in fine for to retiie. 
Cupid caught Cune, and brought hir to Us frend. 
The trumpet oeast, and so my dreame did end. 

Thus scarce awake, I fell asleepe againe, 

And then I was within a garden ground, 

/ Beset with flowres, the allies euen and pkfaie : 

And all the banks beset with roses round, 

And sundrie flowres so super svreete of smell. 

As there me thought it was a heauen to dweU. 

Where walking long, anon I gan espie 
Sweete pretie soules, that pluckt edi one a flowre: 

When firom their sight I hid me by and by, 
Behinde a banke within a brier bowre. 

Where after walke, I saw them where they sat : 

Behdd their hues, and heard their pretie diat : 

Sister quoth one, how shall we spend this day? 
Deuise (quoth she) some pietie merie ieit : 



qpothon^ 



Rlddtaa cried an, and ao tfK ipoR 

vQisBt a uodl sh8 Cnat fliat nai^B 

MfOiBBi awmw wai oiwy n> yimwipn s 
Ytlin tfK and tUa ovdar dU dMy laka, 
% two and twob A^ dwnid rit doio and 

WkaraiMBag ^mrtain ovdvaa leant 
Iwillitcite; and thos tfK tot bagaa. 

TktFlniMUMi, 

WKhfai a ffdkmt pbt of poon^ 

Tnaraipwat afloiirafhat hani no 
Tha Mka whsraof waa nanv fonndL 

Nov wnoaa tiria i^onnd Off novin dodi 
Off wiMdiat ona^ tlahitd to 

TktAunMn. 

Slanr (qnoth abe) if thon vooUbt 

t ni giuuHii uui ■ovn^ ana DappiB 
WaOm in tUa farden to and fro : 

Hera yon shall aaa dMBino« 
wrbMn wim yon findatoyooff 
llwn thfato I hit yoor riddle rigfaL 

vviinin aneici tnere ipvnaa a nown^ 
Thai daoka the graond wfasre aa it , 

it ^xiaga and ftdl% both in an bonrat 
And bat at cartalne tfanti h 



It 

And tia a Noasgaj for a 

TktAi 

This ftrid if iMor, Oinoe the groond^ 

Whence springs the ilowie of corteaie, 
Soone growne and gone, though somtinie found. 

Not dead, but hid, from flattrers eie. 
That pickthanks may not plucke the same : 
Thus haue I red your riddle Dame. 

Tki Third RiddU. 
Within a flowre a seede there growet. 

Whkfa somtime fiills, but seldome sprioga. 
And if it spring, it seldome btowes. 

And if it blowe, no sweete it brings. 
And thereldce counted but a weede : 
Now gesse the flowre, and what the seede. 

Tki Answere, 

In fiuciei ilowie is s or r owe s seede. 

Which somthnes fisD, Irat springs Kwt aedd. 
And if it qxing, tis but a weede. 

Which doth no sweete, nor aanor yeeld ; 
And yet the flowre, both fidre and sweete. 
And for a IVinces garden meete. 

Tki F<mrtk Riddk. 
Wlthfai a aeede doth poiaoo hirlw. 
Which ondy Spiders feede vpon, 
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And yet the Bee can wiself woorice, 
To sucke out honie, poison gone : 
Which honie, poison, Spider, Bee, 
Are hard to gesse, yet eath to see. 

TiUAiuweri. 

In soROwes seede is secret paine. 
Which q>ite, the Spider, oody sucks. 

Which pdson gone, then wittie bcaine 
The wilie Bee, hu* honie plucks. 

And beares it to hir hiue unhurt. 

When spider trod, dies in the durt 

Gramerde, wench (quoth she) that first begooo. 
Each one me seemes hath quit hir seife right wdl, 

And now since that our riddles all are doon. 
Let TS go sing the flowre of sweetest smdl : 

Well may it five, wherewith each tooke a part, 

And thus they soong, all with a merie hart. 

Blest be the ground that first brought forth the flowre^ 
Whose name vntolde, but vertues not vnknowne : 

Happie the hand, whom God shall giue the powre, 
To plucke this flowre, and take it for his owne : 

Oh heauenly staOce, that Staines all where it growes : 

FYom whom more sweet, than sweetest hony flowes. 

Oh sweete of sweetes, the sweetest sweete that is : 
Oh flowre of flowres, that yeelds so sweete a sent : 

Oh sent so sweete, as when the head shall misse : 
Oh heauens what hart but that will sore lament : 

God let thee spring, and flourish so each howre, 

As that our sweetes may neuer tume to sowre. 

For we with sweetes doe feede our fiuides so, 
With sweetes of sight, and sw ee tn es of concdt, 

That we may wish that it may euer groe. 
Amid delights where we desire to wait, 

Vpon the flowre that pleaseth euerie eie» 

^d glads each hart ; God let it neuer die. 

Wherewith me thought alowd I cride^ Amen : 
And tberewithall I started out of sleepe : 

Now what became of these fidre Ladies then, 
I cannot tell, in minde I oody keepe 

These ridling toies which heere I do redte : 

lie tell ye more periiaps another night 

(D3— Ea,pp. 83-7.) 

The Chesse Play. Veiy apUy deuised 
By N. B. Gent 

A Secret many yeeres vnseene. 
In play at Chesse, who knowes the game, 

First of the King, and then the Queene, 
Knight, Bishop, Rooke, and so by name. 

Of euerie Pswne I will descrie, 

The nature with the qualitie, 

Tk€ King. 

The King Umsdfe is haqgfatie Care, 
Which oueriooketh all his men. 



And when he seeth how they i»jn^ 

He steps among them now and then. 
Whom when his foe presumes to checke, 
His seruants stand, to giue the n eck e . 

TiuQueau, 

The Queene is queint, and quidce Concdt, 
Which makes hir walke which way she list. 

And rootes them vp, that lie in wait 
To worice hir treason, ere she wist : 

Hir force is such, against hir foes. 

That whom she meetes, she ouerthrowes. 

Tk€ Knight, 

The Knight is knowledge how to fight 

Against his Princes enimies. 
He neuer makes his walke outright. 

But leaps and skips, in wilie wise, 
To take by sleight a traitrous foe. 
Might slilie sedce their ouerthrowe. 

Tk€ Bishop, 

The Bishop he is wittie braine, 
That chooseth Crossest pathes to pace, 

And euermore he pries with paine. 
To see who sedces him most disgrace : 

Such straglers when he findes astraie. 

He takes them vp, and throwes awaie. 

Th€ Rooha, 

The Rookes are reason on both sides. 
Which keepe the comer houses still. 

And warily stand to watch their tides, 
By secret art to worke their will. 

To take sometime a thede vnseene. 

Might mischiefe meane to King or Qaeeae. 

The Paumes, 

The Pawne before the King, is peace. 
Which he desires to keepe at home, 

Plractise, the Queenes, which doth not oease 
Amid the worid abroad to roame. 

To finde, and fall vpon each fot. 

Whereas his mistres meanes to goe. 

Bdore the Knight, is perill plast. 
Which he, by skipping ouergoes, 

And yet that Pkwne can worke a cast. 
To ouerthrow his greatest foes ; 

The Bishops, prudence, prieng stiU, 

Which way to worice his masters wflL 

The Rookes poore Fawnes, are lillle swaines. 
Which seddome serue, except by hap. 

And yet those Pawnes, can toy thdr traines. 
To catch a great man, in a trap : 

So that I see, sometime a grooroe 

May not be sparM fimn his roomcL 

Thi Naimn of the daw ii«t. 
The King is statdy, lookii^ hie ; 
The Queene, doth bcare like maiestie : 
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The Knight, is hardie, valiant, wise : 

The Bishop, prudent and precise : 
The Rcokes, no raungers out of raie, 
The Pawnes, the pages in the plaie. 

Linvoy. 

Then rule with care, and quidce conceit. 
And fight witii knowledge, as with force ; 

So beare a braine, to dash deceit. 
And worke with reason and remorse : 

Forgiue a fault, when yoong men plaie, 

So giue a mate, and go your way. 

And when jrou plaie beware of Checke, 
Know how to saue and giue a necke : 
And with a Checke, beware of Mate ; 
But cheefe, ware had I wist too kte^: 

Loose not the Queene, for ten to one. 

If she be lost, the game is gone. 

(E a ivrny— E 3 vtrso, pp. 98-31.) 

A Most Excellent Passion. Set Downe 
By N. B. Gent 

Com yonglings com, that seem to make such mone. 
About a thing of nothing God he knowes : 
With sigfaes and sobs, and many a greeuous grooe^ 
And tridding teares, that secret sorow shewes, 
Leane, leaue to fiidne, and here behold indeed, 
The onely mati, may make your harts to bleed.' ' 

Whose state to tell ; no, neuer toong can teU : 
"Whose woes are such ; oh no, there are none sudi : 
M^hoae hap so hard ; nay rather halfe a heU : 
Whose griefe so much : yea God he.knowes too much : 
Whose wofull state, and greeuous hap (alas), 
The world may see, is such as neuer was. 

Good nature weepes to see hir selfe abused ; 
lU fortune shewes hir ftirie in hir face : 
Poore reason pines to see hir selfe refused : 
And dutie dies, to see his sore disgrace. 

Hope hangs the head, to see dispaire so neere ; 

And what but death can end this heauie cbeere ? 

O corsM cares, that aeuer can be knowne \ 

Dole, worse than death, when neuer tong can tell it : 



The hurt is hid, although the sorow showne. 
Such is my paine, no pleasure can expell it. 

Insnmme, I see I am ordainid I : 

To Uue in dole, and so in sorow die. 

Bdiold each teare, no tdkoi of s toy : 
But torments such, astfeaope mej hstit 
Each aobUng sigh, a s|giM otjlbdi 
That how I Uue, beleiiftinietism 

Each grone, a gripe, that makes me gespe for breath 

And euerie straine, a Irftter pang of 



Loe thus I line, but looking still to 
Andstini]ooke,bmstiilIaeeinf«iBe^ - 
And still in vafaie, aks, I lie and erie ^ » 
AndstiUIciie, botluMieaoesseof paiBfli ' 

So still in psjne. I Uue, kx)kB, lie» and erie ; 

When liope woold helpe, or death wcndd kt. 

Sometime I sleepe, a slumber, noiA sleepe : 
ilnil fhm T rtrrsmr (TBnil Imrrari) nf nn ilnHtTit, 
Batofsiidiwoes,aftnBkesniettsaiidiraepe " 
Vntiniwake,insiicli«pltkNi8i)UglM{ ••* 
As who behdd me sleeping or awaUi^» 
Would say my heart were in a l^eaaie tUdi^. 

Looke as the dew doth lie vpon the ground. 
So sits the sweate of sorrdw on my fine : 
Oh deadly dart, thatttro6kesd^dbe|Mmti>Qiind, 
Oh hateftin hst>* to ttt in sneh m pains : 
The hart is hurt, and bleedes tbe bodfe oust : 
Yet cannot die^ nor encr health reoooer. 



Then he or sbe, that hath a happle hand. 
To belpe si hart, that hath no hope to ttoe :. 
Come, come with speede» and do not stayiioli^ stand : 
But if no one, can any oooifort giue, 

Run to the Church, and bid the Sexton tonle 

A solemne knell, yet for a sioUe soule. 

Harke how it sounds, that sorrow ksteth loo^ : 
Long, long : long long: long long, and longer yet : 
Oh cruell Death ; thou doost medouble wion^. 
To let me lie so long in such a fit : 

Yet when I die, write nei^^ibors wliere 1 1^ ; 

Long was I dead, ere death would let me die.. 

(I 4r-rK, pp. 69^ 



11. — From ^EnglancTs Helicon:^ 1600. 



^ Phillida and Condon. 

IN the meny moneth of May, 
In a morne by breake of day, 
Fooith I walkM by the Wood side, 
Whenas May was in his pride : 
There I spiM all alone, 
PkilUda and Coridon. 
Much a-doo there was, God wot, 
He would loue, and she would not. 
She sayd neuer roan was true, 
He sayd, none was false to you. 
He sayd, he had lou'd her long, 
She sayd, Loue should haue no wrong. 
Coridon w6uld Idsse her then. 
She said, Maides must kisse no men, 
Till they did for good and alL 
Then she made the Sheepheard call 
All the heauens to witnesse truth : 
Neuer lou'd a truer youth. 
Thus with many a pretty oath, 
Yea and nay, and fidth and troth. 
Such as silly Sheepheards vse. 
When they wiU not Lbue abuse ; 
Loue, whidi had beene long deluded, 
Was with kisses sweete concluded. 
And Phillida with gariands gay : 
Was made the Lady of the May. 

N.Bnkm. 
(D^andomff.) 

^ A Fasforall qfPldQia and Condon. 

On a hill there growes a flower, 

fiiire befidl the dainty sweete : 

By that flower there is a Bower, 

where the beauenly Muses meete. 

In that Bower there Is a diaire, 

fiindgM all about with g(Ad : 
Where dooth sit the fidrest fidre, 

that eoer eye did yet behold. 
It U PkilUs, fiiire and bright, 

shee that is the Sheepheards ioy : 
Shee that ymms did despight, 

and did bUnd her little boy. 

This is she, the wise, the rich, 

that the workl desires to see : 



This is i/sa qutB, the which, 

there is none but ondy shee. 

Who would not this fauot admire? 

who would not this Saint adore? 
Who would not this sight desire, 

though he thought to see no more? 

Oh fidre eyes, yet let me see, 

one good looke, and I am gone : 

Looke on me, for I am hee, 
thy poore silly Coridou, 

Thou that art the Sheepheards Queene, 

looke vpon thy ^lly Swaine : 
By thy comfort haue beene scene 

dead men brought to life againe. 

N,BrtUm, 
(E a vtrso and E ^) 

^ A sweete PastoralL 

Good Muse rock me asleepe, 

with some sweet Harmonic : 

This wearie eye is not to keepe 
thy warie companie. 

Sweete Loue be gone a while, 

thou knowest my heauines : 

Beauty is borne but to beguile, 
my hart of happines. 

See how my little flocke 

that lou'd to feede on hie : 
Doo headlong tumble downe the Rodce, 

and in the Vallie die. ^ 

The bushes and the trees 

that were so fresh and greene : 
Doo all their dainty colour leese, 

and not a lodie is scene. 

The Black-bird and the Thrush, 

that made the woods to ring : 

With all the rest, are now at hush, 
and not a noate they sing. 

Sweete PhihmeU the bird, 

that hath the beauenly throate, 

Dooth now alas not one affoord 
recording of a noate. 
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The flowers haue had a frost, 

each hearbe hath lost her sanoitr : 

And PkilHda the fiOre hath lost, 
the oomfoit of her CBtuoor. 

Now all these carefull sights, 

so kill me in oonceite : 
That how to hope vpon ddigfats 

it is but meere deodte. 

And therefore my sweete Muse 

that knowest what helpe is best, 

Doo now thy heauenly cunning vie, 
to set my hart at resL 

And in a dreame bewray 

what fate shaU be my friend : 

Whether my life shall still decay 

or when my sorrow end. 

N. BrUom. 
(E f, F and vtrso,) 

^ Astrophell his Song ^Phillida o^Coridon. 

Faire in a mome, (d fairest mome) 

was neuer mome so faire : 
There shone a Sunne, tho«|gfa not the Simne, 

that shineth in the ayre. 
For of the earth, and from the earth, 

(was neuer such a creouure : ) 
Did come this face, (was neuer feu^e,) 

that carried such a feature. 
Vpon a hiU. (d blessed hUt, 

was neuer hill so blessM) 
There stoode a man, (was neuer man 

for woman so distress^) 
This man beheld a heauenly view, 

which did such vertue giue : 
As deares the blind, and helps the lame, 

and makes the dead man Hue. 
This man had hap, (6 happy man 

more happy none then hee ; ) 
For he had hap to see the hap, 

that none had hap to see. 
This silly Swaine, (and silly Swaines 

are men of meanest grace : ) 
Had yet the grace, (6 gracious guest) 

to hap on such a face. 
He pilty cryed, and pitty came, 

and pittied so bis paine : 
As dying, would not let bira die, 

but gaue him life againe. 
For ioy whereof he made such mirth, 

as all the woods did ring : 
And Pan with all his Swaines came foorth, 

to heare the Sheepheard sing. 
But such a Song sung neuer was, 

nor shall be sung againe : 
Of Phillida the Sheepheards Queene, 

and Coridon the Swaine. 
Faire Phillis is the Sheepheards Queene, 

(was neuer such a Queene as she,) 



And Coridom her oody Swaine, 

(was neoer such a Swaine as he) 
Faire PkiUis hath the fiurest £soe, 

that euer eye did yet bdiold : 
And Coridom the constants foith, 

that euer yet kept flocke in fold. 
Sweete PkillU is the sweetest swe e t e, 

that euer yet the earth did yeeld : 
And Coridon. the kindest Swaine. 

that euer yet kept Lambs in fidd. 
Sweete PkilomeU is PhilMs bird, 

though Coridom be he that can^t her : 
And Coridom dooth heare her sing, 

though Pkiliida be she that taught her. 
Poore Coridom dooth keepe the fields, 

though Pkiliida be she that owes them : 
And PkiUida dooth walke the Meades, 

though Coridom be he that mowes them. 
The little Lambs are PkHHs kwe, 

though Coridom is he that feedes tliem : 
The Gardens frure are Pkillis ground, 

though Coridom be he that weedes them. 
Since then that Pkillis onely is, 

the onely Sheepheards onely Queene : 
And Coridom the onely Swaine, 

that onely hath her Sheepheard beene. 
Though Pkillis keepe her bovrer of state, 

shaU Coridom consume away : 
No Sheepheard no, woike out the weeke, 

and Sunday shall be holy-day. 

N. 
(Q 4-5 and H.) 

^ Coridons supplication to Phillis. 

Sweete Phillis, if a silly Swaine, 

may sue to thee for grace : 
See not thy louing Sheepheard slaine, 

with looking on thy frice. 
But thinke what power thou hast got, 

vpon my Flock and mee : 
Thou seest they now regard me not, 

but all doo follow thee. 
And if I haue so Carre presum'd, 

with prying in thine eyes : 
Yet let not comfort be constun'd, 

that in thy pitty lyes. 
But as thou art that Pkillis foire, 

that Fortune fouour giues : 
So let not Loue dye in despaire, 

that in thy fauour lines. 
The Deere doo brouse vpon the bryer, 

the birds doo pick the cherries : 
And will not Beauty graum Desire, 

one handfull of her berries ? 
If it be so that thou hast swome, 

that none shall looke on thee : 
Yet let me know thou dost not scome. 

to cast a look on mee. 
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But if thf beanty make thee pronde, 

thinke then what is ordain'd : 
The heanens hane neuer yet alow'd, 

that Lone shooki be disdain'd. 
Then least the Fates that fiuiour lone, 

should corse thee for Tnkind : 
Let me report for thy behoooe. 

the honour of thy mind. ' 
Let Coridon with full consent, 

set downe what he hath seene : 

That PkilUda with Loues content, 

is swome the Sheepheards Qnaena 

N.Brtim, 
(H 5 and verso,) 

^ A Sheepheards dieame. 

A Silly Sheepbeard lately sate 

among a flock of Sheepe : 
Where musing long on this and that, 

at last he fen asleepe. 
And in the sinmber as he lay, 

he gane a pitteous groane : 
He thought his sheepe were runne away, 

and he was left alone. 
He whoopt, he whistled, and be calTd, 

but not a sheepe came neere him : 
Which made the Sheei^eard sore appall'd, 

to see that none would heare him. 
But as the Swid&e amazid stood, 

in this most solemne value ; > 
Came PkilUda foorth of the wood, 

and stoode before the Swaine. 
Whom when the Sheepbeard did behold, 

be straite htgui to weepe : 
And at the hart be grew a-cold, 

to thinke vpon his sheepe. 
For well he knew, where came the Queene, 

the Sheepbeard durst not stay : 
And where that be durst not be seene, 

the sheepe must needes away. 
To aske her if she saw his flock, 

might happen padence mooue : 
And haue an annswere with a mock, 

that such demaunders prooue. 
Yet for because he saw her come 

alone out of the wood : 
He thought he would not stand as dombe, 

when speach might doo him good. 



And therefore fidling on his knees, 
to aske but for his sheepe : 

He did awake, and so did leese 
the honour oC bis aleepe. 

(K 3 vtrso and K 4.) 



N, Briton, 



^ A Report Sang in a dname^ betweene a 
Shupheard and his NimpK 

Shall we goedaunoe the bay? The bay? 
Neuer pipe could euer play 

better Sheepheards Roundelay. 

Shan we goe sing the Song? The Song? 
Neuer Loue did euer wrong : 

&ire ICaides hold hands an a4ong. 

Shan we goe leame to woo? To woo? 
Neuer thought came euer too, 

better deede could better doo. 

SbaUwegoeleametokisse? ToUsse? 
Neuer hart could euer misse 

comfort, where true meaning is. 

Thus at base they run. They run. 
When the sport was acarse begun : 

bat I wakt, and aU was doo. 

N. BreioM. 
(B b vtrso.) 

^ Another of the Same. 

Say that I should say, I loue ye? 

would you say, tis but a saying? 
But if Loue in prayers mooue ye? 

win you not be moou'd with prajring ? 

Think I think that Loue shouki know ye? 

wUl you thinke, tis but a thhiking? 
But If Loue the thought doo show ye, 

win ye kx>se jrour eyes with winking? 

Write that I doo write you blessM, 

win jrou write, tis but a writing ? 

But if truth, and Loue coofesse it : 

wfll ye doubt the true enditing? 

No, I say, and thinke, and write it, 

write, and thinke, and say your pleasure : 
Loue, and truth, and I endite it, 

you are blessM out of measure. 

N, Breton. 
(B b Vino and B 3 a.) 
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Page 3, coL i, L 5, 'lustUsu' » without Inst— 110^ 
'Ustkss:' L 19, 'j/«^'»to be in bed late: iHd, 
'aiMiMir/' Bs amongst: L a (from bottom), * Isop' ^ 
hyssop : coL a, L x, *prittu' = privet : L 7, *SawirU* 
s savery or savory — well known still : L 13, ' PamU 
Riall:* a common garden-flower: L 19, 'htUoms' s* 
batcbelor's buttons— weU-known flower so called — 
yellow : see Glossarial Index, s,v,, on all these flowers 
and beri3S : t ax, ' Condii* s condnit 

P. 4, coL X, L xa, • Sweeiingt' ^ %, kind of sweet 
apple: 

" The nreeting, for iHiote Mice the plowboyes oft make wafre:** 

Dnytoo, Ppfy., waa^ it. 

L 93, 'suii* ss snub, reproach : see Glossarial Index* 
J.V., for examples : L 36, ' inJLnt * s in the finis or end : 
1. 41. *allia* = alleys : ooL a, L 4, '>/A^' = Jerk with 
finger nail, a blow (half playfully) : L ay, ' wkarwas ' as 
where, at wliich or in wliich : L 37, 'ficktkamkt* s 
flatterer, fawner : L a8, *nd* a resolved or solved : L 
38, ' sedd ' = seldom. 

P. 5, ooL X, L 4. *eaih* s easy : L 5 (from bottom). 
*d€scrU* s describe : ooL a, t ax, ' Crwsat' — an equi- 
voque on cross » ill-tempered, and cross » sign of the 
Church (' Bishop ' representing it) : 1. 38, * comer kousa* 
= drinking and gambling : cf. Proverbs viL 8, xa. 

P. 6, coL X, L X5, ' had I wist:* see Glossarial Index, 
I.V., for this favourite phrase of Breton : ooL a, L 5, 
'i^' = trifle. 

P. 7, ooL X, Phittida and Coridom, In the Cosens 
MS. (mentioned in the Note page a) the opening thus 
runs: — 

In the merrie mooeth of May 

In a morae by breake of daie, 
With a troope of damselU playinge 

Forthe the wode forsooth a-Maying : 
When anon by the wode side 

Where that May was in his pride 
I espied all alone, etc. 

which is superior to the text of E. H. In L xo, for 
' none' the MS. reads 'neuer/ and in 1. 11, 'cold' = 
could, for ' should : ' in L 18. 1 felt disposed to accept the 
MS. Miu'd' for the E. H. 'loud :* in 1. 19, 'Then* for 
* Thus :' 1. 23, • When they doe not loue abuse :' L 23, 
' that ' tor ' which :' the closing couplet is in the MS. : — 

And the mayde, with garlandes gaye 
Was the Lady of the May. 

Ibid., A Pastorall of Phillis and Coridon, This also is 
in the Cosens MS. ; but the variations are nearly alto- 
gether in mere spelling. In st. a, 1. 4, for ' that euer 
eye did,' the MS. reads 'That did euer:' the MS. also 
gives this additional closing stanza, which certainly 
rounds the little poem well : — 

Make him Hue that djring longe 

Neuer durst for comfort seeke ; 
Thou shalt heare so sweete a songe 

Neuer shepperde sounge the like. 



ibid,, coL a, ./4 fmetU fastoralL This too b in the 
Cosens MS. ; bat the variatkms are only ortbogrmplikal. 
t^, 'bird'isspdled'burde;' 'Phflomele* • PInkaiiene.' 
In St. 4, L 3. ' ikar ' Is 8 kMe or vaaamz in at. 6^ L 4, 
' f tew di ng* *■ cfaatlcr or pnactioe* 

P. 8, coL X, AstrophOl Hs Samg ^ PkUHda and 
Caridam, Once OMXC, this is in the Cosens xs. IsIL 
3-9 it leads: — 



lasoBMbyktBotlhe 
For of die cardi and fieoi die caitiu though 

Did cvBHM thh fim, oh Beaer &oe thai 
Nofw oa a hill, etc 

The 'of '—'of the earth* sappUes m lack of EL H. 
wfaicfa I adopt: In L zap the MS. nms (badlj) 'iorooe 
man,' and in L X3, *oh' for 'a,' and L 14. 'tbst 
doth sudi vertoe giner' L 15, 'heales' lor 'helps:' 
then follow these >— 



This dole iwalne, and 
Had yett the grace, oh gradmsguifte, togaaeon aocfaeahoe. 
This man had happ to see the luqpp that be had hnppt to see^ 
Hee pittie oyde, dc 




Besides the transposition, ' gnifte ' seems preferable to 
'guest' of E.H.: L a6, 'of' for 'so:' L 30^ *that'fcr 
'as:' L 34. 'wiU' for 'shall:' L 37, 'Sweete* ior 
' Fahe,' and so onward. Ibid, 06L s, L 4, 'that eoer 
yett did eye 'for 'that euer eye did yet:' L 6, 'yet had 
lambe in folde ' for ' yet kept flodce in folde : ' 1. 7, ' Faire ' 
for ' Sweete,' and then :~ 

-hath the fisirot witt that euer yet tlie wocld did fareede 



And Condon die tmest harte that euer yett waie ahqipodes 

weede 
Sweete Phillis is the oolte sweete," 



1. xo, ' euer yett dyd kepe the feOde' for ' euer yet kept 
Lambs in field :' L 11, ' Philomen ' for * Philomel].' and 
' yett Choridon was he that caught her ' for ' though 
Coridon be he :* then 11. 15-33 thus read in the MS. :— 

The litle bunbes are Phillis loue yett Coridon is he that feedes 

them 
And gardens swete are PhilUs groondes, yett Condon is he yt 

weedesthem: 
Poore Coridon doth keepe the feOde thocq^ Phillida be At 

that owes them. 
And Phillida doth waike the meades yet Cdridon is he tkat 

mowes them: 

the last couplet in MS. : — 

Noe shepperde, goe worice oat thy weeke, 
and Sunday will be hoUyday. 

In coL a, 1. 5, ' CMu/oif/lr '=constantest or most constant 
Ibid.t and p. 9, col. a, Cbridons snppiication to PAxiUs: 
this also is in the Cosens MS. In st. 3, L z, the MS. has 
'to' = too for 'so,' and in the last st L 3, * consent' 
for ' content,' — both perhaps preferable. 

P. 9, col. I, A Skeephiards dreamt : this again is in 
the Cosens MS. In st. 4, L 36, MB. reads *oute' for 
' foorth : ' other variations orthographical only. G. 
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NOTE. 

For the unrestricted use of the Manuscript (or rather Manuscripts) whence 
this Part Second of Daffodils and Primroses is derived, I am indebted to its 
cultured possessor and my ever-obliging friend, F. W. Cosens, Esq., Queen's 
Gate, London. It is a thin quarto, and consists of selected Poems from Print and 
MSS. of the period. Oiur Notes to Part First of these Daffodils and Primroses 
have indicated those of Breton's that appeared in * England's Helicon.' Similariy 
a considerable number will fall to be noted — with various readings — as having 
appeared in the 'Arbor of Amorous Deuices' (157^) in the Notes thereto. Those \ 
now given — no fewer than Thirty-three — ^are placed consecutively along with 
the already known and admitted poems of Breton in Part First They have 
never (it is believed) been before printed ; and it is thus our privilege to famish for 
the first time some of the most characteristic and daintiest productions of our 
' sweet Singer.' Besides these there are early copies of Poems by Sidney and 
Spenser and others. On all these, and for a minute account of the Manuscript, the 
Reader is referred to' our Memorial- Introduction. Meantime two things date the 
MS. for us : {a) That there are very evidently contemporary ' Laments ' (including 
' Amoris Lacrimae') for Sir Philip Sidney, who died October 7th, 1586 ; {d) These 
inscriptions on a fly-leaf: 'Anthonie Babingtoun of Warringtonn 1596: Roger 
Wright me possidet ex dono Henrici frattre meo ' [sic]. The portion of the MS. 
whereon Breton's pieces are written is an early Elizabethan hand, and the ortho- 
graphy of an ancient type. Later, there is a noticeable poem on Pym, and ' An 
Elegie upon the death of my deare sister M. W. who died of a feavour the 7® 
of January An. Do. 1653 A"° Aet. 18.' There are at least four handwritings in 
the MS. Throughout I have adhered to the original in integrity; but (i.) 1 have 
commenced each line with a capital, instead of irregular capitals and small letters ; 
(2.) For the nearly no punctuation, 1 have punctuated so as to bring out the sense 
in conformity with Breton's usual punctuation ; (3.) Scribal mistakes are cor- 
rected, and pointed out in relative Notes ; (4.) Contractions are extended, and a 
few words accentuated ; (5.) To such as have no headings 1 have deemed it weU 
to give headings — drawn from the text 

At the close of the poems from Mr. Cosens' MS., I have added others from the 
Tanner MSS. in the Bodleian, Oxford, and one little commendatory piece found 
prefixed to Taylor the Water-Poet's Sculler (1612). 

In Notes and Illustrations a few things are explained. — G. 



Poems from hitherto Unprinted mss. 



I. [Elizabeth Regina.] 

When nature fell to studie firste to frame a daintie 

peece 
That might put downe those painted toyes Appelles 

wrought in Greece ; 
When heavnelie powres were happlie mett, and did 

in counsell stande 
To finishe vp a peece of wurke that Phisis^ had in 

hande ; 
The Sunne withhelde his wonnted course, the 

pianettes made a staie. 
The dowdes were gone, the windes were downe, 

time durst not steale away : 
The Muses tunde their instrumentes, the Nightingale 

her throate, 
The litle windes amidde the leaves did yeelde a 

heavnelie note, 
The lambes and Rabbottes ranne at base, the fishes 

fell to playe, 
Bothe Sainctes and men, beastes, fishe, and fowle, 

did ioye to see y« daye ; 
The dewes did glue so sweete an aire, the Sonne did 

shine so bright 
That reason sawe that nature wrought the highest 

heavnes delight. 

The earthe whereon she shewde her art, was vertues 
E 
E Ezcellenoe, L 

L The laboure that she layde thereon, was loue with 
diligence, I 

I The compas of her heade conceite, was Judgment of 
the wise, 2 

Z Her harte she made of heavnely ceale. that hath no 

hollowe eyes : 
A ' 

A Authoritie she made the marke, to shewe a Princesse 

fiice 
B 
B And Beawtie was the heavnelie hue that gave the 

fovor gFEice ; 
E 
£ Entire good will that sawe this wurke whereon highe 

fiancies fedd, 

T 
T. Brought naked Truthe to make the werke vnto this 

happie hedd. n 

H. Her armes were bothe of Honnors wrought, her 
handes were Natures Arte, 
Whose fingers like the Spinners threddes will holde 
the strongest harte. 

1 Physis, Le. ^itk. 



R B 

RE By reason and Endeuor then did nature drawe a 

breste ^ 

G That shewde an Angell for her shape, a Goddesse 
for the rest. . 

I Her lower limmes were Justice stales, that shuld dis- 
honor hate, 

N 
N Her feete were notes of vertues steppes, that doe 

vpholde her state. 
A 
A When these were all in order plast, and finely putt 

togither. 
The Aungells, and the heavnelie powres on heapes 

ran pressing thither ; 
And nature when she veiwde her wurke, did stande 

as in amaze, 
IThe Sunne, the moone, and all the stanes stood 

euerie one at gase ; 
But as they stood was harde a voyce from out the 

loftie side, 
Bad haste awaie, for higher powres were cuAing 

by and by ; 
For happie £Eune throughe heavne and earth had it so 

Car comended 
That Jove himselfe badd nature leave, itt oolde not 

be amended. 
And therewithall the Sunne and moone shone both 

at once so faire, 
The starres did shoote, and made alofte such fier 

wurkes in the Aire, 
The lightninges flashM to and fro, throughe heavens 

was such a thunder 
As if the gods came downe from heaven to see this 

Earthely wunder ; 
But thunder ceast, I harde a sounde singe Sola 

sanctacara, 
The name of Natures finest wurke is Excellensa rara. 
Who further seekes in plainer sence this blessM 

Aungell's name 
The substance wheron nature wrought will easelie 

shewe the same. 
Thus with a sweete consort at length awaie the 

Muses goe 
And lefte the wurke, before my face that did awake 

me so. 

2. [In Sadness.] 

The pretie Turtle dove that with no litle moane 
When she hathe loste her loving make, sitts moominge 
all alone ; 
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The swanne that alwaies singes an howre before her 
deathe. 
Whose deadlie gr3rves doe gitie the groues that drawe 
awaie [her] breathe ; 
The Pdlkan tiut pecks the bltid oat of her breit 
And bjr her deathe doth onlie feede her jounge ooei 
in the nest ; 
The harte emparkM doase within a plotte of grotmde. 
Who dare not oaerlooke the pale for feare of hunters 
hounde ; 
The hounde in kennell tyed that heares the diase goe by. 
And booties wishing foote abroade, in ndne doth 
howle and crye ; 
The tree with witherde topp, that hathe his braunches 
deade, 
And hangeth downe his highest bowcs, wliile other 
houlde vpp heade ; 
Endure not half the deathe, the sorrowe nor disgrace 
That my poore wretched minde abids, where none can 
waile my case. 

For truth hath loste his trust, more dere then turtle doue, 
And what a death to suche a life, that suche a paine 
dothe proue ; 
The Swan for sorrow singes, to see her deathe so nye, 

I die because I see my deathe, and yet I can not d]re. 
The Pdlican doth feede her younge ones with her bludd, 
I blede to death to feede desires yt doe me neuer good ; 
My hart cmpark^d rounde, within the grounde of greif, 
Is so besett with howndes of hate, yt lookes for no 
reldf ; 
And swete desire my dogg is doggM so with care. 
He cries and dies to here delightes and come not wher 
they are ; 
My tree of true delight is sokde with sorrow soe. 
As but the heavnes do sooner hdpe, wilbe his ouer- 
throwc ; 
In summe, my dole, my deathe, and my disgrace is suche 
As neucr man ihat eucr lyvde knewe cuer halfe so 
muche. 



3. [Love Rejected.] 

Goc muse vnto the bower, whereas the mistress dwelles, 
And tell her of her scrvaunte's loue, but tell her nothing 
ells ; 
And spcake but in her eare, that none maie heare but she, 
That if she not the sooner helpe, there is no helpe for 
me. 
Not that I feare to speake, but it is straunge to heare 
That she will ncuer looke on him, that howldes her 
loue so deere. 
Perhaps she knows it not, or if she doe, she will not, 
Yet let her kindnes haue a care that thoughe she hurte 
she kill not ; 
And thoughe it be so straunge, yet let her this beleue me 
That dead men lyve, yet I am dead yet liue, if she re- 
leue me. 



^FW; afn 



For yet are not so cookie the coles of kinde 
But in the ashes liues a sparke to kindle love a 

W«^ fier his fiiell hathe bat from those fiurest 
Where Caithe doth borne and fatw****^ flame, and ftnor 
neuer dyes. 

4. [My Lady-Love.] 

Neuer thinke vpon anoye. 

Where the harte hath tudie a Joye. 

Bat head leave akinge, 

Harte is in better takinge ; 

Eies leave yoor weepinge, 

Loue hath sweete thougfates in kepinge ; 

Harte howlde thine owne yitt. 

Loue is not ooerthrowne yitt. 

And the heavnes them sdues bane swotne, 

Loue shall neuer be forlome. 

See howe she chaunoeth. 

That all true loue advaunceth ; 

Sweete be that smile yitt. 

That bydes me line a-while yitt ; 

Euer be Isrvinge 

Those eyes suche comfort giving ; 

That when loue was almost slaine. 

Made him whole at harte agaiafe 

Oh heavndie feature, 
Was neuer suche a creature 
Riche in best treasure ; 
Beawties pride, honors pleasure, 
Faire with suche graces 
As putteth downe all faces : 
Oh she is the heavnelie[st] Qoene 
That the worlde hathe euer seene. 

Quene of suche powTC 

As sweeteth cuery sowre ; 

Heavnelie perfeccon. 

All perfect loves dyrection ; 

Loue of that offence 

That showes the only presence 

Of those blessed angel Is eyes, 

Where loue lives and neuer dyes. 

5. [Breton's Resolution.] 

If beawtie did not blinde the eies, it were a bless^ thin^ 

to see, 
But when it spoiles the eye sight so, it is no looking 

glasse for me. 
If riches did not fall to rust, then woulde I loue the 

gowlden heape, 
But since that drosse dothe fall to duste I will not sowe 

& other reape. 
If wisdome did not maze the wittes and all the sence of 

reason passe, 
I wolde be wise, but hate the witt to make a wise man 

proue an asse. 
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If gFammer were not oute of grace, then wolde I gladlie 

goe to schoole, 
But when that learning bathe no lucke I see the wise is 

but a foole. 
Yf honor were not cause of pride, then woulde I wishe 

authoritie, 
But since that pride is in such hate, I make no haste to 

dignitie. 
If loue were not the deathe of life, then wolde I leame 

the life to love, 
But since I finde the passion suche, I doe not care the 

paine to proue. 
But since that beawtie, loue, welth, witt, bothe learning 

and the loftie powre. 
And euery thought of euery sweete dothe carrie suche a 

secrett sowre ; 
I will resolue on this oonodte, to sett my hart on none 

of these. 
But on that heavnlie loue of His that harde misfortime 

cannot leese ; 
Whose face is fayrer then the sunne, whose brightest 

beawtie euer shineth. 
And deeres the des, and cheeres the harte, that to His 

holy will enclineth. 
Whose loue is suche aj oye of life, as lets the knier neuer dye. 
Who d3red for loue, and lines with loue, wher loue doth 

line etemallie ; 
Whose Mrelth is such a worlde of iojres, as neuer worlde 

can comprehende, 
And doth in comfort still encrease when all the world 

shall have an ende. 
Whose wisdome in the waie of truthe, doth so vnite the 

wites together, 
As leades them to the havne of rest, that ranging were 

they know not whether. 
Whose learning is the law of love, whose love is all the 

lawe of life, 
Wher patience dothe by prayre find the happie end of 

euerie strife ; 
Whose powre is as fieure firom pride, as heavnlie firom 

hellishe hate, 
Who soometh none but loueth all, as well the lowe as 

highe of state. 
This is the Beawtie, loue, wdthe, witt, the leaminge and 

the living powr 
That shewes the sowle the secrett sweete that neuer 

tasteth of the sowre ; 
And blessM be that beawtie sweete, that is no swete 

vnto the sight, 
But in the harte of highest love is founde the lampe of 

heavnlie light. 
And ten times honor to that love, wher fitdthfuU hope 

dothe euer line 
From whence the sowle reodues the sweete y' merde 

doth repentaunce giue ; . 
And euer liue that lovdy store, that shewes the treasure 

of the minde, 
Wher humble fidthe doth winne the wdthe that worldlie 

fortune cannot find. 



And worship to that wisdome greate, that is the grace of 

highest witt 
And shewes the humble sowle the sweete, where merde 

doth in glorie sitt. 
And glory to that heavnly grace, that giues the rule of 

perfect loue. 
Which findes the onlie sweete of sweetes that neuer anie 

sorrow proue. 
And praise vnto that highest powre, wher merde is y« 

marke of grace 
That he that hath no rest on earth in heavne shall haue 

a dwelling place. 
This beawtie, loue, this wdth, this witt, this learning 

and this living powre. 
This summe of sweete which doth admitt no summe at 

all of anie sowre. 
The wisdome how to knowe all these and powre to vse 

them to the best 
In these desires to liue and die doth Bretons resohioon 

rest 



6. [Faith Disdained.] 

When late decreeth. 
Fortune agreeth 
And fande seeth. 
But faithes distres 
Of hart all hopeles, 
And hope all hapdes, 
The sorrow endles 
Can none ezpresse. 
When faithe vnfainM 
Shalbe disdainM, 
And fauor gainM, 
By fiucyes treason. 
The bitter padence 
That bids Uie absence 
Of wishM presence, 
Is paste all reason. 

And he that lyeth 
And euer cryeth. 
And neuer spyeth 
How hope male liue ; 
Must be contented 
To be tormented. 
Till harte relented 
May fauor g3rue. 
Till when and euer 
Revolting neuer, 
I willperseuer 
Where firste I stood. 
Where &ithe hath seruM 
To haue deseruM, 
The swete presemid 
To doe me good. 

Finis. 
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7. [The Rose the Queene,] 

The feildes are grene, the springe growes on a-paoe. 

And nature's arte beginns to take the ayre ; 
Each herb her sent, ech flowre doth shewe her grace, 

And beawtie braggeth of her bravest layre. 
The lambes and Rabbottes sweetely runne at base, 

The fowles do plume, and fishes fall to playe ; 
The muses all haue chose a settinge-plaoe 

To singe and play the sheppherdes runddey. 
Poore Choridon the onlie sillye swaine^ 

That only Hues and doth but onlie liue ; 
Ys now become, to finde the heavndy vaine. 

Where happie hope dothe highest comfort gyve. 
The little wren that neuer sunge a note 

Is peepinge nowe to proue how she can singe ; 
The nightingale hath sett in tune her throte, 

And all the woodes with little Robins ringe. 
Loue is abroade as naked as my nayle. 

And litle byrdes doe flycker from their nestes ; 
Diana sweete hath sett aside her vaile, 

And Phillis shewes the beawtie of her brestes. 
Oh blessM brestes, the beawtie of the Springe ! 

Oh blessM Springe that suche a beawtie showes ! 
Of highest trees the hollye is the Kinge, 

And of all flowres faire fall the Queue the Rose. 

8. [Let Love kill me.] 

Oh eies, leave of your weepinge, 
Loue hath the thoughtes in keepinge, 
That maie content jree ; 
Let not this misconceivinge 
Where comfortes are receyving, 
Causles torment yee. 

Clowdes threaten but a showre, 
Hope hath his happie howre 
Thoughe longe in lastinge : 
Time nedes must be attended, 
Loue must not be offended 
With to muche hastinge. 

Yitt oh the painefull pleasure, 
Wher loue attendes the leizure 
Of loves wretchednes ; 
Where hope is but illusion, 
And feare but a confusion 
Of loues happines. 

Yitt happie hope that sceth 
Howe loue and life agrecth. 
Of life depriue me ; 
Or let me be assurM, 
When life hath death endurM 
Loue will revive me. 

But if I be that louer 
That neuer shall recouer 
But spight shall spill me, 
Then let thus much suffize me. 



That heavnes this death deuise me. 
That loue shulde kill me. 

Finis. 

9. [Mine only Princesse.] 

Faire, fairer then the Cedrest ! 

Oh hart how thow dispairest ! 
Yitt beawtie is not pitiles 

And therefore be not comfortles. 

Oh eies that starres resemble 1 
Oh sences, howe ye tremble ! 

Yitt neuer feare your blindnes, 

They are but lightes of kindnes. 

Oh face of heavnely feature I 

Oh dye not wretched creature I 

The comfort neuer dyeth 
That in her favor lyeth. 

Oh gracious heavnely goddesse ! 

Evne of thy heavnely goodnesse 
Cast one good looke vppon me. 

That am thus wo begon me. 

That I may sale and vowe itt. 

And reason may allow itt ; 
If anie helpe the helpeles 

It is mine only Princesse. 
Finis. 

10. Choridon's Dreame. 

Fast by a fountaine sweete and dere 

Within a quechy springe ; 
Mine eyes did see, myne eares did heare, 

A heavnely aungell singe. 

Her face to faire was to beholde. 

Yet had I oft a glaimce ; 
But when I sought to be so boulde 

I fell into a traunce. 

For as vpon the siluer streames 
Hath Phoebus fairest grace ; 

Euen so beholde the sunny beames 
That sitt vpon her face. 

And for her voyce, it was no sounde 
That humaine creatures make ; 

For where the eccho did rebounde 
Itt makes the earth to shake. 

And when she gan for to divide 
The musicke of her thoughte ; 

Then Philomelas note was tride 
To be a thinge of noughte. 

Now when I harde the songe so sweete 
I drewe me somewhat nere her ; 

And close on handes and feete did creepe. 
To sitt where I might heare her. 
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And secretlie awhile vnseene 

Harde by this heavndy springe 

I satt, whereas I sawe this Queene, 
And harde this Angell singe. 

Ah Philiida, poore Phill, quothe shee 

This mourning is but vaine ; 
Thy ioy is so farre gon fro thee 

It cannot come againe. 

Thy Shepperd dead, thy flocke do feede 

Vpon the barren hills : 
And thy best herb is but a reede 

That all thy garden spilles. 

Thy daintie springe is dryed awaye 
That dyd thy garden nourishe ; 

And when thy flowres did all decaye. 
How can thy garden flourishe. 

No Phillis, now farewell to love 

Thy life is dead and gon ; 
And all the hope of thy behofe, 

Is heavne to thinke vpon. 

Base is the riche, blinde are the wise, 

Vnfortunate the foyre ; 
And honor in discomfort dyes 
When loue is in dispaire. 

But to despight dispaire, quothe shee. 

Death shalbe yet a frende ; 
When with a shrike she wakM me. 

And so my dreame did end. 

Fhiis. 

II. S^ Ph. Sydney's Epitaph. 

Deepe lamenting losse of treasure, 

Showed tormentinge vrithout measure ; 

Wisdome vraylinge, honor cryinge, 
Vertue weeping and loue dyinge ; 

All together doe betoken 

Greater greife then can be spoken. 

Losse of wealth may be reconered, 
Deadlie perill soone discouered ; 

Mortall woundes may be endurM, 
And the deepest may be curM ; 

But my hope of hdpe is none 

For both loue, and life, is gone. 

When I lyvM, then I lovM, 

But my loue from life remould ; 

And dispaire discomfort givinge, 
What is this but dyinge lyving? 

Dying deathe a sorrow sucfae, 

Neuer creature knewe so muche. 

Reasons senoe and leaminges sweetinge 
Where the muses had theire meetinge 

Nature's grace and honors glory, 
Of the worlde the woliiU storye ; 



spoils 



That with bitter teares be redd 

Sweete S^ Phillipp Sydney dead. 

• 

Dead ? oh no, in heavne he liueth 

Whom the heavnes suche honor giueth ; 

That thoughe heere his bodie lye 
Yitt his sowle shall neuer d]re ; 

But as fame can perish neuer, 
So his faith shall line for euer. 



Finis. 



12. [Love Dead] 



Sitting late with sorrow sleepinge. 

Where harte bledd and eies were weepinge ; 
I might see from heavnes descendinge, 

Beawtie mouminge for loves endinge ; 
When with handes most wofull wringinge, 

She entombes him with this singinge. 

Muses now leave of enditinge, 

Poettes all giue ouer writinge ; 
Nymphes come teare your tender heares, 

Shepperdes all come shedde your teares ; 
Cupid now is but a warlinge. 

Death hath wounded honors darling. 

Curste death, and all to cruell, too 

Hast thow stolne mine only Jewell? 

Doe the heavnelie fates so spight me 
As on earth shall nought delight me? 

But of suche a J eye bereave me. 

As no loue of life shall leave me I 

Goe then flocke, leave of your feedinge, 

All your life lyes now a-bledinge ; 
When my Shepperde did attend yow. 

Wolf nor Tygre colde offend yow ; 
But nowe he is dead and gone, 

I shall loose yow euerie one. 

Sorrowes all come shewe your powres, 
Earthe giue ouer bringing flowres ; 

Neuer trees nowe beare more fruite, 
Lett all singinge birdes be mute ; 

And of loue no more be spoken, 
For the harte of loue is broken. 

Therewithall as in a <%lowde 

She did all her shining shrowde ; 
When sweete Phillis gaue suche groanes 

As did pearce the very stones. 
That the Earth with sorrowe shakM 

And poore Choridon awak^ 



Finis. 



13. [Faithful unto death.] 

Wytt whether will you ? 

Eyes what dothe ayle yee ? 
Harte what doth kill yowe? 

Senoes why fayle yee ? 
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Yf Aebotcyslhee 

V1?WHnff1 HHJ ffVII flflCI 

Yf ilM dMft Ihee 

Hopcof tte bm jritt. 

inoiiUM Hw oiiiiMng ince 

Dm Boc gfaM over. 
Tboqgbe ibe bath ilajne ibce 

i4« [TniititoriDeti.] 



Finis. 




A^aDteroidid 
Hie 



Tyme It bat ihort*, aad dMcte tlw ooom cT 
Pleawrai doe pai bat af a puffe of wyade, 
Can hath aooooque to make lor eocry cnrme, 
And peace ablds bat wUh tlw fettled adiMSe. 

Of Htle peine dolh padenoe gnat pfftci w iP i 

And after tidwnet hehhe is daintie sweete ; 

A frende it best approuM at a neede, 

And iweete the Uiought where care and Idndnes meete. 

Then thinkc what comfort dothe of Icyndnes breede, 
To knowe thy syduies sorrowe to thy frende ; 
And Ictt thy foithe vpon this favoure feede. 
That loue i^all liuc when death shall hatie an ende. 

And he that liues assurM of thie loue, 
Pmyes for thy life, thy health and highest happe ; 
And hopcii to tee the hight of thy behove. 
And in the sweete of loues deare lappe. 

Tyll when, take paines to make thic pillow softe, 
And uke a nap for natures better reste ; 
Hee lyves belowe, that yitt dothe look alofte, 
And of n freinde doth not alTecte the leste. 



Finis. 



15. [The Nightingale and Phillis.] 

Vpon a deintie hill sumtime, 

Did feede a flocke of sheepe ; 
Whore Coridon woulde leame to cl)rnie. 

His title lambes to keepe. 




*e piayde bat AoUb Hooda 



Aad wben rfwbat b^^sto 
Of aheppodia oad tfMir I 

She made the litle voodes so linfa 
They wakte me from my sleepe. 
Finis. 



16. [Heait-Pain.] 

At my harte there is a peine, 

Neuer peine so pincht my hart ; 

More then halfe with sonowe alaine 
And the peine wiU yitt not pert. 

Oh my harte how it dothe bleede 
Into droppes of bitter teares I 

While my fidthfull lone dothe feede 
But on Csncyes only feares. 

Ah poore loue why doit thow Uoe? 

Thus to see thie serrioe kMte ; 
If she will no comforte giue 

Malce an end, giue vp the ghoete. 

That she may at last i^tpitme 

That shee hardly long bdeued ; 

That the hart will die for love 
That is not in time relehred. 



iri^^ 
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Oh that eaer I was borae 

Service so to be refusM ; 
Faithfiill loue to be forlorne 

Neuer loae was so abusM. 

But sweete loue, be still a while 

She that hurte the soone may heale the ; 
Sweete I see vrithin her smile 

More then reason can reveale thee. 

For thoughe shee bee riche and £eure 
Yitt is she both wise and kinde ; 

And therfore doe not dispaire 
But thy faithe may £avor finde. 

And althoughe shee be a Queene 
That male suche a make despise ; 

Yitt with silence all vnseene 

Run, and hide thee in her eyes. 

Wher if she will lett the dye 

Yitt at latest gaspe of breathe 

Say that in a ladyes eye 

Loue both tooke his lif and deathe. 
Finis. 

17. [Olden Love-making.] 

In time of yor when Shepperds dwelt 

Vpon the moimtaine rockes ; 
And simple people neuer felte 

The paine of louers mockes ; 
But litle birdes wowld cary tales 

Twixte Susen and her Sweetinge ; 
And all the dainty Nightingals 

Dyd singe at louers meetinge. 
Then might you see what lookes did pas 

Where ^epperds dyd assemble ; 
And wher the life of true loue was, 

When hartes could not dissemble. 

Then yea and nay was thought an oathe 

That was not to be dowted ; 
And when it came to faith & troathe 

We were not to be flowted. 
Then did they talke of Curds & creame, 

Of butter cheese and mUke : 
There was no speach of sonny beame, 

Nor of the golden silke. 
Then for a guifte a rowe of pinnes, 

A purse, a paire of Knyves ; 
Was all the waie that love begins. 

And so the shepperd wyves. 
But now we haue so muche adoe 

And are so sore agreuM ; 
That when we goe aboute to woe 

We cannot be beleuM. 
Such choise of Jewells, ringes ft chaines 

That maie but fauo'' move ; 
And suche Intollerable paines 

Ere one can hitt on love. 
That if I sUU shaU bide this life 

Twist lone and deadly hate ; 

29 



I wyll goe leame the countrey life 
or leave the louers state. 



Finis. 



18. Quatuor elementa. 

The Aire with swete my sences doe delight, 
The earthe with flowres, doth gladd my heavie eye. 
The fier with warmth revives my dying spritt. 
The water cooles that is too hott and drye : 
The aire, the earthe, the water, and the fyre. 
An doe me good ; what can I more desire? 

Oh no, the Aire infected sore I finde, 
The earthe her flowres do wither and decaye. 
The ffire so hott, it dothe enflame the minde. 
And ¥rater wasteth white, and all awaie : 
The aire, the earth, fier, water, all anoie me : 
How can it be but they must nedes destrojre me. 

Sweete Aire, do yett awhile thy swetnes holde. 
Earth, lett thy flowres not fall awaie in prime. 
Fire, doe not bume, my hart is not a colde. 
Water, drye vpp vntill another tyme ; 
Or Aire, or euthe, fier, water heer my prajrer. 
Or plaine me one, fier, water, earthe, or Aire. 

Hark, in the Aire, what deadly thund'rs threateth, 
See, on the earth how euery flower iioUeth, 
Oh with the fier, how euerie sinow sweateth. 
Ah, how the water, panting hart appalleth : 
The aire, the earth, fier, water, all to greiue me, 
Heavnes shewe yo*" powres, yitt sume ¥ray to reldue me. 

This is not Aire that euery creature feedeth, 
Nor this the earth, wher euery flower groweth. 
Nor this the fire that cole and baven breedeth. 
Nor this the water, that both eb^ and flowthe : 
These elementes are in a world endosM, 
Wher happie hart hath heavnly rest ezpos^ 

19. A Sonett vpon this worde in truth spoken 
by a Lady to her Servaunte. 

In truth is trust, distrust not then my truthe, -^ 

Let vertue line, I aske no greater love ; 
Of suche regarde, repentance not ensuthe. 

And hope of heavne doth highest bono' p've. 

In truthe, sume time it was a sweete conodte 
To see how loue and life 6j6. dwell tQgeth* ; 

But now in truthe there is so muche deceite 
That truth in deede is gone I know not whether. 

Yitt liueth truthe and hath her secrett loue. 
And loue in truthe deserves to be regarded ; 

And loves regard in reason doth approue, 
ApprouM Tkuth can neu^ be discarded. 

Then trie me first, and if that true yow p've me. 
In truth you wronge me, if jrou do not love me. 

20. Againe vpon the same subiect 

Tmtbe shewes her sdfe is lecrett of her tmste, 
Wisdome her grace in hooo^ of her love ; 
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Wm DCr Bif wDV KMB ■ BOC vBMi^ 

LoM In bif twMiM ibit doite BO torrow p'vik 

Itah hath te hits 10 IwwB a idnM lidt, 
w nooBM aou iiuwub« wdbb bqiob n « pncs s 
Honor If foo, viMra tamrtk is 10 tilt. 
And mtM dfai vhm loM b ta 



IHIO jOF iranM w jOF OHBM inHM^ 

Yor wMooM to te vpoMdor or tho Witt ; 
Yor b%iMit loft 10 iw^pMm of tlw iBH, 
Wbtr wtue HvM^ omI liooaf Mw 4yMs 
Aod btt finndiifat ]f«nr that all tntth p'l 
woai mno oi won^ aan mia oi mnio QotanMUL 

Ftniii 

ai. [Deqwndency.] 

Ah poon oooodte, poll dovae ddlgbt. Ibr plaatttt 
daiei an dooe^ 
Tiw ibadie falat aotia be tbtra walktik ibat eaomt 

Mst the tannes 
The worid I not to witaet eaO. the beavnet mj leeordet 

be. 
If eoer I was fidit to kmeb or loner true to no. 
I knowe it now, I knowe it aoc, but aU to kte I me it. 

I me not that I knowe it now, but that I eoer kneweit 
My care ii not a fbade oonoeite. that bredai a fidnU 
anaarte. 
My grdfoi doe gi^ Be at the fdl and gaawe BM at 

tlie heart; 
M J tcaies an not tbot fUnM droppti that fiOl fron 

Bat liitter atreamet of ttnmge diitrat, wberin db- 

oonuort ijes. 

M J rigbei are not tboie lieafie hapt, that ibewe a dddie 

breath. 

My passions are the p'fect signes, and verie panges of 

death. 

In some, to make a dolfull eye, I see my deathe so nye, 

That sorrow bids me singe my last, and so my sences 

djre. 

Finis. 

22. [Melancholia.] 

Some men will aaie, there is a Idnde of muse, 
That helps the minde of each roan to endite ; 

And some will sale (that many muses vse) 
There are but n)me, that eu" vsde to wrytc. 

Nowe of thes nyne, if I haue gotten one, 
I muse what Muse it is, I bin vpon. 

Some poetes write, there is a certahie hill, 
Wher Pallas keepes, and that pamassus hight ; 

There muses sitt forsooth, and cutt the quill 
That being framde, doth hidden iancyes write ; 

But all those dames do heavnly causes singe, 
And all theh- pennes, are of a Phoenix winge. 

But as for me, I neuer sawe the place. 
Except in sleepe I dreamd of sucbe a thinge ; 




Nore«"yeteold 
Wbiifajrio 
Ohaoaqfwnttitof 




T6 wiilt of woet. aai 
Not FbDaa bm (tki) hv bidtot 

Who aeocr callt far 
Her pen it paiiie* and all 

And 





nana ^oc uaipm it an ner 

Wbote weakned itriaftt all 
And than ibe itribw a i l ii* * p 4 ^ ***T'^*TifTlffaf , 

Tm enery am^p be pbKkt a too with 
Loe than in nge. alie dqit it vp in 

ThatnoM 



Her mnringe it (in toate) Imt 

Where dttoordet ydda toondeoi 
Tbe dittie this. orUfe that lattai to 

No laitlie on eaith, alat I knowe no Iknnd* 
So with a aifbe the 



Who can deUght in tnciie a woAill 

Or kmet to here a ky of deepe lament ? 
What note is iweete^ wlien gieif it all the gnmndo? 

Diaoordei can yeM bnt only d lroni ei a : 
The wreit ii wrongei that ttnynt edie atitagn to fine^ 

And stryfei the atoppet that gineoGfae Mranhs a 1 



Hanbe to ahu, the harmony, fod 

When owte of l^me ii afanott eoery ttrlqgn ; 
The soimde not aweete that an of aofrown 

And sad the muse that so is font to aioge ; 
But some do singe, that but for shame wold crye. 

So dothe my muse, and so sweare do I. 

Good nature weeps to see her selfe abusM. 

Yll fortune shewes her fury in her face ; 
Poore reasone pynes to see him selfe refusde. 

And dutie dyes to see his sore disgrace ; 
Hope hanges the head, to see dispaire so neere. 

And what but deathe can end this heavie cheere 

Behold each teare, no token of a t03re. 

But torment suche as teare my hart aronder ; 
Each sobbing sighe, a signe of suche anoye 

As how I line, beleue me till a wunder ; 
Each groane a grype, that makes me gaspe for breath. 

And eueiy strain a bitter pange of deathe. 

Loe thus I line, but looking sdll to dye. 
And still I looke, but still I see in vayne ; 

And still in vaine, alas, I lye and crye 
And still I cry but haue no ease of peine ; 

So still in peine I Hue, looke, lie, and crye 
When hope will helpe, or death will let me dye. 

Finis. 
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23. [Aspiration.] 



Oh that desire colde leave to liue, that longe hath lookt 

to die. 
Or sadd conoeite might hope to see an end of miserye 1 
Or that the death of my desire wold thinke of my distres, 
Or ells sume happie powre of heavne, wold send my 

souleredres ; 
Bat oh I cr3re, and so I lye, with sorrow tome a simder, 
That how I liue, the lord doth know, it is no litle 

wunder ; 
For had all pacience but the powre one passion to 

appease, 
Or cold this feeble fainting harte, but find sume litle 

ease. 
Or cold the smalest peece of thought, amidd my greatest 

greif. 
But tell me once but of a hope, how hart might have 

releif ; 
Then might I liue, now must I die, or suche a deathe 

endure 
As is the corzy of the care that neuer can haue cure. 

But yow that rede this ruifull verse, consider of his care, 
Who only knowes the cruell woes, wher comfortes neuer 

are ; 
And yow that see thes trickling teares, distilling downe 

thes eyes 
Imagine of the dying life, that living euer dyes ; 
And yow that here thes sobbing sighes that from this 

hart ascend, 
Diuine vpon the pangs of death, wher passions neuer 

end; 
But if no reason can conceiue the mine of my thought. 
Nor deepest wisdome will disceme what hath my sorrow 

wrought. 
Nor pittie can p'cure a meane to mittigate my paine. 
But sorrow still must soke the hart, and venime euery 

vaine, 
If nether hope, nor happe, nor heavne, nor fortime, 

fate, nor friend, 
Will once releive, release, cutt of, nor cause one sorrow 

end : 
What then can rest for me, poore wretch, but thus to 

lye and crye. 
In heavcne, in heavne must be my life, for in the world 

I dye. 

Finis. 

[24. Dead Hopes.] 

Yf heavne and earthe were bothe not fullie bente 

To plauge a WTetch with an Infemall payne ; 
To robbe the harte of all his hie contente 

And leave a wounde that sholde not heale againe. 
Yf cmell fortune did not seeke to kill 

The carfull spiritt of my kinde affecte ; 
And care did not so cmcifie me still 

That loue had lefte no hope of his effecte. 
Yf she whom most my hart hath ouerlovde 

Were not vnkind in care of my distres ; 



And she by whom my greif might be removde 

Did not hold backe the meane of my redres ; 
If all these thoughtes and manie thousande moe 

To longe to tell, to deadlie to endure ; 
Did not consume my hart in sorrowe soe, 

That care hath lefte no hope of any cure ; 
Then might I yet amidd my greatest greif 

Pcrswade my padenoe with some heavnly powre. 
That when I most despaire of my releif 

My hopeles harte might find some happie howre ; 
But since that Fortune so doth frowne vpon me 

That care hath thus of comfortes all berelte me ; 
Thinke it not straunge to see me woe begone me, 

When no good hope of no good happ is left me ; 
And since I see all kindnes so vnkinde, 

And freindship growne to suche contrary thought ; 
And suche a thought the torment of the minde. 

That care and sorrow hath consumde to nought ; 
I will resolue (thoughe pacience he p'force) 

To sitt me downe and thus in secrett crye ; 
Dead is my harte, oh earth receiue my corse, 

Heavne be my lif for in the worlde I dye. 

Finis. 



25. [Sweete Penelope.] 

When Authors wryte, god knowes what thinge is tme ; 

Old Homer wrot of fine Vlysses witt. 
And Ovid wrote of Venus heavnly hue, 

And Ariosto of Orlantos fitt. 
One wrote his pleasure of Caliope : 

I am to write of swete Penelope. 

And where ech one did shewe a secret vaine 
And whether that Vlysses were or not ; 

And thoughe that Ovid did but only faine. 
And Ariosto sett downe manie a blott, 

And some wrote lewdly of Caliope : 

I write but troth of sweete Penelope. 

And if I had Vlysses skilfull skonce, 

With Homers penne, and Ovids heavnly vaine ; 
I wold sett downe a wounder for the nonce. 

To sett them all a new to wurke againe ; 
And he that wrote of his Caliope 

Shold hushe to heere of this Penelope. 

As tme as shee that was Vlisses wif, 

As liEure as she whom some a goddesse faine ; 

A saincte of shape and of more vertuous life. 

Then she for whom Orlandos knight was slaine ; 

In euerie thinge aboue Caliope, 

There is none suche as swete Penelope. 

And for this time goe looke the world that wyll 
For constant faire, for vertue and good grace ; 

For euery parte in whom no parte is ill. 

For perfecte shape and for a heavnly face ; 

Angelica, Venus, Caliope 

Are all but blowes vnto Penelope. 
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[26. Beauty.] 

All my aences stand amazM, 
While mine des to longe baue gazid 
On ft fiure and heavnlie creature. 
Half an angell for her feature ; 
Little Cupids onely darlinge, 
All to good for snche a warlinge : 
What although a god he bee, 
Loue is blind and cannot 



Blind ! alas it is no wounder, 
Beawtie breakes the sight asunder ; 
Neuer hart that once dyd eye her. 
But was fearfiill to come nye her ; 
Only Loue a heavnly powre. 
Thought to trie a happie bowre ; 
Lookt so longe and starde so sore. 
That at laste he sawe no more. 

But is beawtie so vnldnd then 

With her shining beames to blind men ? 

Are their eyesightes all depriuid 

That haue Beawties eies arrivM? 

If it be so, god preserve her, 

Loue himselfe is gladd to seme her I 

And lett sfanple men beware 

Howe they doe on beawtye stare. 

I of late but as it channel 
Stoode but wheras beawtie glaunoU ; 
As mine eies aside I tumM, 
Oh with what a flame they bumM 1 
Lett not loue therfore be blamid 
That with beawtie is enflamM ; 
Looke who list [and] loue who dare, 
Blinde that doe on beawtie stare. 

27. [Love-Rapture.] 

All my witte hath will enwrappM. 
All my sence desire entrappM, 
All my faith to fieuicy fixM, 
All my joye to loue annezM, 
All my loue I ofifer thee. 
Once for all jrett looke one me. 

Let me see that heavnely feature 
Oh heavnes, what a heavnelie creature i 
All the powres of heavne preserue thee, 
All the powres on earthe do serue thee, 
Prinoesse' will, [and] goddesse' place, 
BlessM be that Angells face. 

Looke oh Angell, looke vpon me. 
See howe I am woe begone me ! 
Of both Witt and sence depriuM, 
But of thee to be revivM ; 
Thow that art the shepperdes story 
In thy pittie shewe thy eye ; 
I can saie no more but this 
In thie loue my livinge is. 
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Finis. 



28. [Love almost Slaine.] 

WiU it neuer better be ? 
Do the heavnelie fifttes agree 
There shall be no hdpe forme ? 
Nor these ejres shall eoer see 
Fhiite of my desirM tree? 

No, thougfae fortune haue forswome me 
And fidre beawtie so do scome me. 
That suche hatefuU thougfates are borne 
As with cruell cares haue tome me ; 
Vett hath loue not quite forlome me. 

Love? how (lord) am I deoeyuM? 
Kindnes all amisse concduM, 
Where no comfort is reoeiuM 
But to plainHe is peroduM 
'>^nil of witt and reason reav^ 

But what doth this humor move ? 
Reason hathe no rule of loue ; 
Hee doth Hue in heavne aboue. 
Where he wurkes for their behouve. 
That with sorrow pleasure proae. 

Pleasure all to full of paine, 
Swete yet be that heavnly vaine, 
Wherin doth that hope remaine. 
That when love was almost slaine 
Made him vdiole at harte againe, 

29. [Phillis in Sorrow.] 

Pawse awhile my prittie muse. 
Let me rest for I am werie ; 
All the musicke thou canst vse 
Cannot make thy master meny ; 
For what hart can hold vp head 
When the joye of lif is dead? 

See how Phillis fieure and bright, 

Beawties pride and Vertues pleasure ; 

Halfe depriuM of her light 

Sittes and sorrows out of measure ; 

And when she is woe begon. 

Well a waie poore Choridon I 

Kd my Phillis once but cease 
Euer mourning, neuer endinge ; 
Reason shall my greife release. 
Which ells, hopes of no amendinge ; 
For while shee doth hange the head 
Coridon can be but dead. 

And therfore let this suffise : 
But in vaine thou doest devise. 
While thow seest my Phillis sadd 
How my comfort male be hadd ; 
For but in her ioye or greif 
Lives my death or my relief ; 
In her sorrow is my hell, 
Bidd her laughe and I am welL 
Finis. 
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30. [Fascination.] 

Looke not to longe vpon thes lookes, that blindes the 

oaerlooker sore, 
And if you speake, speake not to muche, lest speaking 

once thou speak no more ; 
Thinke not, but what it is to thinke, to reach beyond 

the reach of thought, 
And if yow doe do what you can when yow haue done 

3row can do nought ; 
But if yow see against yo' will, looke but awaie and be 

not slaine, 
And if a word goe vnawares, with care it may be calde 

againe; 
And for a thought, it is no hurte, except it growe vnto 

a thinge 
But end that bath bene done, is onlie conquest for a 

kinge; 
But since in the, O sillie wretch, both sight, and speche, 

and thought, and deede, 
By reason of a wronge conceyte, do but thine owne 

confusion breede ; 
Shutt vp thine des, seale vp thie tongue, locke vp thy 

thoughtes, lay down thy head, 
And let thy mistres see by this how loue hath stroke her 

servant dead; 
And that but in her heavnlie eye, her word, her thought 

and only will 
Doth rest the deede to kill the quite or ells [to salve 

and] cure this ill 

31. [Of Sir PhiUp Sidney.] 

Perfeccon, peerles vertue without pride. 
Honor and learning linckt with highest loue ; 
For of the thought is trewe discrecon tryde, 
Loue of the lif that highest honors prove ; 
In AngeOs armes vrith heavnely hands imbraced. 
Paradise pleasde, and all the world disgraced. 
Seeke all the world, oh seeke and neuer find 
In earthly mowld the mownte of such a minde ; 
Diuinest guiftes that god on man bestoweth. 
No glory snche as of suche glory groweth ; 
End of Uie joyes that hath all greife begone 
Yitt lett me weepe when all the world hathe done. 

32. ['Perfection' dead: Sidney.] 

Poure downe poore eyes the teares of true distres, 
Heare but oh heavnes, the horror of my crye ; 



ludge of the care that can haue no redres. 
Let mee not liue to see my louer dye ; 
In Sorrowes rules, like sorrow neuer redd, 
Phillip, sweete knight, swete Philip Sydney dead. 

Paine more then Arte or Nature can oppres 
Hell to the world to loose a heavnly fxende ; 
loy is become but sorrow and distres, 
Lif with my loue, let death and dolor end ; 
In bitter teares hath harte of honor bledd. 
Past hope of healpe, to see perfeccon dead. 

Finis. 

33. [Choridon unhappy.] 

Choridon vnhappie swaine. 
Whether doste thou driue thy flocke? 
Litle foode is on the plaine, 
FuU of daimger is the rocke ; 
Wolfes and beares do kepe the woode 
Forrestes full of furres and brakes, 
Meadowes subiect to the fludds, 
Moores are fiill of myiy lakes ; 
Then if in nor wood nor hUl 
Pasture nor yet meadow ground, 
To content a shepperde wyll. 
Can a feeding place be foimde. 
What alas is to be sayde 
Suche a sellie flocke to cherrish ? 
But the shepperde is dismayde 
To behold his cattle perishe ; 
Yett my flocke before yow dye 
Tell my dainty sheppotiesse 
In what case the man doth lye 
That she lefte so comfortles ? 
And that in her only face 
Doth remaine that heavnly foode 
Which is all our hope of grace 
To dispatche or doe vs good : 
Wher, if you do find preserud 
All your gearing firesh and grene ; 
Say that Phillis bath deservd 
To be cald the shepperdes queene. 
So adewe my sillie flocke 
This is all in charge I leaue yow, 
Kepe the path, and shune the rock 
Lest the Country do receiue yow. 

Finis. 
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From the Tanner MSS.y Bodleiany Oxford. 



I. Mr- Britton ist Junii 1616. 
Mr. Brittons verses. 

twoe to one is odds : twoe with one makes oddes— twoe 

from one breakes oddes. 
and a alone is no oddes : pauvo paghato in meszo. 

2. [Time present, going, gone.] 

Tempus adest, et tempus abest, fiigit Amnus. et amnis, 
Flomine, vel dtius fulmine, tempus abest : 
Tempus adest, hodie Referatur Janua vitse : 
Ciis, tibi daudetur Janua, tempus abest : 
Tempus adest, hodie, tibi magna est copia curse ; 
CrAs tibi tolletur copia, tempus abest : 
Tempus adest, hodie Radios dimittit Appoilo : 
Cr^ Stat adumbrato lumine, tempus abest : 
Tempus adest, quidnam fuimus nisi fumus et vmbra : 
Quid nisi de terra, terrea? tempus abest : 
Tempos adest, vixi, quid tum ? non vivo, valebam : 
Non valeo, fueram, non ero, tempus abest 

Tanner 169, folio 147. 

Verse-Translation : by the Reverend 
Richard Wilton, M.A., Londesborough Rec- 
tory, Market-Weighton, author of 'Wood- 
Notes and Church-Bells.' 

Time comes and goes : stream-like the year glides on ; 
More swift than stream, or lightning, Time is gone. 
Time comes, to-day Life's gate is open thrown ; 
To-morrow 'twill be closed, and Time is flown. 
Time comes, and brings great loads of care to-day ; 
To-morrow sets thee free. Time flies away. 
Time comes, to-day bright shines the cheerful sun ; 
To-morrow clouds obscure him. Time is done. 
Time comes — a shadow passed, a vapour shone, 
Earth-bom we are and earthy — Time is gone. 
Time comes — I lived, what then ? I now am dead ; 
I had been,— I shidl not be— Time is fled. 

3. I and U. 1617, Oct 17. 

A placed alone is but an idle worde. 
E parce E, spells nothinge but it selfe ; 
I yet alone, maie lovely thoughtes afoorde : 



but O, alas, dothe plaie the frowarde elfe : 
to prove the Reason of this Riddle true : 
not A, nor E, nor O, bat I and yow. 

4. My Wtche, 

Y<* eies bewitchte my wit, yr wit bewitchte my win. 
Thus w^ yor eies and wit you doe bewitche me stfll 
And yet you are no witche, whose spirit is not eviU, 
And jret jrou are a witche^ and yet 3rou are no deviO. 
Oh witchinge eies, and wit, where witand eies maie Reade. 
A witche, and not a witche, and yet a witche indeede. 

Thds la verses [slines] weare made 
and geaven me, by M'* Nic. Bretton 
anno et die supradictis. 

5. A passionate Sofiett made by the 

Kinge of Scots uppon difficulties 

ariseing to crosse his proceedinge 

in love & marriage with his moste 
worthie to be esteemed Queene. 

In sunny beames the sfye dothe shewe her sweete 
And wiUi her flowers the tarthe perfumes the aire 
Amid the motmtaynes doe the muses meete 

And in ih^/ountaynes make the fowle their fJEure 

But all my sfye with cares is overclouded 

And weedes for flowers my blasted garden brinies 

In mazes are my muses ever shrowded 

And to my fountaynes sorrowes are the Sprin£;e^__ 

Woe to the darke where Love did loose his seeinge 

Bare be the earthe that bringes me nought but weedes 

Madd be the muse where mazes have their b^nge 

Curste be the Sea that of my sorrowe feedes 

But shine sunne, growe flowers, singe muse, and springe 

£Eure fountaynes. 
Or be no more Sea, Skye, Earthe, muse, nor moon- 

tajmes. 

Geaven me by M'* Britton who had 

beene (as he sayde) in Scotland w^ 

the Kinges Maiesty, but I rather 

thinke they weare made by 

him in the person of the 

Kinge. 



I . Frmn ' The Scvller, Rowing from Tiber to Thames with his 
Boat laden I &c., 1612, by John Taylor the JVater Poet. 



In laudem Authoris, 

Wit, Reason, Grace, Religion, Nature, Zeale, 
Wrought all together in thy working braine 
And to thy worke did set this certaine seale ; 
Pure is the colour that will take no staine. 
What need I praise ? the worke it selfe doth praise : 
In words, in worth, in forme and matter to. 
A world of wits are working many wayes, 
But few haue done, what thou dost truly doe : 
Was neuer Tailor shapt so fit a Coat. 
Vnto the Corps of any earthly creature, 
As thou hast made for that foule Romish Goat, 



In true description of his diuellish nature. 

Besides such matter of judicious wit, 

With quaint conceits so fitting euery fancie ; 

As well may proue, who scomes and spights at it 

Shall either shew their folly or their franzie. 

Then let the Popes Buls roare. Bell, Booke & Candle 

In all the Diuels circuit sound thy curse : 

Whilst thou with truth dost euerie trjrall handle. 

God blesse thy worke. and thou art ne're the worse. 

And while hels friends their hateful fo do proue thee. 

The Saints on earth. & God in heauen will loue thee. 

Thy louing fiiend Nicholas Breton. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Page 13, col i, I 9, ' bast'' - bace— a rustic game. It 
is alluded to by Shakespeare : — 



<( 



-Lads more like to run 



The country base, than to conunit such slaughter." 

{CymbeUm v. 3.) 

So too in Spenser {F. Q., Book V. c. viii. st. 5) :— 

" So ran they all as they had been at bace, 
They being chasM that did others chace." 

Similarly in nearly all contopiporary poets. 1. i (from 
bottom), • Spinners* = spiders : col. a, 1. 8, ' at gaze' = 
sporting term ; see Glossarial Index, s.v. : last line, 
' maJU ' = mate. So Scotic^ stilL 

P. 14, coL I, 1. 22, 'here* = hear: 1. 23, 'sokde'— 
miswritten ' sobde : ' L a8, ' whereas ' = whereat or 
where : col. 9, 11. 6-7 : evidently a leaf of the MS. is 
deficient here, and these two lines the close of a stanxa : 
1. a8, * graces' — ^miswritten 'gaces.' 

P. 15, col. I. L 10, ' leese ' ■=■ lose. 

P. 16, col. I. L I, 'springe' — ^miswritten 'springes:' 
1. 6, 'lambes,' etc., cf. p. 13, col. i : 1. 9, 'rundelcy* = 
roundelay : 1. la, ' become ' = come : col. a, 1. 6 (from 
bottom). *tride' = proved. 



P. 17, coL z, L 3, ' whereas' = whereat or where : cf. 
p. 14, coL z, 1. 38 : 1. 4 (from bottom), ' stoeetinge ' — 
affectionate diminutive of ' sweet one : ' col. a. 1. 19, 
' warlinge* — a term of endearment, much as ' warlock ' 
(wizard) is lovingly applied to a bright child. 

P. z8, coL I, 1. 4 (from bottom), ' deintie* = dainty : 
coL a, L 10, • The begger and the kinge ' — evidently re- 
frain of a song or ballad : 1. 17. ' mowse ' = term of 
endearment = little alert one : L aa, *grownde' = a 
musical term. This is a humble celebration of the con- 
test so grandly and wonderfully translated by Crashaw 
from Strada and by John Ford and others. See Fuller 
Worthies' Library edn. of Crashaw (a vols.). 

P. 19, coL I, 1. 14, ' maJde.' Cf. p. 13, coL a, last line, 
supra. In the MS. here it is miswritten 'snake :' col. 
a, L 30, ' baven ' = bavin, a torch. 

P. 90, col. a, 1. 7, ' a/as ' = a lass (piyi) . \. 1^, ' a too' 
= in too : 1. 41, ' taye ' = trifle. 

P. ai, coL I, L la, ' corsy ' = corrosive : i 5 (from 
bottom), ' Ojfecte ' = affection : col. a, 1. a8, ' Orlantos ' 
= Orlando Furioso : 1. 30, ' stuete Penelope.' — Query— the 
radiant Penelope, Lady Rich ? See otir Memorial-Intro- 
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NOTE. 

It is to be regretted that no copy of ' Britton's Bowre of Delights ' (1591) is in 
the British Museum or the Bodleian, or in any of our public Libraries, or available 
elsewhere. But it is sa tisfa ctory that I am able to reproduce ' Amoris ^^r^r^^^ ' 
from that Manuscript in possession of F. W. Cosens, Esq., London, from which I 
drew our 'Daffodills and Primroses' (Part IL). Breton, while disavowing in his 
^Pilgrimage to Paradise' 'Britton's Bowre of Delights,' acknowledge the 
' Amoris Lachrimae ' and some few others ; which few others may safely be con- 
cluded to be of those reproduced by us from the same MS. In the Bodleian 
Rawlinson MS., Poet. 85, folio 33, it is assigned to Breton ; and hence in our * Dr. 
Farmer Chetham MS.,' prepared for the Chetham Society (2 vob 4to, 1S73X the 
non-Dyer authorship was assumed, as earlier in our collection of Sir Edward Dyer's 
Writings in Fuller Worthies' Miscellanies — on the ground that the Rawlinson MS. 
(as supra) while the great authority for Dyer's productions, and its Writer dis- 
posed to add to rather than diminish them, nevertheless expressly assigns the 
* Amoris ' to Breton. 1 was not aware at the time that this Dr. Farmer MS. so- 
called ' Epitaph,' was identical with ' Amoris Lachrimae.' Sooth to say I should 
with equal willingness have relieved Breton of it, albeit since it is his undoubted 
Lament, it claims a place among his Works. Moreover poor and bodiless certainly, 
there are yet a few touches of personal feeling. The poem was also included by 
Bishop Ikitlcr in his *Sidnciana' (pp. 41-53) anonymously. 

The Dr. Farmer and other MSS. offer a few vanous readings ; but scarcely 
demanding record. On the whole the Cosens MS. gives a superior text ; in fact 
shows the writer of the Dr. Farmer MS. especially, to have misread and dislocated 
his original— to my misleading in the printing of it. The two closing stanzas are 
added from the Dr. Farmer MS. : 11. 343-48 and others, are not found in it — G. 



AMORIS LACHRIMiE: 



FOR THE DEATH OF SIR PHILIP SIDNEY. 



EMONGB the woes of those vnhappie wightes 
That haue sett downe the sorrowes of their 
time ; 
Whos lyves are lefte devoide of all delightes 

And passe in greif the pleasure of their prime ; 
Lett me discourse the secrett of my care 
More then conceite or sorrow can declare. 

Summe loose their welthe, it is a slender locie, 
My lif hath lost the treasure of my trust ; 

Summe loose their helth, (alas) a common crosse. 
My life's delight is buried in the duste ; xo 

Summe loose their frendes, it is not one man's woe, 

I lost a frende, such one there are no moe. 

Summe loose their loue, a sorrow nere the harte, 
In kinde afifect the onlie crosse of crosses ; 

Summe loose their lives, where sorowes neuer parte, 
Summe loose themselves in thinking of their losses ; 

More then myself is such a frende berefte me 

As welth, nor health, nor loue, nor lif hath lefte me. 

And shall I tell what kinde of man hee was 
Whom thus I lovde, and neuer creature hated? ao 

Imagine firste it doth my reason passe 
To write of him whom highest powre created 

For euery parte that vertue had desired ; 

loye of the heavnes and of the world admired. 

Yitt as my hart for grefe and sonx>w can 
I will describe the substance of his sute ; 

In cfaildishe yeeres he was estemde a man 
And halfe a man, more halfe a magistrate ; 

And whom the Artes and Muses so attended 

As all in all by all he was commended. 30 

Whos wisdome was not spent in wanton toyes 
And thoughe no wanton, yett not voyd of witt ; 

Of worldly jestes hee neuer made his joyei 
Although sumtime hee had a tast of itt ; 

For lett the best that liues do what be can 

In sunmie tbinges yitt he shewcs he was a man. 



But if on earth there were a man divine 
For Nature's guiftes and Vertue's secrette grace ; 

Then giue me leave to sale this love of mine 
Was heere to good to haue a dwellinge place ; 40 

But liues in heavne in some bye angell's office 

Wher Qod Himself doth vse him in His service. 

To sale yitt more what in effect he was, 
Let tUs suffice in summe, he was a man 

Whose beavnly wisdome found the way to passe 
More then the powre of witt or reason can ; 

In whose attemptes the world thus well dyd know him, 

Nothing but death cold euer ouerthrow him. 

Comely of shape, and of a manly fsLce, 

Noble in birthe, and of a princelie mind ; 50 

Kinde in affecte, and of a courtly grace, 

Curteous to all, and carfull of the kind ; 
Valure and vertue, learning, beauty, love. 
These were the partes that dyd his honor prove. 

Whos full perfeccon thus hath wisdome peis^d. 
His wordes were euer substance and his deedes divine ; 

Reason the ground whereon his hope was raisM, 
Labor his life, and learning was his lyne ; 

Truth was his love, and tryall his intente, 

Care his conceite, and honor his contente. . 60 

Hee spake no word but carede full his weight, 
Hee nothing did that euer tooke disgrace ; 

Hee had no minde to muse vpon deceite, 
Hee builte in heavne, his only byding place ; 

Hee loude the Churche, wher salutes do build the steple. 

And sought the world where angells are the people. 

Hee travaild farre, when hee was neerest home 
Where was no earthe, hee colde beholde a land ; 

Hee sawe a house, without or lyme or lome. 

And saild the seas wher ther was neuer sande ; 70 

Hee sounded depthes without or lyne or leade. 

And found out lif where other men were dead. 



A MORIS LACHRIMjE: 



Hee fearde no foe, nor euer sought a frende, 
Hee knew no want, and made no care of wdthe ; 

Hee nought begon but had a care to ende 
And neuer lovde the honor had in stelthe ; 

By fyer and sworde he wonne his worthy fame, 

That hathe advauncde the honor of his name. 

In all the skye hee honourde but a starre, 

That was the course of all his kind affecon ; 80 

Whos flame was neere altboughe the fyer zSam 

Gane him the light of [his true] loue's direcbon ; 
Hee was so kinde and constant where he lovde, 
As once resolvde he colde not be removde. 

His hand was free to helpe the needle harte. 
His harte was francke to fill the empty hande ; 

His most desire was to reward desarte, 
And hold vp state wher honor colde not stand ; 

His ooely joye was honor of the feilde, 

To conquer men and make the captaine yelde. 90 

Muche was his care and of his country moste, 
Litle his wantes and in hlmselfe the leaste ; 

All for his freind did seme but litle cost 
Yitt to himselfe a litle was a feaste ; 

Highe was their happ that might be but aboute him. 

Death is their life that mome to be without him. 

Now judge the life in leaving suche a joye 
The deathe, in losse of suche a dainty frende ; 

What may remove the roote of his annoye 
Or bow this grdf may euer haue an ende ? xoo 

And if it be a care incurable, 

Thinke of the death where it is durable. 

To liue in death is but a dying life, 

To die in life is but a lyvinge deathe ; 
Betwixte these two is suche a deadly strife 

As makes me drawe this melancholicke breath ; 
Wherein conceite doth liue so discontented, 
As neuer harte was euer so tormented. 

A torment only made but by the mind, 

A roinde ordeinde but only to distresse ; no 

And suche distres as can no comfort find 

But leaves the harte to dy remidyles ; 
And suche a deathe as liueth to beholde 
Ten thowsande tormentes more then can be tolde. 

Yitt thoughe my pen can neuer halfc expresse 
The hideous tormentes of my heavy harte ; 

Lett me set downe summe truthe of my distresse 
That some poore soule may helpe to beare a parte ; 

That in extremes when wee are woe begon 

The world male weepe to silt and looke vpon. zao 

Nature and Arte are gott about his grave, 
And there sitt waylingc of eche other's losse ; 

Hard by the tombe silts Sorrow in her cave. 
Cutting her hart to think of honor's crosse ; 

And Wisdome weepinge wringing of her handes 

To shew the world in what a case it standes. 



140 



ISO 



In this darke hold of death and beavines 

Shts wofull Beawtie with ber bhibberd 
By ber sitts Lone with care all comfortles, 

Reoxding of his mother's miseryes ; 
Emonge the reste that waile the losse of frcendes 
Sitts Pacience picking of ber finger endes. 

From Pittie's face do £ali the tricklinge teares 
Of tormentes suche as teare the hart of kxie ; 

The Muses sitt and rende their shrivled h 
To see the plume that loue and beawt 

Emonge them all howe I am tome asunder. 

And yitt do hue : confesse it is a wounder. 

I liue, I line I alas, I line in deede. 

But suche a life was neuer suche a deathe ; 
While hunting hart is but constrainde to feede 

Vpon the care of a consuming breathe ; 
Oh my sweete Muse, that knowst bow I am 
Paincte but one passion, how I am perplexed. 

I call for death but yitt she will not heere me. 

I reede my deathe, and rue my destinie ; 
I see my death, but hee wUl not come nere me, 

I feele my deathe and yitt I cannot dye. 
But where noe death will kill nor grefe be cured, 
Thinke what a death of deathes I haue endured. 

Yitt while I lyve in all this misery, 
Lett me goe quanell with this cmell £ate ; 

Wher death sholde do so great an iniury 
Vnto the staye of suche a happie state ; 

At lyving thinges to make his levdl see. 

To kill a phoenix where there were no moe. 

Oh cruell Death, what lead thy hand awTye 
To take the best and leave the wurste behind ? 

To youthe thou art vntimely destinie. 
Thou mightest haue bene a comfort to the bbnd * 160 

And ende the aged of their weary tjrme. 

And not a youth in pride of all his prime. 

Thou moughtst haue shott at suche a wretched lought 

As had past ouer all his pleasant yeres ; 
And kild the hart that is consumde to nought 

With being tangled in these worldly breres ; 
But Beawtie's loue and Honor's harte to bleed 
Fie on the[e] Death, it is to[o] foule a deed. 

But well the world will curse the[e] to thy face, 
Beawtie and Loue will to thy teethe defie thee ; 170 

Honor and Leaminge drive thee in disgrace, 
Wher no good thought shall euer once come nigh thee * 

And soe my selfe to shewe that woe begon thee. 

Will praye to God all plagues maie light vpon ye. 

For I haue loste the honor of my love. 

My loue hath loste the honor of my life ; 
My life and loue do suche a passion prove. 

As in the world was neuer such a strife ; 
Where secrett death and sorrow are contented 
To [wail in] terror of a harte tormented. .3^ 
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Thou camst to[o] soone, but now thou cumst to[o] late, 
Thy force to[o] great but now it is to[o] small ; 

Halfe had in loue but wholy now in hate, 
Desirde of sumnie but cursed now of all ; 

Oft I confes that I haue quaked before thee, 

But doe thy wurst Death now, I care not for thee. 

But dost thow thinke thou canst thy sdfe excuse 
To sinn (alas) thou hast but done thy office ; 

Vnhappie hande, whom so the heavnes do vse 
On suche a sainte to execute thy service ; 190 

But since it was the will of God to doe itt. 

His win be done, I can but yeld vnto it. 

Yett for the care that Vertue hath conceiuM 
For losse of him that was her deerest love ; 

And for the death that Honor hath receiuM 
Where pacience dothe the deadly passion prove ; 

I can not chuse althoughe my hart wold hide itt. 

But shew my greif, so great I cannot hide it. 

Oh that I had but so divine a head 

As colde bewray the sorrows of my brest I aoo 

Or from the grave to raise againe the dead 

And not offend my God in my request ; 
Or by a prajrre I might the grace obtaine 
To see the face of my desire againe. 

But all is vaine, my wishes not availe, 
My wordes are winde and cary no effecte ; 

And with the greif I feele my sences faile, 
That fortune thus sholde crosse me in effecte, 

As by the losse of our sweete heavnely frend, 

My hart shold dye and yitt not dolor end. 310 

Ende ? No God wott, there is no end of greif 
Where sad conceite will neuer out of minde ; 

And booteles hope to harpe vpon releif 
Where caie male seeke but neuer comfort find ; 

For in the world I had no joy but one. 

And all but death now see is dead and gone. 

Gone is my ioy, alas, and well awaye. 
What shall I doe now all my loue is gone ? 

All my delight is falne into decaye, 
Onlie but beavne I haue to hope vpon : aao 

Oh heavnly powres take pitte of my crye, 

Lett me not liue and see my louer dy. 

Oh my loue I ah, my loue ! all my loue gone 
Out alas sellie wretch, wel-a-day, woe is me ! 

Of a freind euer freinde, suche a freind none 

In the world, throughe the world, may the world see ; 

Holly saintes, higher powres, heavnes looke vpon me 

Pitty me, comfort me, thus woe begon me. 

My heavnly loue heavne lovde as well as I. 

Heavne wgs his care and heavne was his content ; 930 
In heavne he liues, in heavne he cannot dye. 

From heavne he came and to the heavnes he wente ; 
Oh heavnly loue, heavne will I looke for never. 
Till in the heavnes I maie behold the[e] euer. 



But what ? methinkes I see a soddne chaunge 
The worlde doth seme to alter Nature muche ; 

The state of thinges is to my reason straunge 
And sorrowes such as ther was neuer suche : 

Suche lacke of loue, such mouminge for a frend 

Suche worlde of woes as if the world shuld end. 240 

Methinkes I see the Queene of kind affecte. 
Sighing and sobbing with such inward greif 

As hee that cold consider the effecte 
Might see a harte lye dead without releif ; 

And in conceite so ouercome with care. 

As kiUes my harte to see her hevy fare. 

Methinkes I see a sight of armid horse, 
Ledd in by boyes as if the men were dead ; 

Methinkes I heere men mimnur of a corse. 
And gallant youthes goe hanging of y^ head ; 250 

Methinkes I heere a thunder in the aire 

Bids farewell hope, and looke vpon despaire. 

Methinkes I herd the trumpett, drumm and fife. 

Sound all amort as if the worlde were done ; 
Methinkes I see the end of happie life. 

Or second ioy since latter age begone ; 
Methinkes I heere the horror of the cry 
As if the day were cumme y' all shold dye. 

Oh what I heer, oh what I feele and see. 359 

Hold, harke. helpe, heavnes, how can I longer liue ? 

But in the heavnes there is no hclpe for me. 
Not all the world can anie comfort giue ; 

When death doth of my deerest loue depriue [me] 

What can remain in comfort to revive me? 

Yitt for the world shall witnes what thou art 
Which in the world didst leave no like behinde ; 

I will sett downe though shorte of thy desarte 
The happy honor of thy heavnely minde ; 

And on this tombe I will w^ teares engrave. 

The death of lif that for thy lacke I haue. 370 

Looke on the hills, how all the shepperdes sitt 
Heavie to thinke vpon their honest firend ; 

How PhiUis sitts, as one besides hir witt 
To see the sorrow of her shepperde's end ; 

Harkc how the lambes goe blayning vp and downe. 

To see their shep[)erde caried to the towne. 

Looke how the flocke begins to leave there feedinge ! 

While cruell beastes breake in among the sheepe ; 
See how the hart of loue doth lye a-bleeding, 

[That] Mars was slaine while Venus was a-sleep ; 380 
See how the earth is bare in euery place 
To see that Death hath [done] the world disgrace. 

And Coridon, poore sillie wretched swaine. 

Doth make suche moane as if he wolde go mad ; 
All in despaire to see good dales againe. 

To loose the ioy that on the earth he had : 
Who since the tyme he harde but of his wound, 
Lyvde like a ghost that goes vpon y« ground. 
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And so foriorne abandonde all content 
Kepes in the caves where comfort is 

Borne tiat to lyne and only to lament 
Tbe dotfnll Ufe that by his death hath 

Who in his life wold lett him know no 

Bat by his death all gretfcs that 



PUi in a rage, hath broken all his pipes 

PaOas, alas, sitts poring on a booke ; 
Her weeping eyes, see how Diana wypes. 

And poore AppoUo castes a pituxu kx>ke ; 
The Nymphes cumme in with such a wofnU cryingc 
As if that Lore or Venus laye a-djringe. 

The nightingale is stopped in her throate 
[And] shriching owles do make a fearfull noyse ; 

The dolfiill ravenes do singe a deadly note, 
And litle wrennes the end of eagles tryes ; 

The phoenix drowpes and falcons beat their winges. 

To heer how swannes of death and sorrow sioget. 

The trees are blasted and the leaves do wither 
The daintye greene is XxankA to darke graye ; 

The gallant vines are shruncke and gone together, 
And all the flowres do fiade and fall awaie ; 310 

The springes are dride and all y* fishe scales beaten. 

And all good fruite the earth itself hath eaten. 

Oh what a woe it is to see the woes 
Where nought but woe is lefte to looke vpon ; 

A greif to[o] great for reason to disclose 
And in effectes a death to studdy on ; 

Wher man and beaste. birdes. fishes, flowres, trees. 

Do halfe the hope of all theire comforte leese. 

When on the earth was euer such a night ? 

Hardly the world can such a sorrow haue ; 330 

Neuer did death more cease vpon delight 

Then when this knight was caryed to his grave ; 
Which when I sawe so neere my hart I sett 
As while I Hue I neucr can forgett. 

First cumines the brother all in mourning blacke, 
Morning indccde in bodie and in minde ; 

Foldingc the armcs as if his hart wold cracke, 
Feling the death that Loue and Nature finde ; 

Looking vpon the last of his delight : 

Oh heavniy God, it was a wofuU sight ! 330 

The schollres cumme with lachrimis Amoris, 
As though theire hartes were hoples of relcif ; 

The soldiers come with tonitru ciamoris, 
To make the heavnes acquainted with theire greif ; 



The noble 
In 



in cimitatis finrtis 
comme wth dolor WMrtis. 



The stranngcrs cmnme, oh ckt wtala sorU 
The servantes cumme with wiortt di la vUa ; 

The secrete frendes with wurUpiu du marte. 
And an with ihar/e/ui/aJiMila ; 340 

Now for my selfe oh doUr iu/trmalt 

Da vhftre tal et mom vimtr taU. 

Now if the greif of all the world be great. 
How great is his that hath the greif of all I 

Who doth in thought more deadly panges repcate 
Then euer dyd to all the world befall ; 

Whose deadly pashions plainlie do appnme. 

The only terme. Anatomy of Lone. 

But since I see there is no remedye 

What God will haue must neuer be withstood ; 350 
And mal content is but a mallady 

That maie consume but can do litle good ; 
I will to God referre my whole releif 
In heavniy cure of my vnhappie greif. 

And on my knees before His holy wyll 
To caste on me those swete and loving eyes 

That heale the hart of euery [hatefiill] yll 
And giue the life where comfort neuer dyes ; 

And wher my hart is gone my hope may thither 

That Caith and loue may line in heavne together. 360 

But till my sowle may see that heavniy sweete, 
Wher vertue doth her deerest loue embrace ; 

Wher comfort, care, and kinde affect may meete 
And share the ioye to see eche other^s face ; 

Vpon the tombe I will the sorrowes sett downe 

That all the world maie reede of thy renowne. 

Perfection pcereles, vertue w^^kjut pride, 
Honor and learn inge linkt w*^ highest love : 

Ioye of the thought in true direction tryed, 
Life of the love, that highest hono' proue ; 370 

In Angells' Armcs w^^ hcasTilie handes imbraced, 

Paradise pleased, and all the world disgraced. 

Seeke all the world, or seeke and never finde 
In earthlic mould the mount of such a mynde ; 

Devinest gueste that God and man bestoweth. 
In glory such as from such glor)-e groweth. 

And of the ioyes that haue all grcife begonne, 

Yet let me wcepe when all the world hath done. 

FINIS. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Line 7, ' Summe' — some. 
,, 79, • starre' - StelUi, Sidney's deepest love. 
., 145. ' 5h€' — Death feminine, but it is 
accidental, as in 1. 147 it is 'bee.' 



Line 163, * lought ' — lowt or lout. 
, , 166, ' breres ' — briars. 
,, 321, 'cease — seise.— G. 



GLEANINGS. 



LJAVING failed to obtain certain of Breton's books, I bring together here such acci- 
-^ -^ dentally-quoted pieces from them as offer themselves. I also add others of whose 
Breton-authorship there can be little doubt. See our Memorial-^Introduction on the whole. 



I. — From * The Workes of a young Wyt trust 
vp with a Fardell of prettie fancies, 
profitable to young Poetes, prejudicial 
to no man, and pleasant to euery man 
to passe away idle time withall. \Vhere- 
unto is ioined an odde kinde of wooing 
with a Banquet of Comfittes to make 
an end withall.' Done by N. B. Gent. 
1577 (40) in George Ellis's 'Specimens 
of Early English Poets. (Vol. 11., 3d. 
Edition, 1803, pp. 270-74.) 

A FAREWELL TO TOWN. 

Since secret Spite hath sworn my wo, 

And I am driven by Destiny 
Against my will, God knows, to go 

From Place of gallant company, 
And, in the stead of sweet ddight, 
To reap the fruits of foul despite : 

As it hath been a custom long, 

To bid farewell when men depart, 
So will I sing this solemn song. 

Farewell, to some, with all my heart : 
But those my friends : but to my foes, 
" I wish a nettle in their nose. 

I wish my friends their hearts' content : 

My foes, again, the contrary : 
I wish myself, the time were spent 

That I must spend in misery : 
I wish my deadly foe, no worse 
Than want of friends, and empty purse. 

But, now my wishes thus are done. 

I must b^n to bid farewell : 
With friends and foes I have begun. 

And therefore, now I cannot tell 
Which first to choose, or ere I part. 
To write a farewell from my heart. 

First, place of worldly Paradise, 
Thou gallant court, to thee fSvewell I 

For froward Fortune me denies 
Now longer near to thee to dwell. 

I must go live, I wot not where, 

Nor how to live when I come there. 



And next, adieu you gallant dames. 
The chief of noble youth's delight I 

Untoward Fortune now so frames. 
That I am banish'd from your sight. 

And, in your stead, against my will, 

I must go live with country JUL 

Now next, my gallant youths farewell ; 

My lads that oft have cheer'd my heart I 
My grief of mind no tongue can tell. 

To think that I must from you part. 
I now must leave you all, alas. 
And live with some odd lobcock ass ! 

And now farewell thou gallant lute. 
With instruments of music's sounds 1 

Recorder, dtem, harp, and flute. 
And heavenly descants on sweet grounds ; 

I now must leave you all indeed. 

And make some music on a reed I 

And now you stately stamping steeds 
And gaUant geldings fair, adieu I 

My heavy heart for sorrow bleeds, 
To think that I must part with you : 

And on a strawen pannel sit. 

And ride some coimtry carting tit I 

And now forewell both spear and shield. 

Caliver, pistol, arquebus. 
See, see, v^t sighs my heart doth yield 

To think that I must leave you thus ; 
And lay aside my rapier blade. 
And take in hand a ditching spade i 



^ y^y^. ^ And you farewell, all gallant games. 

Primero and Imperial^ 
Wherewith I used, with courtly dames, 

To pass away the time withall : 
I now must learn some country plays 
For ale and cakes on holidays I 

And now farewell each dainty dish. 
With sundry sorts of sugar'd wine ! 

Farewell, I say, fine flesh and fish, 
To please this dainty mouth of mine ! 

I now. alas, must leave all these. 

And make good cheer with bread and cheese ! 
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And now. all orders due, farewell t 
My table laid when it was noon ; 

My heavy heart it irks to tell 
My dainty dinners all are done : 

With leeks and onions, whig and whey, 

I must content me as I may. 



And farewell all gay garments now. 

With jewels rich, of rare device ! 
Like Robin Hood, I wot not how. 

I must go range in woodman's wise ; 
Clad in a coat of green or grey. 
And glad to get it if I may. 

What shall I aay. but bid adieu 
To every dra[ch]m of sweet delight, 

In place where pleasure never grew. 
In dungeon deep of foul despite, 

I must, ah me I wretch, as I may. 

Go sing the song of welaway I 



II. — From the Same (ib, pp. 274-78.) 

Not long ago, as I at supper sat. 
Whereas indeed I had exceeding cheer. 

In order serv'd, with stor e of this and that, 
With flaggons fill'd with wine, and ale, and beer, 

I did behold, (that well set out the rest !) 

A troop of dames in brave attire addrest. — 

Now gan I guesSf by outward countenance. 

The disposition of each dainty dame : 
And though, perhaps, I missed some by chance, 

I hit some right, I do not doubt the same. ; . 

But shall I tell of each one what I guest ? 
No, fie ! for why ? fond tattling breeds unrest. 

But let them be such as they were ! by chance 
Our banquet done, we had our music by. 

And then, you know, the youth must needs go dance. 
First, gai/iards ; then iarousse; and heidtgy ; 

' Old lusty gallant ;' ' all flow'rs of the bloom ;' 

And then a hall i for dancers must have room. 

And to it then ; with set, and turn about. 
Change sides, and cross, and mince it like a hawk ; 

Backwards and forwards, take hands then, in and out ; 
And, now and then, a little wholesome talk. 

That none could hear, close rowned in the ear ; 

Well ! I say nought : but much good sport was there. 

Then might my minion hear her mate at will : 
But, God forgive all such as judge amiss 1 

Some men, I know, would soon imagine ill. 
By secret spying of some knavish kiss : 



But let them leave such jealousy for shame i 
Dancers must kiss : the law allows the same. ** 

And, when friends meet, some merry sign must pass 

Of welcoming unto each other's sight : 
And for a kiss that 's not so much, alas 1 

Dancers, besides, may claim a Idss of right. 
After the dance is ended, and before. 
But some will kiss upon kiss : that goes sore. 

But what ? I had almost myself forgot 
To tell you on of this same gentle crew ; 

Some were, alas, with dancing grown so hot, 
As some must sit ; while others danced anew : 

And thus forsooth our dancing held us on 

Till midnight full ; high time for to be gone. 

Bat to behold the graces of each dame I 

How some would dance as though they did but walk ; 
And some would trip, as though one leg were lame ; 

And some would mince it like a sparrow-hawk ; • — - 
And some would dance upright as any bolt ; 
And some would leap and skip like a young colt ! — ' 

And some would fidge, as though she had the itch ; 
And some would bow half crooked in the joints ; 
And some would have a trick ; and some a twitch ; 
jf Some shook their arms, as they had hung up points : 
With thousands more that were too long to tell. 
But made me laugh my heart sore, I wot well. 

But let them pass : and now ' sir we must part ; 
' I thank you, sir, for my exceeding cheer.' — 
' Welcome ' (quoth the good man) ' with all my heart : 
' In faith the market serves but ill to year, — 

• ' When one could not devise more neat to dress. ' — 
Jesus I (thought I) what means this foolishness ? 

But let that pass. — Then, parting at the door. 

Believe me now. it was a sport to see 
What stir there was, who should go out before ; 

Such ciutsies low, with ' Pray you pardon me ' — 
' You shall not choose ' — ' In faith you are to blame. ' — 
Goodsooth I (thought I) a man would think the same i 

Now being forth (with much ado) at last. 

Then part they all ; each one unto their house ; 
And who had mark'd the pretty looks that past 

From privy friend unto his pretty mouse. 
Would say with me, at twelve o'clock at night. 
It was a parting, trust me, worth the sight. 

But let them part, and pass in God bis name I 
God speed them well, I pray, and me no worse i 

Some sre gone fo^ with dancing almost lame ; 
And some go light by means of empty purse : 

And, to be short, home^9eih every one. 

And home go I unto my lodge alone. 
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III.— From the 'Bowre of Delights,' 1597 
(Ellis, II. pp. 286-288). 

A Sweet CONTENTION between Love, his Mistress, 

AND Beauty. 

Love and 1117 Mistress were at strife 
Who had the greatest power on me ; 

Betwixt them both, oh. what a life ! 
Nay, what a death is this to be I 

She said, she did it with her eye ; 

He said, he did it with his dart ; 
Betwixt them both (a silly wretch I) 

TIs I that have the wounded heart. 

She said, she only spake the word 
That did enchant my peering sense ; 

He said, he only gave the sound 
That enter'd heart without defence. 



She said, her Beauty was the mark 

That did amaie the highest mind ; 
He said, he only made the mist 

Whereby the senses grew so blind. 

She said, that, only for her sake. 
The best would venture life and limb : 

He said, she was too much deceiv'd ; 
They honour'd her, because of him. 

Long while, alas, she would not jrield. 

But it was she that rul'd the roast ; 
Until, by proof, she did confess, 

If he were gone her joy was lost. 

And then she cried, ' Oh, dainty Love, 

' I now do find it is for thee 
' That I am lov'd and honour'd both, 

' And thou hast power to conquer me 1' 

But\ when I heard her yield to Love, 
Oh ! how my heart did leap for joy. 

That now I had some little hope 
To have an end of mine annoy 1 

For though that Fancy Beauty found 

A power all too pitiless. 
Yet Love would never haue the hean 

To leave his servant comfortless. 

But as too soon before the field 

The trumpets sound the overthrow, 
So all too soon I joy'd too much. 

For I awak'd, and nothing so. 

IV.— From 'Morle/sNewBookofTablature' 
(1596) in Collier's Lyrical Poems from 
Musical Publications (Percy Society). 

This poem is so very markedly Bretonish 
that I cannot withhold it : — 

Thoughts make men sigh, sighes make men sick at 
heart, 

Sicknes consumes, consumption kiUes at last : 
Death is the end of everie deadlie smart, 

And sweete the joy where euery paine is past 



But oh I the time of death too long delayed, 

Where tried patience is too ill apayed ! 

Hope harpes on heaven but lives in halfe a hell ; 

Hart thinkes of love, but findes a deadly hate ; 
Eares harke for blis, but heare a dolefull beU ; 

Eyes looke for joy, but see a wofull state. 
But eyes and eares and hart and hope deceaued, 
Tongue tels a truth, how is the mind conoeaved. 

Conceited thus to thinke but say no more. 
To sigh and sob till sorrow haue no end ; 

And so to die, till death may life restore, 
Or carefuU faith may finde a constant friend ; 

That patience may yet in her passion prove. 

Just at my death I found my life of loue I 

[In st ad. I. 2, I read ' love ' for ' life '<-«n obvious 
correction.] 

v.— From • Dowland's Third Book of 
Songs' (1603) in Collier's Lyrical 
Poems from Musical Publications (Percy 
Society, 1844). 

Cf. the following with Wit's Private Wealth 
p. 7/2, 1. 3 1. I have little or no hesitation in 
claiming this anonymous l3nric for Breton : — 

What poore astronomers are they 

Take women's eyes for stars, 
And set their thoughts in battell ray 

To fight such idle warres. 
When in the end they shall approve 
'Tis but a jeast drawne out of loue. 

And love itselfe is but a jeast, 

Devisde by idle heads 
To catch yong fancies in the neast. 

And lay it in fooles beds ; 
That being hatcht in beauties eyes. 
They may be flidge ere they be wise. 

But yet it is a sport to see ^_^ 

How wit will run on wheeles. 
While will cannot perswaded be 

With that which reason feeles ; 
That womens eyes and starres are odde. 
And love is but a fained God. 

But such as will run mad with will, 

I cannot cleare their sight. 
But leave them to their studie still. 

To looke where is no light ; 
Till time too late we make them trie 
They study false astronomie. 

VI. — From * Honest Counsaile : A merry 
fitte of a poetical furie ; good to read, 
better to follow ' (1605). 

No copy of ' Honest Counsaile ' is now 
known. I am compelled to content myself 
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zrjjniMi'^j with the foUcnring, given bj 
hhWAUD Fakk in his 'Selea Poetrj chieflj 
%2crt4 of the Reign of King James the First ' 
ii$4j), I^ast couplet seems incorrectlj 
cz/pied. I have inserted ' all ' and changed 
* may ' into ' doth ', 

Oh. wHb Thy i^race my b«an tntpire. 

1q bring Ujrth frjiur% ''X Tuy desire. 

<hve me thy Pcut'% pcnitenoe. 

f'«ifl'* liitJi, aod Job bi% fAtience. 

And Sfahe'% f nee. and John his loue. 

'Ptai in my heart I may a(/proue. 

When «J1 theie crau:et mefrte in mee. 

W>iat ioy my v>ule t^iall huve in 'fhee : 

Hut oh. my Cjod ! my hesit '!oth ak<r. 

My Mule with trembling fear doth quake. 

Thai tinae hath IxfMi^tt roe in »uch plight 

A% make* roe ouf lie in Thy tif ht : 

And I {fp wretch f; am one of thote 

WtM^m Thfju ha*t rcckz/ne'l for I'hy foes, 

An4 that T)iy tnertAK will not hcare roee, 

N'jf c*mtUjn euer thall c/me near mee ; 

My prayer turned into tinne, 

No gale of grace »hall enter in ; 

fHit all my thought* an: f;uTe amisv.-, 

hhall tjAoUtit tie from hr^fie of blitse , 

And my \^ftr UM^K, by %tnne'» de«art. 

f xmdemn'd vnto etemall imart. 

And yet again, roeethinkt, I Mse 

ll</w 'll^y grrat mercie \<>tMit% on roee. 

And teit me faith may 1^ vicU>rious, 

While grace will 1m: in merde glorioun. 

And wliat true hartrt do truelie \jr<Aiv. 

'I li«t lurrir lo 'I hrt: in t»*;ir«"H of lour , 

111 whit.h \\\Ui\\\\\t't\ f;ilihfiill t'Mrc ., 

Wliirrriri lli«! wofull ^|>int w«Mr<">. 

I titinibly fiill at M«Tr<;i»!'.s frH<-. 

VVhcnr ;jr.'u;'*, jiH'I Ioih!, ari'l jjlomr riMMrlr ; 

Ami in l'';ir«'s of trur coniniion 

ThU'i fiiJik**'* fiiy wolull vmi1i:''» (X'tiliorj : 

In mirrcir U>okc on m«r, di'.irr (io'l ; 

Forgivir my sinnos, forl>«:arr 'Miy rod ; 

lii'liold my y^uvU'. and ra"><: jny painc, 

And take mc to '1 hy jjracc .-i^ainc, 

That if I m;iy srt- tliat hriKhl Sunn** sl.in«-, 

VVhfre* jjloiii; nnicr (an d»M;linc ; 

VV'lu-rr I with Sinwon s 'u>y may .sin^ 

Whrn I cmbrarr my holy King. 

Ami [all) sinnc and sorrowes ceiLsc, 

As my soulr dolli rrsi in f>cace. (pp. 240/1. i 

VII. l-'rom * Kliosto I.ibidinoso : J )cs( ribcd 
in two Hookcs, isLV. Written hy John 
Ilynd. At London, Printed by Valcn- 
luic Siniincs,' ikv. (1606.) 

Myn<l .say.s of the following' |)Ocm that it 



B. hath dignified with resp>ect,' which may 
or may not be an attribation of it to ' N. R/ 
il^. as Sir Egerton Brydges in Cauura 
LUirana and Collier in his Poetical Deca- 
meron inteqxet, Nicholas Breton. It is 
to be remembered that being pat in the 
month of a character in the novel wherem 
it occurs, it would not have been in keep- 
ing to suppose him acquainted with an 
E^ish poef s writings. The expression 
may simply mean that the poem was printed 
in the * Bower of Delights,' or ' Arbor of 
Amorous Devices,' both miscellanies. Till 
complete exemplars of these two still lack- 
ing books (except the imperfect one of the 
latter as reproduced by us\ we cannot 
speak positively. Meantime it seons expe- 
dient to give the little poem taken from 
Censura Liieraria : — 

Among the grores. the woods and thickes. 

The bashes, brambles, and the briers. 
The shrabbes, the stnbbes, the thones, and prickes. 

The ditches, plashes, lakes and miers. 

Where fbh nor fovle, nor bird nor beast. 

Nor living thing may take ddight. 
Nor reason's rage may looke for rest« 

Tin heart be dead oC hatefiill sptght : 

Within the cane of care unknowne. 

Where hope of comfort all decajres. 
\j!X me with sorrow sit alone 

In dolefull thoughts to end my dayes. 

And when I hcare the stormes arise, 

ITial troubled ghosts doe leave the grave ; 

With hellish sounds of horror's cries. 
I^t me goe look out of my cave. 

And when I feel what paines they bide, 
That doe the greatest torments prove. 

Then let not me the sorrow hide, 
That I have suffer'd by my love. 

Wlierc losses, crosses, care and griefe. 
With ruthfuU, spitefuU, hateful] hate. 

Without all hope of hap's reliefe. 
Doc tugge and teare the heart to naught ; 

Hut sigh, and say, and sing, and sweare. 
It is too much for one to beare. 

An anonymous copy of the preceding, want- 
ing the last six lines, was printed in Excerpta 
Tu dot tana from MS. Harl. 6910. * Thickes' 
occurs in * Flourish vpon Fancy,' * plashes* 
in ' Strange News.* See our Glossarial Index, 
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